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PREFACE 


The play was written in the fall and early winter of 1937 while 
we were expecting an offensive. There were three major offen- 
sive projects for the Army of the Center that year. One of them 
was Brunete. It had been fought, had started brilliantly and 
ended in a very bloody and undecisive battle, and we were 
waitmg for the first of the other two. They never came; but 
while we waited I wrote the play. 

Each day we were shelled by the guns beyond Leganes and 
behmd the folds of Garabitas hill, and while I was writing the 
play the Hotel Florida, where we lived and worked, was struck 
by more than thirty high explosive shells So if it is not a good 
play perhaps that is what is the matter with it. If it is a good 
play, perhaps those thirty some shells helped write it. 

When you went to the front, at its closest it was fifteen hun- 
dred yards from the hotel, the play was always slipped mside 
the inner fold of a rolled up mattress When you came back and 
found the room and the play intact you were always pleased. 
It was finished and copied and sent out of the country just 
before the takmg of Teruel. 

It was written to be produced, but one producer died after 
he had signed the contract to put it on and had gone on to 
California to cast it. Another producer signed another contract 
and had trouble raising money. Reading it over T thought it 
read well, no matter how it might play, and so decided to put 
it in with this book of stories It makes one story more and 
brings them a little closer to the present. Later some one may 
want to produce it. 

The title refers to the Spanish rebel statement in the fall of 
1936 that they had four columns advancmg on Madrid and a 
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Fifth Column of sympathizers inside the city to attack the 
defenders of the city from the rear. If many of the Fifth Col- 
umn are now dead, it must be realized that they were killed in 
a warfare where they were as dangerous and as determined as 
any of those who died in the other four columns 
The four columns advancing on Madrid shot their prisoners. 
When members of the Fifth Column were captured inside the 
city in the early days of the war they were also shot. 

Later they were to be tried and given prison or labor camp 
sentences or sentenced to execution depending upon the crimes 
tliey had committed agamst die Republic. But m the early days 
they were shot. They deserved to be, under the rules of war, 
and they expected to be. 

Some fanatical defenders of the Spanish Republic, and fanat- 
ics do not make good friends for a cause, will criticize the play 
^because it admits that Fifth Column members were shot. They 
will also say, and have said, that it does not present the nobility 
and dignity of die cause of the Spanish people. It does not 
attempt to. It will take many plays and novels to do that, and 
the best ones will be written after the war is over. 

This IS only a play about counter espionage in Madrid. It has 
the defects of having been written in war time, and if it has a 
moral it is that people who work for certain organizations have 
very little time for home life. There is a girl m it named Dorothy 
but her name might also have been Nostalgia Perhaps it would 
be best now for you to read it and for me to stop talking about 
It But if being written under fire makes for defects, it may also 
give a certain vitality You who read it will have a better per- 
spective on this than I have 

About the stories there is not much to say. The first foui are 
the last ones I have written. The others follow m the order 
in which^they were originally published. 

The first one I wrote was Up m Michigan, written in Pans 
in 1921 The last was Old Man at the Bridge cabled from 
Barcelona in April of 1938 

Beside The Fifth Column, I v^^rote The Killers, Today Is 
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Friday, Ten Indians, part of TJbe Sun Also Rises and the first 
diird of To Have and Have Not in Madrid. It v/as always 
a good place for working. So was Pans, and so were Key 
West, Florida, in the cool months; tlie ranch, near Cooke 
City, Montana; Kansas City; Chicago; Toronto, and Havana, 
Cuba. 

Some other places were not so good but maybe we were not 
so good when we were in them. 

There arc many kinds of stones in this book. I hope that you 
will find some tliat you like. Reading them over, the ones I 
lilccd die best, outside of those that have achieved some 
notoriety so that school teachers include diem in story collec- 
tions that their pupils have to buy m story courses, and you 
are alwa3^s faintly embarrassed to read them and wonder 
whether you really wrote them or did you maybe hear them 
somewhere, are The Short Happy Life of Francis Macomber, 
In Another Country, Hills Like White Elephants, A Way 
" You’ll Never Be, The Snows of Kilimanjaro, A Clean Well- 
Lighted Place, and a story called The Light of the World 
which nobody else ever liked. There are some others too Be- 
cause if you did not like them you would not publish them. 

In going where you have to go, and doing what you have to 
do, and seemg what you have to see, you dull and blunt the 
instrument you write with. But I would rather have it bent and 
dulled and know I had to put it on the grindstone again and 
hammer it into shape and put a whetstone to it, and know 
that I had somethmg to write about, than to have it bright and 
shining and nothing to say, or smooth and well-oiled m the 
closet, but unused. 

Now It IS necessary to get to the grindstone again. I would 
lilce to live long enough to write three more novels and twenty- 
five more stories I know some pretty good ones ^ , 

Ernest Hemingway 

! 
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THE FIFTH COLUMN 

ACT ONE • SCENE ONE 

h is seven-thirty in the evening, A corridor on the first fioor 
of the Hotel Florida in Madrid. There is a large white 
paper hand-printed sign on the door of Room log which 
reads, ‘'Working, Do Not Disturb!' two girls with two 
SOLDIERS in International Brigade uniform pass along the 
corridor. One of the girls stops and looks at the sign. 

First Soldier. Come on. We haven’t got all night. 

Girl. What does it say? 

\The OTHER COUPLE have gone on down the corridor] 

Soldier. What does it matter what it says ? 

Girl. No, read it to me. Be nice to me. Read to me m 
English. 

Soldier. So that’s what I’d draw. A literary one. The hell 
with It. I won’t read it to you. 

Girl. You’re not nice. 

Soldier. I’m not supposed to be nice. 

\He stands ofi and looks at her unsteadily] 

Do I look nice? Do you know where I’ve just come from? 

Girl. I don’t care where you come from. You all come 
from some place dreadful and you all go back there. AH I 
asked you was to read me the sign. Come on then, if you won’t. 
Soldier. I’ll read it to you “Workmg. Do Not Disturb.” 

\The girl laughs, a very high, hard laugh] 

Girl. I’ll get me a sign like that too. 

CURTAIN 


3 
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ACT ONE • SCENE TWO 

Curtain lises at once on Scene IL Intenor of Room Jog. Thete 
ts a bed with a night table by it, two ci etonne-covered chahs, 
a tall armoire with minor, and a typewiiter on another 
table. Beside the typewnter is a poi table vicUola. There is 
an electric heater which is glowing brightly, and a tall 
handsome blonde girl is sitting in one of the chairs reading 
with hei bac\ to the lamp which is on the table beside the 
phonogi aph. Behind her ai e two large windows with their 
cm tains drawn. There is a map of Madnd on the wall, and 
a MAN about thirty-five, weanng a leather ^achet, coiduroy 
tiousers, and veiy muddy boots, is standing holding at it. 
Without looking up from her boo\, the girl, whose name 
IS DOROTHY BRIDGES, says in a very cultivated voice: 

Dorothy. Darling, there’s one thing you really could do. 
and diat’s clean your boots before you come m here. 

\The man, whose name is Robert preston, goes on look- 
ing at the map] 

A.nd darling, don’t you put your finger on it. It makes smudges. 
[preston continues to loo\ at the map] 

Darling, have you seen Philip 
Preston. Philip who 
Dorothy. Our Philip. 

Preston. [Still looking at the map] Our Philip was in 
Chicotes with that Moor that bit Rodgers, when I came up the 
Gran Via. 

Dorothy. Was he domg anything awful? 

Preston. [Still looking at the map] Not yet. 

4 
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Dorothy. He will though. He’s so full of life and good 
spirits. 

Preston. The spirits are getting awfully bad at Chicotes 

Dorothy. You make such dull jokes, dailmg. I wish Philip 
would come. I’m bored, darling. 

Preston. Don’t be a bored Vassar bitch 

Dorothy. Don’t call me names, please. I don’t feel up to it 
just now. And besides. I’m not typical Vassar I didn’t under- 
stand anything they taught me there. 

Preston. Do you imderstand anythmg that’s happening 
here ? 

Dorothy. No, darling. I understand a little bit about Uni- 
versity City, but not too much. The Casa del Campo is a com- 
plete puzzle to me. And Usera— and Carabanchel They’re 
dreadful. 

Preston. God, I wonder sometimes why I love you. 

Dorothy. I wonder why I love you, too, darling. I don’t 
think It’s very sensible, leally. It’s just sort of a bad habit I’ve 
gotten into. And Philip’s so much more amusing, and so much 
hveher. 

Preston. He’s much livelier, all right. You know what he 
was doing last night before they shut Chicotes He had a cuspi- 
dor, and he was going around blessmg people out of it. You 
know, sprmklmg it on them. It was better than ten to one he’d 
get shot 

Dorothy. But he never does. I wish he’d come. 

Preston. He will. He’ll be here as soon as Chicotes shuts. 

\There Is a \noc\ at the door'] 

Dorothy. It’s Philip. Darlmg, it’s Philip 

\The door opens to admit the manager oj the hotel. He 
IS a dar\, plump little man, who collects stamps, and 
speahs extraordinary English] 

Oh, It’s the Manager. 

Manager. How’re you, very well, Mr. Preston*^ How’re 
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you, all nghtj Miss? I just come by see you have any little 
thmg of any kind of sort you don’t want to cat. Everything 
all right'; everybody absolutely comfortable? 

Dorothy. Everything’s marvelous, now the heater’s fixed. 
Manager. With a heater always is continually trouble. 
Electricity is a science not yet dominated by the workers. Also, 
the electrician drinks himself into a stupidity. 

Preston. He didn’t seem awfully bright, the electrician. 
Manager. Is bright. But the drmk. Always the drink. Then 
rapidly the failmg to concentrate on electricity. 

Preston. Then why do you keep him on? 

Manager. Is the electrician of the committee. Frankly re- 
sembles a catastrophe. Is now m 113 drinking with Mr. Philip. 
Dorothy. \Happtly\ Then Philip’s home. 

Manager. Is more than home. 

Preston. What do you mean? 

Manager. DifEcult to say before lady. 

Dorothy. Rmg him up, darlmg. 

Preston. I will not 
Dorothy. Then I will. 

[She unhooks the telephone from the wall and says]: 

Ciento trece— Hello. Philip? No. Come and see us. Please. 
Yes. All right. 

[She hooks up the phone again] 

He’s coming. 

Manager. Highly preferable he does not come. 

Preston. Is it that bad? 

Manager. Is worse. Is an unbelievable. 

Dorothy. Philip’s marvelous. He does go about with 
dreadful people though. Why does he, I wonder? 

Manager. I come another time. Maybe perhaps if you re- 
ceive too much of any thmg you unable to eat always very wel- 
come in the house where family constantly hungry unable 



understand lack of food. Thank you >to another time. Good- 
bye. 

[He goes out pist before the artiml of mr. ^milp^nearly 
bumping into him in the hallway. Outside the door 
he IS heard to say\: 

Good afternoon, Mr. Philip. 

[A deep voice says very toviaHyl: 

Philip. Salud, Comrade Stamp Collector. Picked up any 
valuable new issues lately? 

[In a quiet voice\. 

IvIanager. No, Mr. Philip. Is have people from very dull 
countries lately. Is a plague of five cent U. S. and three francs 
fifty French. Is needed comrades from New Zealand written 
to by air-mail. 

Philip. Oh, they’ll come. We’re just in a dull epoch now. 
The shellings upset the tourist season. Be plenty of delegations 
when it slacks off agam. 

[In a low non-johing voice]: 

What’s on your mmd? 

Manager. Always a little something. 

Philip. Don’t worry. That’s all set. 

Manager. Am worry a little just the same. 

Philip. Take it easy. 

Manager. You be careful, Mr. Philip. 

[In to the door comes mr. philip, very large, very hearty, 
and wearing rubber boots] 

Salud, Comrade Bastard Preston. Salud Comrade Boredom 
Bridges. How are you comrades doing? Let me present an 
electrical comrade. Come m. Comrade Marconi. Don’t stand 
out there. 

[A very small and quite drunken electrician, wearing 
soiled blue overalls, espadnlles, and a blue beret, 
comes in the door] 
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Electrician. Salud-;vCamaradas. 

DoRoraY. Well. Yes. Salud. 

Philip. And here’s a Moorish comrade. You could say the 
Moorisli comrade. Almost unique a Moorish comrade. She s 
iwfully shy. Come in, Anita 

[Enter a moorish tart /lom Cueta. She is very da)\, 
hut well bmlt, l^tnhy-hatred and tough loo\tng, and 
not at all shy^ 

Moorish Tart. [Defensively'] Salud, Camaradas. 

Philip. This is the com-rde that bit Vernon Rodgers that 
une. Laid him up for three weeks. Hell of a bite. 

Dorothy. Philip, darling, you couldn’t just muzzle the 
'-omrade while she’s here, could you? 

Moorish Tart, Am insult. 

Philip. The Moorish comrade learned English m Gibral- 
tar. Lovely place, Gibraltar. I had a most unusual experience 
there once. 

Preston. Let’s not hear about it 

Philip. You are gloomy, Preston. You haven’t got the 
party Ime right on that All that long-faced stuff is out, you 
know. We’re practically in a period of jubilation now. 

Preston. I wouldn’t talk about things you know nothing 
about. 

Philip. Well, I see nothing to be gloomy about. What 
about offering these comrades some sort of refreshment? 

■f _ 

Moorish Tart. [To dorothy] You got nice place. 
Dorothy. So good of you to like it. 
i'lxOORisT Tart. How you keep from be evacuate? 
Dorothy. Oh, I just stay on. 

Moorish Tart. How you eat? 

Dorothy. Not always too well, but we brmg m tmned 
things from Paris m the Embassy pouch. 

Moorish Tart. You what, Embassy pouch? 

Dorothy Tmned things, you know. Civet de lievre. Foie 
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gjas. We Iiad some really delicious Foulei de Bresse, From 
Bureau’s. \ . 

Moorish Tart. You make fun me? 

Dorothy. Oli, no. Of couise not. I mean we eat those 
things. 

Moorish Tart I eat water soup 

[She stares at dorothy helltgei ently\ 

What’s a matter ? You no Iilce way I look ? You think you bet- 
ter tlian me.? 

Dorothy. Of course not. I’m probably much worse. Pres- 
ton will tell you I’m tnfimtely worse. But we don’t have to 
be comparative, do we ? I mean in war time and all that, and 
you know all working for the same cause. 

Moorish Tart. I scratch you eyes out if you think that. 
Dorothy. [AppeaUngly, but very languid'] Philip, please 
talk to your friends and make them happy. 

Philip. Anita, listen to me. 

Moorish Tart. O.K. 

Philip. Anita. Dorothy here is a lovely woman 

Moorish Tart. No lovely woman this busmess. 
Electrician. [^Standing up] Camaradas me voy. 

Dorothy. What does he say? 

Preston. He says he’s going. 

Philip. Don’t believe him He always says that. 

\To electrician] 

Comrade, you must stay. 

Electrician.— entonces me quedan. 

Dorothy. What ? 

Preston. He says he’ll stay. 

Philip. That’s more like it, old man You wouldn’t rush 
off and leave us, would you, Marconi ? No. An electrical com- 
rade can be depended on to the last. 

Preston. I thought it was a cobbler that stuck to the last. 
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Dorothy. Darling, if you make jokes like that I’ll leave 
you. I promise you. 

Moorish Tart. Listen. All time talk. No time anything 
else What we do here? 

[To PHILIP] 

You with me? Yes or no? 

Philip. You put things so flatly, Anita. 

Moorish Tart. Want a answer. 

Philip. Well then, Anita, it must be in the negative. 
Moorish Tart. What you mean? Take picture? 

Preston. You see connection? Camera, take picture, nega- 
tive? Charming, isn’t it? She’s so primitive 
Moorish Tart. What you mean take picture? You think 
me spy? 

Philip. No, Anita. Please be reasonable. I just meant I 
wasn’t with you any more. Not )ust now. I mean it’s more or 
•ess off )ust for now. 

Moorish Tart. No? You no with me? 

Philip. No, my pretty one. 

Moorish Tart. You with her? 

[Noddtng toward dorothy] 

Philip. Possibly not. 

Dorothy. It would need a certam amount of discussion. 
Moorish Tart. O K. I scratch her eyes out. 

[ 5 / 2 ^ moves toward dorothy] 

Electrician. Camaradas, tengo que trahajar. 

Dorothy. What does he say? 

Preston. He says he must go to work. 

Philip. Oh, don t pay any attention to him. He gets these 
extraordinary ideas. It’s an idee fixe he has. 

Electrician. Camaradas, soy analjabettco. 
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Preston. He says he can’t read or write. 

Philip. Comrade, I mean, I mean, but really, you know, 
if we hadn’t all gone to school we’d be in the same fix. Don’t 
give it a thought, old man. 

Moorish Tart. [To dorothy] O.K. I suppose, yes, all 
right. Downa hatch. Cherio. Chm chm. Yes, O.K. Only one 
thing. 

Dorothy. But what, Anita. 

Moorish Tart. You gotta take sign down. 

Dorothy. What sign ? 

Moorish Tart. Sign outside door. All the time working, 
isn’t fair. 

Dorothy, And I’ve had a sign like that on my room door 
ever since college and it’s never meant a thing. 

Moorish Tart. You take down? 

Philip. Of course she’ll take it down. Won’t you, Dorothy.? 

Dorothy. Certainly, I’ll take it down. 

Preston. You never do work anyway. 

Dorothy. No, darlmg. But I always mean to. And T am 
going to finish that Cosmopolitan article just as soon as I un- 
derstand things the least bit better. 

[There is a crash outside the window in the street, fol- 
lowed by an incoming whistling rush, and another 
crash. You hear pieces of bric\ and steel falling, and 
the tinh}e of falling glass'] 

Philip. They’re shelling again. 

[He says it very quietly and soberly] 

Preston. The bastards. 

[He says it very bitterly and rather nervously] 

Philip. You’d best open your windows. Bridges, my girl. 
There aren’t any more panes now and wmter’s conung, you 
know. 
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Moorish Tart. You take the sign down?" 

[dorothy goes to the doov and ie^itoves the sign, tah^ 
mg out the thumbtac\s with a nail file. She hands it 
to anita] 

Dorothy. You keep it. Here are the thumbtacks too. 

[dorothy goes to the electric light and switches it o'ff. 
Then opens both the windows. There is a sound li1{e 
a giant banp twang and an incoming rush li\e an 
' elevated train or a subway train coming toward you. 

' Then a third great crash, this time followed by a 
shower of glass] 

Moorish Tart. You good comrade. 

Dorothy. No. I’m not, but I v^ould like to be. 

Moorish Tart. You O.K. with me. 

[They are standing side by side in the light that comes 
in from the open door into the corndor] 

Philip. Having them open saved them from the concus- 
sion that time. You can hear the shells leave tlie battery. Lis- 
ten for the next one. 

Preston. I hate these damned night shellmgs. 

Dorothy. How long did the last one go on'’ 

Philip. Just over an hour. 

Moorish Tart. Dorothy, you think we better go in cave.? 

\There is another banp twang— a moment of quiet and 
then a great incoming rush, this time much closer, 
and at the clashing burst, the room fills with smohe 
and biic\ dust] 

Preston. The hell with it. I’m going down below 
Philip. This room has an excellent angle, really. I m ean 
it. I could show you from the street. 

Dorothy. I think 1 11 just stay here. It doesn’t make any 
differ^cnce where you wait for it 
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Electrician. Camaradas, jio hay luzl - 

\He says this m a loud and almost prophetic voice, sud- 
denly standing up and opening his arms wide\ 

Philip. He says there isn’t any light. You know the old boy 
is getting to be rather terrific. Like an electrical Greek chorus. 
Or a Greek electrical chorus. 

Preston. I’m going to get out of here. 

Dorothy. Then, darlmg, will you take Anita and the elec- 
trician with you ^ 

Preston. Come on 

\They go as the next shell comes. The next shell is really 
something^ 

Dorothy. \^As they stand listening to the clattering of the 
bric\ and glass after the burst\ Philip, is the angle really safe ? 

Philip. It’s as good here as anywhere Really. Safe’s not 
quite the word; but safety’s hardly a thing people go in for any 
more. 

Dorothy. I feel safe with you. 

Philip, Try to check that. That’s a terrible phase, 

Dorothy. But I can’t help it. 

Philip. Try very hard That’s a good girl. 

[He goes to the phonograph and puts on the Chopin 
Mazur\a in C Minor, opus 55, iVe 4. They aie listen- 
ing to the music in the light from the glow of the 
electric heater^ 

Philip. It’s very thin and very old fashioned, but it’s very 
beautiful. 

\Then comes the heavy banto whang of the guns firing 
fiom Garabitas hill. It whishes in with a roar and 
hursts in the street outside the window, mafing a 
blight flash through the window^ 

Dorothy. Oh darling, darlmg, darling 
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Philip. [Holding her] Couldn’t you use some other term? 
t’ve heard you call so many people that. 

[You hear the clanging of an a^nbulance. Then in the 
quiet the phonograph goes on playing the Mazur\a 
as the ] 

CURTAIN COMES DOWN 



ACT ONE SCENE THREE 


Roo7ns log and no in the Hotel Florida. The windows are 
open and sunlight is pouring in. There is an open door be- 
tween them and over this door has been tacked, to the 
framewor\ of the door, a large war poster^ so that when 
the door opens the open doorway is blocked by this poster. 
Still the door can open. It is open now, and the poster is 
like a large paper screen between the two rooms. T here is 
a space perhaps two feet high between the bottom of the 
poster and the floor. In the bed in log dorothy bridges is 
asleep. In the bed in no philip rawlings is sitting up 
looking out of the window. Through the window comes the 
sound of a man crying the daily papers. ''El SoV Liber- 
tadl El A B.C. de Hoy^** There is a sound of a motor horn 
passing and then the distant clatter of machine-gun fire. 
PHILIP reaches for the telephone. 

Philip. Send up the morning papers, please. Yes. All of 
them. 


[He looks around the room and then out of the window. 
He looks at the war poster which shows transparent 
across the doorway in the bright morning sunlight. 
No. 

[Shakes his head] 

Don’t like it. Too early in the morning. 

[There is a kliock at the door] 

Adelante. 

[There is another kjioc1(\ 

15 
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Come in. Come in’ 

[The door opens. It ts the manager holdi'ng the papers 
111 hts hands\ 

Manager. Good morning, Mr. Philip. Thank you very 
much Good mornmg to you all right. Terrible thmgs last 

night, eh ^ 

Philip. Terrible thmgs every night. Frightful. 

[He grins] 

Let’s see the papers. 

Manager. They tell me the bad news from the Asturias. 
Is almost finish there. 

Philip. [Looking at the papei's] Not in here though. 
Manager. No, but I know you know. 

Philip. Quite. I say, when did I get this room^^ 

Manager. You don’t remember, Mr. Philipp You don’t re- 
member last night 

Philip. No. Can’t say I do. Mention somethmg and see if 
I recall it. 

Ma-nager. [In really hornfied tones] You don’t remember, 
really ? 

Philip. [Cheenly] Not a thmg Little bombardment early 
in the evenmg Chicotes. Yes. Brought Anita around for a lit- 
tle spot of good clean fun. No difficulty with her, I hope ? 

Manager [Shaking his head] No No. Not with Anita. Mr. 
Philip, you don’t remember about Mr Preston? 

PmLip. No What was the gloomy beggar up to ? Not sui- 
cide, I hope. 

Manager. You unremember throw him out m street? 
Philip. From here? 

[He loops from the bed out toward the window] 

Any sign of him below ? 

Manager. No, from entry when you coming in fro m Min- 
isterio very late last night after go for communique. 
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Philip. Hurt him ^ 

Manager. Stitches. Some stitches. 

Philip. Why didn’t you stop it? Why do you permit that 
sort of thing in a decent hotel ? 

Manager. Then you take his room. 

[Sadly and repi ovingly~\ 

Mr. Philip. Mr. Philip. 

Philip. [Vcfy cheeuly, but slightly baffled] It’s a lovely day 
though, isn’t it? 

Manager. Oh yes, is a superbly day. A day for picnics in 
the country. 

Philip. And v^hat did Preston do? He’s very ivell set up, 
you know. And so gloomy Must have put up quite a struggle. 

Manager. He in other room now. 

Philip. Where ? 

Manager. One thirteen Your old room. 

Philip. And I’m here? 

Manager. Yes, Mr. Philip 

Philip. And what’s that horrbile thing? 

[Looking at the transpaient poster between the doors] 

Manager. Is a patriotic poster very beautiful. Has a fine 
sentiment, only see backwards from here. 

Philip. And what’s it cover? Where’s that lead to? 

Manager. To lady’s room, Mr Philip Now you have a 
suite of rooms just like newly married happy couple I come 
see everything all right you need anything at all anyway ring 
and ask for me. Congratulations, Mr. Philip More than com 
gratulations absolutely 

Philip. Does the door bolt on this side? 

Manager Absolutely, Mr. Philip. 

Philip. Then bolt it and get out and have them bring me 
some coffee. 

Manager Yes, sir, Mr Philip. Don’t be cross on beautiful 
day like this. 

[ T hen h urrwdly] 
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Please, Mr. Philip, also remember food situation Madrid; if 
by any chance too much food any kind including anything 
any little can any sort always at home demanding lack every 
sort. In a family now is seven peoples including, Mr. Philip 
you would not believe what I permit myself the luxury of, a 
mother-in-law. Everything she eats. Every thmg agrees with her. 
Also one son seventeen formerly a champion of natation. What 
you call it the breast stroke Built like this 

\He gestures to show an enormous chest and arms\ 

Is eatf^ Mr. Philip you cannot believe. Is a champion also of 
the eating. You should see. That is only two of the seven. 

Philip. I’ll see what I can get Have to get it from my 
room. If any calls come have them ring me here. 

Manager. Thank you, Mr. Philip. You have a heart big as 
the street. Is outside to see you two comrades. 

Philip. Tell them to come in. 

[All this time dorothy bridges, in the other room, ts 
sleeping soundly. She did not awa\en dui ing the first 
of the conversation between philip and the manager, 
hut only stirred a little in the bed. Now that the door 
is closed and bolted nothing can be heaid between the 
two rooms^ 

[Enter two comrades in LB. uniform] 

First Comrade. All right. He got away. 

Philip. What do you mean he got away*^ 

First Comrade. He’s gone, that’s all. 

Philip. [Very ^wchjy] How^^ 

First Comrade. You tell me how. 

Philip. Let’s not have any of that 

[Turning to the second comrade, in a very dry voice] 

What about it? 

Second Comrade. He’s gone. 

Philip. And where were you? 
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Second Comrade. Between the elevator and the stairs. 
PHn.iP. [To FIRST comrade] And youf^ 

First Comrade. Outside the door all night. 

Philip. And what time did you leave those posts 
First Comrade. Not at all. 

Philip. Better thmk it over. You know what you’re risk- / 
ing, don’t you ^ 

First Comrade. I am very sorry, but he’s gone and that’s 
all there is to it. 

Philip. Oh no, it’s not, my boy. 

[He ta^es down the telephone and calls a number^ 

Novente siete zero zero zero. Yes. Antonio? Please. Yes. He’s 
not there yet? No. Send over to pick up two men please m 
room one thirteen at the Hotel Florida. Yes Please. Yes. 

[He hangs up the telephone^ 

First Comrade. And all we ever did 

Philip. Take your time. You’re going to need a very good 
story indeed. 

First Coivirade. There isn’t any story except what I told you. 
Philip. Take your time Don’t be rushed Just sit down 
and tliink it over. Remember you had him here m this hotel. 
Where he couldn’t get past you. 

[He reads in the papers. The two comrades stand there 
glumlyl 

[Without looking at them\ 

Sit down. Make yourselves comfortable. 

Second Comrade. Comrade, we 

Philip. [Without looking at hini\ Don’t use that word. 

[The two comrades loo\ at each other\ 

First Comrade. Comrade 

Philip. [Discarding a paper and taking up another ] I told 
you not to use that word. It doesn’t sound good in your mouth. 
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First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, we want to say 

Philip. Save it. 

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, you must listen to 
me. 

Philip. Ill listen to you later. Don’t you worry, my lad. I 
listen to you. When you came m here you sounded snotty 
enough. 

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, please listen to me. 
I want to tell you. 

Philip. You let a man get away that I wanted. You let a 
man get away that I needed. You let a man get away who is 
going to kill. 

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, please 

Philip. Please, that’s a funny word to hear in a soldier’s 
mouth. 

* 

First Comrade. I am not a soldier by profession. 

Philip. When you put the uniform on you’re a soldier. 
First Comrade. I came to fight for an ideal. 

Philip. That’s awfully pretty. Now let me tell you some- 
thmg- You come to fight for an ideal say, and you get scared 
in an attack. You don’t like the noise or somethmg, and peo- 
ple get killed — and you don’t like the look of it — and you get 
afraid to die — and you shoot yourself m the hand or foot to 
get the hell out of it because you can’t stand it. Well you get 
shot for that and your ideal isn’t gomg to save you, brother. 

First Comrade. But I fought well. I wasn’t any self-inflicted 
wound. 

Philip. I never said you were. I was just trying to explain 

somethmg to you. But I don’t seem to make myself clear. I’m 

thinking, you see, what the man is gomg to do that you let get 

away, and how I’m going to get him m a nice fine place like 

that agam before he kills somebody. You see I needed him very 

much and very much alive. And you let him go. 

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar, if you do not believe 
me — — 

PHnip. No, I don’t believe you and I’m not a Commissar. 
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I’m a policeman. I don’t believe anything I hear and very little 
of what I see. What do you mean, believe you ? Listen. You’re 
out of luck. I have to try to iind out if you did it on purpose. 
I don’t look forward to that. 

[He pours hhnself a dnn}(\ 

And if you’re smart you won’t look forward to it either. And 
if you didn’t do it on purpose the effect is just the same. There’s 
only one dung about duty. You have to do it. And there’s only 
one thmg about ordeis. THEY ARE TO BE OBEYED I 
could, given enough time, explam to you that discipline is kind- 
ness, but tlien, I don’t explain things very well. 

First Comrade. Please, Comrade Commissar 

Philip. Use that word once more and you’ll irritate me. 

First Comrade. Comrade Commissar. 

Philip. Shut up. I haven’t any manners— see ^ I have to use 
them so much I get tired of them. And they bore me. I have 
to talk to you m front of my boss And cut out the Commissar 
part. I’m a cop. What you tell me now doesn’t mean anything. 
You see it’s my ass too, you know. If you didn’t do it on pur- 
pose I wouldn’t worry too much. I just have to know, you see. 

I tell you what. If you didn’t do it on purpose I’ll split it with 
you. 

[Thereds a \noc\ at the door\ 

Adelante. 

[The door opens and shows two assault guards tn blue 
uniforms, fiat caps, with rifles^ 

First Guard. A sus ordenes mt comandante. 

Philip. Take these two men over to Segundad I’ll be by 
later to talk to them 

First Guard. A sus ordenes, 

[The SECOND COMRADE Starts for the door. The assault 
guard runs hts hands up and down his flanks to see 
if he is armed'] 
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Philip. They’re both armed. Disarm them and take them 
along. 

[To the TWO comrades] 

Good luck. 


{He says this sarcasUcally'\ 

Hope you come out fine. 

{The four go out, and you hear them going down hi 
the hall. In the other loom, dorothy bridges stirs in 
bed, wa\es, yawns, and stretching, i caches up fo? the 
bell that hangs by the bed. You hear the bell ring. 
PHILIP hears it ring too. There is a J^iioch^ on his door^ 

Philip. Adelante. 


[7^^ IS the MANAGER, Very upset] 

Manager. Is arrest two Comrades. 

Philip. Very bad Comrades. One anyway. Other may be 
perfectly all right. 

Manager. Mr. Philip is too much happenmg near you right 
now. I tell you as friend. Try and keep a things quieter. Is no 
good come with so much happen all the time. 

Philip. No. I guess not. And it’s a pretty day too, isn’t it? 

^nager I tell you what you should do. You should make 
a day like this excursion and picnic in the country. 

[ the next room dorothy bridges has put on diessing 

She disappears into the bathroom, 
t ^ ^ comes out she is brushing her hair. Her 

of th ^^^^irfnl and she sits on the bed, in front 
on she / brushing it. With no make-np 

Cl maid '' oplnsZleT''^' It ""'1 

about She IS a little old woman of 

u^ ^ House and apron] 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


23 


Maid, [petra] Si Puede? 

Dorothy. Good mornmgj Petra. 

Petra. Buenas dias, Senorita. 

[DOROTHY gets into bed and petra puts the breakfast 
tray down on the bed\ 

Dorothy. Petra, aren’t there any eggs^ 

Petra. No, Senorita. 

Dorothy. Is your mother better, Petra.? 

Petra. No, Senorita. 

Dorothy. Have you had any breakfast, Petra ?» 

Petra. No, Senorita. 

Dorothy. Get a cup and have some of this coffee right 
away. Hurry. 

Petra. I’ll take some when you’re through, Senorita. Was 
the bombardment very bad here last night? 

Dorothy. Oh, it was lovely. 

Petra. Senorita, you say such dreadful things. 

Dorothy. No, but Petra it was lovely. 

Petra. In Progresso, in my quarter, there were six killed 
in one floor. This morning they were taking them out and all 
the glass gone in the street. There won’t be any more glass thi^ 
winter. 

Dorotity. Here there wasn’t any one killed. 

Petra. Is the Senor ready for his breakfast? 

Dorothy. The Senor isn’t here any more. 

Petra. He has gone to the front ? 

Dorothy. Oh, no. He never goes to the front. He just 
writes about it. There’s another Senor here. 

Petra. {Sadly^ Who, Senorita? 

Dorothy. \)iappily'\ Mr. Philip. 

Petra. Oh, Senorita. How terrible. 

{She goes out eryi'ng] 

Dorothy. {Calling after her'\ Petra. Oh, Petra! 

Petra. {Resignedly'] Yes, Senorita 
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Dorothy. [Happily] See if Mr. Philip s up. 

Petra. Yes, Senorita. 

[pETRA comes to MR. Philip’s door, and \nocJ{s] 

Philipo Come in. 

Petra. The Senorita asks me to see if you are up. 

Philip. No. 

Petra. [At the other door] The Senor says he’s not up. 
Dorothy. Tell him to come and have some breakfast, 
Petra, please. 

Petra. [At the other door] The Senorita asks you to come 
and have some breakfast, but there is very little as there is. 
Philip. Tell the Senorita that I never eat breakfast. 

Petra. [At the other door] He says he never eats breakfast. 
But I know he eats more breakfast than three people. 

Dorothy. Petra, he’s so diflEcult. Just ask him not to be 
stupid and come in here please. 

Petra. [At the other door] She says come. 

Philip. What a word. What a word. 

[He puts 071 a dressing gown and slippers] 

These are rather small. Must be Preston’s. Nice robe though. 
Might offer to buy it from him. 

[He gathers up the papers, opens the door and goes into 
the other room, \noc\i7ig as he pushes the door open] 

Dorothy. Come in. Oh, here you are. 

Philip. Isn’t this all very rather unconventional^ 

Dorothy. Philip, you stupid darlmg. Where have you been.^ 
Philip. In a very strange room. 

Dorothy. How did you get there.? 

Philip. No idea. 

Dorothy. Don’t you remember anything'? 

Philip. I recall some muck about chuckmg some one out. 
Dorothy. That was Vreston, 

Philip. Really? 
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Dorothy. Yes very really. 

Philip. We must get him back. Shouldn’t be rude that way. 

Dorothy. Oh, no. Philip. No. He’s gone for good. 

Philip. Awful phrase; for good. 

Dorothy. \]Deterininedly\ For good and all. 

Philip. Even worse phrase. Gives me the horrorous. 

Dorothy. What are tlie horrorous, darling 

Philip. Sort of super horrors. You know. Now you see 
them. Now you don’t. Watch for them to go around the 
corner. 

Dorothy. You haven’t had themf^ 

Philip. Oh, yes. I’ve had everything. Worst I remember 
was a file of marmes. Used to come mto the room suddenly. 

Dorothy. Philip, sit here. 

[PHILIP sit domis on the bed very gingerly'] 

Philip, you must promise me something. You won’t just go on 
drinking and not have any aim m life and not do anything 
real? You aren’t just going to be a Madrid playboy are you? 

Philip. A Madrid playboy? 

Dorothy. Yes Around Chicotes. And the Miami. And the 
Embassies and the Mimsterio and Vernon Rodgers’ fiat and 
that dreadful Amta. Though the Embassies are really the worst. 
Philip, you aren’t, are you.? 

Philip What else is there? 

Dorothy. There’s everything. You could do something seri- 
ous and decent. You could do something brave and calm and 
good. You know what will happen if you keep on just crawl- 
ing around from bar to bar and going with those dreadful peo- 
ple? You’ll be shot. A man was shot the other mght m Chi- 
cotes. It was terrible, 

Philip. Any one we know ? 

Dorothy. No. Just a poor man who was squirting every 
one with a fiit gun. He didn’t mean any harm. And some one 
took offense and shot him. I saw it and it was very depressing. 
They shot him very suddenly and he lay on his back and his 
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face was very gray and he’d been so gay just a little while be- 
fore. They kept every one there for two hours, and the police 
smelt of everybody’s pistol and they wouldn’t serve any more 
drinks. They didn’t cover him up and we had to go and show 
our papers to a man at a table just beside where he was and it 
was very depressing, Philip. And he had such dirty hose and 
his shoes were completely worn through on the bottoms and 
he had no undershirt at all. 

Philip. Poor chap. You know the stuff they drink is ab- 
solutely poison now. Makes people quite rnad. 

Dorothy. But Philip, you don’t have to be like that. And 
you don’t have to go around and maybe have people shoot at 
you. You could do something poliUcal or somethmg military 
and fine. 

Philip. Don’t tempt me. Don’t make me ambitious. 

[He pauses] 

Don’t open vistas. 

Dorothy. That was a dreadful thmg you did the other 
night with the spittoon. Trymg to provoke trouble there in 
Chicotes. Simply trymg to provoke it, everybody said. 

Philip. And who was I provokmg ^ 

Dorothy. I don’t know. What does it matter who.? You 
shouldn’t be provoking anybody. 

Philip. No, I suppose not. It probably comes soon enough 
without provoking it. 

Dorothy. Dont talk pessimistically, darlmg, when we’ve 
just started our life together. 

Philip. Our .? 

Dorothy. Our life together. Philip, don’t you want to have 
a long, happy, quiet life at some place like Samt Tropez or, 
you know, some place like Samt Tropez u/as and have long 
walks, and go swimming and have children and be happy and 
everytlimg? I mean really. Don’t you want all this to end? 
I mean you know, war and revolution.? 
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Philip. And will we have the Contmentcd Daily Mail for 
breakfast and brioche and fresh strawberry jam? 

Dorothy. Darling, we’ll have a^uf au 'jamhon and you can 
have the Morning Post if you like. And every one will say 
Messieur-Dame. 

Philip. The Moining Post's just stopped publishing 

Dorothy. Oh, Philip, you’re so depressing I wanted us to 
have such a happy life. Don’t you want children They can 
play m the Luxembourg and roll hoops and sail boats. 

Philip. And you can show them on a map. You know; on 
a globe even. “Children”; we’ll call the boy Derek, woist name 
I know. You can say, “Derek. That’s the Wangpoo. Now fol- 
low my linger and I’ll show you where Daddy is.” And Derek 
will say, “Yes, Mummy. Have I ever seen Daddy 

Dorothy. Oh, no. It won’t be like that. We’ll just live 
somewhere where it’s lovely and you’ll write. 

Philip. What ? 

Dorothy. Whatever you like. Novels and articles and a 
book on this war perhaps. 

Philip. Be a pretty book. Might make it with— with— you 
know— illustrations. 

Dorothy. Or you could study and write a book on politics. 
Books on politics sell forever, some one told me 

Philip. [Ringing the belV\ I imagine. 

Dorothy. You could study and write a book on dialectics. 
There’s always a market for a new book on dialectics. 

Philip. Really ? 

Dorothy. But, darling Philip, the first thmg is for you to 
start here now and do something worth doing and stop this 
absolutely utter playboy business. 

Philip. I read it in a book, but I never really knew about 
It. Is It true that the first thing an American woman does is 
try to get the man she’s interested in to give up something? 
You know, boozing about, or smoking Virgmia cigarettes, or 
wearing gaiters, or hunting, or something silly ? 
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Dorothy. No, Philip. It’s that you’re a very serious prob- 
lem for any woman. 

Philip. I hope so. 

Dorothy. And I don’t want you to give up somethmg. I 
want you to ial^e up something. 

^Philip. Good. 

[He \isses herl 

I will. Now have some breakfast. I have to go back and make 
a few phone calls. 

Dorothy. Philip, don’t go. 

Philip. I’ll be back m just a moment, darling. And I’ll be 
$0 serious. 

Dorothy. You know what you said^^ 

Philip. Of course. 

Dorothy. [Very happily^ You said Darhiig. 

Philip. I knew it was infectious but I never knew it was 
contagious. Forgive me, dear. 

Dorothy. Dear is a nice word, too. 

Philip. Good-bye then— er— sweet. 

Dorothy. Sweet, oh you darling. 

Philip. Good-bye, Comrade. 

Dorothy. Comrade. Oh, and you said Darhng before. 
Philip. Comrade’s quite a word. I suppose I oughtn’t to 
chuck it around. I take it back. 

Dorothy. [Rapturously^ Oh, Philip. Yot^re developing po- 
litically. 

Philip. God— er, oh you know, whatever it is, save us. 
Dorothy. Don’t blaspheme. It’s frightfully bad luck. 

Philip. [Hwriedly and rather gnmly'\ Good-bye, darling 
dear sweet. 

Dorothy. You don’t call me comrade. 

Philip. [Going oui\ No. You see I’m developmg politically. 

[He goes into the next room\ 
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Dorothy. [Ri7igs for petra. Speaks to her. Leaning bac\ 
comfortably m bed against the pillows'] Oh, Petra, he’s so 
lively and so ‘sort of vital and so gay. But he doesn’t do any- 
thing. He’s supposed ^o send dispatches to some stupid Lon- 
don paper, but they say at Censura he practically never sends 
anytlimg. He’s so lefreshing after Preston always going on 
about his wife and children. Let him go bac^ to his wife and 
children now if he’s so excited about them. I’ll bet he won’t. 
Those wife-and-children men at a war. They just use them as 
sort of an opening wedge to get into bed with some one and 
then immediately afterwards they club you with them. I mean 
positively club you. I don’t know why I ever put up with Pres- 
ton so long. And he’s so gloomy. Expecting the city to fall and 
everything and always looking at the map. Always lookmg at 
a map is one of the most irritatmg habits a man can get into. 
Isn’t It, Petra? 

Petra. I don’t understand, Senorita. 

Dorothy. Oh, Petra, I wonder what he’s domg now. 

Petra. Notlimg good. ' 

Dorothy. Petra, don’t talk that v/ay You’re a defeatist. 

Petra. No, Senorita, I have no politics. I only work. 

* Dorothy. Well, you can go now because I think I’ll go 
back to sleep for just a little while longer. I feel so sleepy and 
good this morning. 

Petra. That you rest well, Senorita, 

[She goes out closing the door] 

[In the next room philip answers the phone] 

Philip. Yes. Right. Send him up. 

\There is a hnoc\ on the door and a comrade in LB. 
uniform enters. He salutes smartly. He is a young, 
good-loohing, dar\ boy of perhaps twenty-three] 

Salud, Comrade. Come m. 

Comrade. They sent me here from Brigade. I was to re- 
port to you m room one thirteen. 
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Philip. The room’s changed. Do you have a copy of the 
order 

Comrade. It was a verbal order. 

[PHILIP ta\es the phone; as1{s for a ntfinher] 

Philip. Ochenta— dos zero uno cinco. Hello Haddock.? 
No. Haddock. Hake speakmg. Yes. Hake. Good. Haddock? 

\He turns to the comrade] 

What’s your name, Comrade? 

Comrade. Wilkinson. 

Philip. Hello, Haddock. Sent a Comrade Wilkinson over 
to the Booth Fisheries? Right. Thanlcs so much. Salud. 

\Hoo\s up the telephone. He turns to the comrade a7td 
puts out his hand\ 

I’m glad to see you, Comrade. Now what was it .? 

Comrade. I’m under your orders. 

Philip. Oh. 

[He seems very leluctant, about something^ 

How old are you. Comrade? 

Comrade. Twenty. 

Philip. Had much fun ? 

Comrade. I’m not in this for fun. 

Philip. No. ,Of course not. Was just a question. 

[He pauses. Then goes on abandoning the leluctance; 
he speahs in a very military wayl 

Now one thmg I have to tell you. In this particular show you 
have to be armed to enforce your authority. But you’re not to 
use your weapon under any circumstances. Under any circum- 
stances. Is that quite clear? 

Comrade. Not in self-defense? 

Philip. Not under any circumstances. 

Comrade I see And what are my orders? 
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Philip. Go down and take yourself a walk. Then come 
back here and take a room and register. When you have the 
room stop by here and let me know what room it is, and I’ll 
tell you what to do. You’ll have to spend most of your time in 
your room today. 

\He yausesl 

Have a good walk. Might have a glass of beer. There’s beer 
today at tlie Agudar places. 

Comrade Wilkinson. I don’t drink, Comrade. 

Philip. Quite right. Excellent. We of the older generation 
have certain leprous spots of vice which can hardly be eradi- 
cated at this date. But you are an example to us. Get along 
now. 

Comrade Wilkinson. Yes, Comrade. 

[He salutes and goes out] 

Philip. [After he has gone] Awful pity. Yes. An awful 
pity. 

[The telephone rings] ^ 

Yes? Here speaking. Good. No. I’m sorry. Later. 

[He hangs up the phone. ... The phone rings again] 

Oh, hello. Yes. I’m awfully sorry. What a shame. I will. Yes. 
Later. 

[He hangs up. The phone rings again] 

Oh, hello Oh, I am sorry, I really am. What do you say to a 
little later? No? Good man. Come m and we’ll get it ovef 
with. ^ 

[There is a \noc\ at the door] 

Come on in 

[Enter preston. He has a bandaged eyebrow and loo\s 
none too well] 
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I am sorry, you know. 

Preston. V/hat good does tdiat do? You behaved disgust- 
ingly. 

Phu^ip. Right. Now what can I do? 

\Spo\en very flatly'] 

I said I was sorry. 

Preston. Well, you might take off my dressing gown and 
slippers. 

Philip. \Ta]^ng them off] Good. 

[He hands them over] 

[Regretfully] 

You wouldn’t sell the robe, would you? It’s nice stuff. 
Preston. No. And now get out of my room. 

Philip. Do we have to do the whole thmg over again ? 
Preston. If you won’t get out I’ll rmg and have you thrown 
out. 

Philip. Better ring, then. 

[preston rings, philip goes into the bathroom. There 
IS a sound of water splashing. There is a hrioc\ at the 
door and the manager enters] 

Manager. Nothmg is all right? 

Preston. I want you to call the police and have this man 
removed from my room. 

Manager. Mr. Preston. I have maid pack your things up 
right away. You be comfortable in one fourteen. Mr. Preston 
you know better than call police into a hotel. What’s a first 
thing police say? Whosa cana milk belong to? Whosa corn 
beef belong to? Whosa hoards coffee in this hotel? Whatsa 
meaning all this sugar m the armoire? Whosa got three bot- 
tles of whiskey? Whatsa matter here? Mr. Preston never calla 
police in private matter. Mr. Preston, I appeal to you. 

Philip [Viom the bathioom] Whosa these three cakesa 
soap belong to^ 
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Manager. You see, Mr. Preston ? In a private matter pub- 
lic authority is giva always a wrong interpretation. Is a law 
agamst to have these things. Is a severe law agamst all forms 
of hoardmg. Is a police misunderstand. 

Philip. [From the bathroont] Whosa got tliree bottles eau 
de cologne m here ? 

Manager. You see, Mr. Preston ? With all my good volun- 
taries I could not introduce police. 

Preston. Oh, go to— hell then, both of you. Have the things 
moved mto one fourteen then. You’re a rotten cad, Rawlings. 
Remember I told you, will you ^ 

Philip. [From the bathrooin\ Whosa four tubes Mennen’s 
shaving cream belong to? 

Manager. Mister Preston. Four tubes. Mister Press-ton 

Preston. All you do is beg for food. I’ve given you plenty. 
Pack up the thmgs and have them moved. 

Manager. Very good. Mister Preston, but only one thing. 
When agamst all my voluntaries initiate slight petition for 
food only wishing superatmg quantities 

Philip. \Ftom bathroom, choking with laughing^ What’s 
that? 

Manager. Am telling Mr. Preston only petition unneces- 
sary amounts and then only on basis of seven in family. Listen, 
Mr. Preston, has my mother-in-law— that luxury— now m her 
head one tooth remainmg. You understand. Only one tooth. 
Widi this eats all and enjoys. When this goes must I buy en- 
tire apparatus of teeth both higher and lower, and is fit for 
eating higher things. Is fit for the beefsteak, is fit for the chops, 
is fit for the what you call it, the salomillo Every night I tell 
you, Mr. Preston, I ask her how is the tooth old woman ? Every 
night I thmk if that goes where are we"^ Given entire new up 
and down teeth would not be enough horses left in Madrid for 
the army. I tell you, Mr. Preston, you never saw such a woman. 
Such a luxury. Mr. Preston, you unable spare one small can 
of any sort that superates ? 

Preston. Get something from Rawlmgs. He’s your friend. 
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Philip. out of the buthvootn^ me Commclc 

Stamp Collector superates one can of bully beef. 

Manager. Oh, Mr. Pliilip. You have heart bigger than the 

hotel. 

Preston. And twice as dirty, 

[He goes out] 

Philip. He’s very bitter. 

Manager. You take away the young lady. Makes him furi- 
ous. Fills him with, how you call, jcllishness. 

Philip. That’s it. He’s simply crammed with jelhshness. 
Tried to knock some of it out of him last night. No good. 

Manager. Listen, Mr. Philip. Tell me one thing. How long 
the war going last? 

Philip. A long time. I’m afraid. 

Manager. Mr. Philip, I hate to hear you say so. Is now a 
year. Is not funny, you know. 

Philip. Don’t you worry about it. You just last yourself. 
Manager. You be careful and last too. Mr. Philip, be more 
careful. I know. Don’t think I don’t know. 

Philip. Don’t know too much. And whatever you know 
keep your good old mouth shut, eh? We work all right to- 
gether that way. 

Manager. But be careful, Mr Philip. 

Philip. I’m lastmg all right. Have a drink? 

[He pours a Scotch mid puts water in it] 

Manager. Never I touch the alcohol. But listen, Mr. Philip. 
Be more careful. In one o five is very bad. In one o seven is 
very bad. 

Philip. Thanks. I know that. Only what I had m one o 
seven I lost. They let him get away. 

Manager. In one fourteen is only a fool. 

Philip. Quite. 

Manager. Last night is try get into one thirteen for you, 
pretending was mistake. I know. 
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Philip. That’s why I wasn’t there. 1 had some one looking 
after the fool. 

Manager. Mr. Philip, you be very careful. You like I should 
put the Yale lock on door The big lock ? Very strongest type ? 

Philip. No. The big lock wouldn’t do any good. You don’t 
do this busmess with big locks. , 

Manager. You want anything special, Mr. Philip!^ Any- 
thing can do ^ 

Philip. No. Nothing special. Thanks for turning away that 
fool journalist from Valencia who wanted a room here. We’ve 
got enough fools here now mcluding you and me. 

Manager. But I let him in later if you want. I told him was 
no room would let him know. If thmgs quiet can let him in 
later on. Mr. Philip, you take care yourself. Please. You knoWi 

Philip. I’m lastmg well enough. I just get sort of low in 
my mind sometimes. 

[Dunng this time dorothy bridges has gotten out of 
bed, gone into the bathroom, dressed and come bach, 
to the room. She sits at the typewriter, then gets up 
and puts a record on the gramophone. It is a Chopin 
Ballade In La Bcmol Menor Op. 4 y. philip hears the 
music^ 

Philip. [To the manager] Excuse me a moment, will you? 
You going to move his thmgs? If any one comes in for me 
ask them to wait, will you ? 

Manager. I tell the maid that moves. 

[philip goes to Dorothy’s door and hnoch/\ 

Dorothy. Come in, Philip. 

Philip. Mind if I have a drink in here for a moment? 

Dorothy. No. Please do. 

Philip. Two thmgs I’d like to ask you to do. 

[The recoid has stopped. In the other room you see that 
the MANAGER hos goiic out and that the maid has come 
in and is mahing a pile of preston’s things on the 
bed] 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


30 

Dorothy. What are they, Philip'' 

Philip. One is move out of tins hotel, and the other is go 
back to America 

Dorothy. Why, you impudent, impertinent man. Why 
you’re worse than Preston 

Philip. I mean them both. This hotel’s no place for you 
now. I mean it. 

Dorothy. And I was just beginnmg to be so happy with 
you. Philip, don’t be silly. Please, darling, don’t be silly. 

[At the door of the other room you see the young com- 
rade WILKINSON in L B. uniform at the open door^ 

Wilkinson. [To the maid] Comrade Rawlmgs.^ 

Maid. Come m and sit down. He said to wait. 

[wiLKiNsoN sits down in a chair with his hac\ to the 
dooi . In the other room dorothy has put the record 
on the phonograph again, philip lifts the needle off, 
and the record goes lound and round on the turn- 
table^ 

Dorothy. You said you wanted a drink. Here. 

Philip. I don’t want one. 

Dorothy. What’s the matter, darlmg? 

Philip. You know I’m bemg serious. You must get out of 
here. 

Dorothy. I’m not afraid of the shellmg. You know that. 
Philip. It’s not the shellmg. 

Dorothy. Well then, what is it, darlmgf^ Don’t you like 
me? I’d like to make you very happy here. 

Philip. What can I do to make you get out? 

Dorothy. Nothmg I won’t go. 

Philip. I’ll have you moved over to the Victoria. 

Dorothy. You will not. 

Philip. I wish I could talk to you. 

Dorothy. But why can’t you? 

Philip. I can’t ever talk to any one. 
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Dorothy. But darling, that’s just an inhibition. You could 
go to an analyst and have that fixed in no time. It’s easy and 
it’s very fascinating. 

Philip. You’re hopeless. But you’re very beautiful. I’ll just 
have you moved out. 

[He puts the needle bac\ on the record and winds up 
the phonograph^ 

Philip. I’m sorry if I seem dismai. 

Dorothy. It’s probably just your liver, darling. 

[As the record plays, you see that some one has stopped 
outside the door of the room where the maid is wor\- 
ing and the boy is sitting. The man is wearing a beret 
and a trench coat, and he leans against the door -jamb 
to steady his aim and shoots the boy in the bac\ of 
his head with a long-barrelled Mauser pistol. The 
MAID screams— 'Ay ee’^ —then starts to cry into her 
apron, philip, as he hears the shot, pushes dorothy 
toward the bed and goes to the door with a pistol tn 
his right hand. Opening the door he loohj both ways 
from It \eeping himself covered, then rounds the cor- 
ner and enters the room. As the maid sees him with 
the pistol she screams again^ 

Philip. Don’t be silly. 

[He goes over to the chair where the body is, lifts the 
head and lets it drop\ 

The bastards. The dirty bastards. 

[dorothy had followed him to the door. He pushes her 
out\ 

Philip. Get out of here. 

Dorothy. Philip, what is it 

Philip. Don’t look at him. That’s a dead man. Somebody 
shot him. 
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Dorothy. Who shot him ? 

Philip. Maybe he shot himself. It’s none of your business. 
Get out of here. Didn’t you ever see a dead man before ? Aren’t 
you a lady war correspondent or somethmg^ Get out of here 
and go and write an article. This is none of your busmess. 

\Then to the maid] 

Hurry up and get those cans and bottles out of here. 

[He com7nences to throw things from the armoire 
shelves onto the bed^ 

All die cans of milk. All the corn beef. All the sugar. All the 
tinned salmon. All the eau de cologne. All the extra soap. Get 
them out. We have to call the police. 

CURTAIN 


END OF ACT I 



ACT TWO . SCENE ONE 


A room in Segundad headquarters. There is a plain table, hare 
except for a gi een-s haded lamp. The windows are all closed 
and shuttered. Behind the table a short man with a very 
thm-lipped, hau>\-nosed ascettc-loo\ing face is sitting. He 
has very thic\ eyebrows, philip sits on a chair beside the 
table. The hawh^faced man is holding a pencil. On a chair 
111 front of the table a man is sitting. He is crying with 
very deep shading sobs, antonio {the haw\-nosed man) 
IS looking at him very interestedly. It is the first com- 
rade from Scene 5, Act i. He is bareheaded, his tunic is 
o'ff, and his braces, which hold up his baggy I. B. trousers, 
hang down along his trousers. As the curtain rises philip 
stands up and loo\s at the first comrade. 

Philip. [In a tired voice] I’d like to ask you one more 
tiling. 

First Comrade. Don’t ask me. Please don’t ask me, I don’t 
want you to ask me. 

Philip. Were you asleep'’ 

First Comrade. [Choking] Yes. 

Philip. [In a very tired fiat voice] You know the penalty 
for that? 

First Comrade Yes. 

Philip. Why didn’t you say so at the start and save a lot 
of trouble ? I w'ouldn’t have you shot for that. I’m just disap- 
pomted in you now. Do you think people shoot people for fun ? 

First Comrade. I should have told you. I was frightened. 

Philip. Yeah. You should have told me. 

First Comrade. Truly, Comrade Commissar. 

Philip. [To antonio, coldly] You think he was asleep? 

39 
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Antonio. How do I know ^ Do you want me to question 
him? 

Philip. No, Mi Coronel, no. We want information. We 
don c want a confession. 

[To the FIRST comrade] 

Listen, what did you dream about when you went to sleep 
First Comrade. [Chec\s himself sobbing, hesitates, then 
goes ow] I don’t remember. 

Philip Just try to. Take your time. I only want to be sure, 
you see. Don’t try to lie. I’ll know if you lie. 

First Comrade. I remember now. I was agamst the wall 
and my rifle was between my legs when I leaned back, and I 
remember. 

[He choices] 

m the dream I— I thought it was my girl and she was doing 
somethmg— kmd of funny— to me. I don’t know what it was. 
It was just m a dream. 

[He choices] 

Philip. [To antonio] You satisfied now? 

Antonio. I do not understand it completely. 

Philip. Well, I guess nobody really understands it com- 
pletely, but he’s convmced me. 

[To the first comrade] 

What’s your girl’s name? 

First Corirade. Alma. 

Philip. O.K. When you write her tell her she brought you 
a lot of luck. 

[To antonio] 

As far as I’m concerned you can take hum out. He reads the 
Won^c,. He knows Joe North. He’s got a girl named Alma. 
He s got a good record witlt the Brigade, and he went to sleep 
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and let a citizen slip who shot a boy named Wilkmson by mis- 
take for me. The thing to do is to give him lots of strong cof- 
fee to keep him awake and keep rifles out from between his 
legs. Listen, Comrade, Fm sorry if I spoke roughly to you in 
the performance of my duty. 

Antonio. I would like to put a few questions. 

Philip. Listen, Mi Coronel. If I wasn’t good at this you 
wouldn’t have let me go on doing it so long. Tins boy is all 
right. You know we are none of us exactly what you would 
call all right. But tins boy is pretty all right. He just went to 
sleep, and I’m not justice, you know. I’m just working for 
you, and the cause, and the Republic and one thing and an- 
other And we used to have a President named Lmcoln in 
America, you know, who commuted sentences of sentries to 
be shot for sleepmg, you know So I think if it’s all right with 
you we’ll just sort of commute his sentence. He comes from 
the Lincoln Battalion you see— and it’s an awfully good bat- 
talion. It’s such a good battalion and it’s done such things that 
it would break your damn heart if I tried to tell you about it. 
And if I was in it I’d feel decent and proud instead of the 
way I feel domg what I am. But I’m not, see ? I’m a sort of a 
second-rate cop pretending to be a third-rate newspaperman- * 
But listen Comrade Alma 

[Turning to prisoner]^ 

If you ever go to sleep agam on duty when you are working 
for me I’ll shoot you myself, see? You hear me? And write 
It to Alma. 

Antonio. [Ringing. Two assault guards come in] Take 
bim away. You speak very confusedly, Philip. But you have 
a certain amount of credit to exhaust. 

First Comrade. Thank you, Comrade Commissar. 

Philip. Oh, don’t say thank you in a war. This is a war. 
You don’t say thank you in it. But you’re welcome, see ? And 
when you write to Alma tell her she brought you a lot of luck 

[first comrade goes out with assault guards] 
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Antonio. Yes, and now. This man got away from room 
107 and shot tins boy 'by mistake for you, and who is this 
man^^ 

Philip. Oh, I don’t know. Santa Claus, I guess. He’s got 
a number. They have A numbered one to ten, and B num- 
bered one to ten, and C numbered one to ten, and they shoot 
people and they blow up things and they do everytliing you’re 
overly familiar with. And they work very hard, and aren’t 
really awfully efficient. But they kill a lot of people that 
they shouldn’t kill. The trouble is they’ve worked it out so 
well on the Imes of the old Cuban A.B.C. that unless you get 
somebody outside that they deal with, it doesn’t mean any- 
thmg. It’s just like cuttmg the heads off boils instead of lis- 
tening to a Fleischman’s Yeast Program. You know, correct 
me if I become confusing. 

Antonio. And why do you not take diis man with a suf- 
ficient force.? 

Philip. Because I cannot afford to make much noise and 
scare others that we need much more. This one is just a killer. 

Antonio. Yes. There are plenty of fascists left in a town of 
a milhon people, and they work mside. Those who have th\: 
courage to. We must have twenty thousand active here. 

Philip. More. Double that. But when you catch them they 
won’t talk. Except the politicians. 

^ Antonio. Politicians. Yes, politicians. I have seen a poli- 
tician on the floor m that corner of the room unable to stand 
up when it was time to go out. I have seen a politician walk 
across that floor on his knees and put his arms around my legs 

^ watched him slobber on my boots when 
aU he had to do was such a simple tiling as die. I have seen 
many die, and I have never seen a politician die well. 

Philip. I don’t like to see them die. It’s O.K. I guess, if 
you like to see it. But I don’t lilce it. Sometimes I don’t know 
now you stick It. Listen, who dies well? 

Antonio. You know. Don’t be naive. 

Philip- Yes. I suppose I know. 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


43 

Antonio. I could die all right. I don’t ask any one to do 
something that is impossible. 

Philip. You’re a specialist. Look, Tonico. Who dies well? 
Go ahead, say it. Go ahead. Do you good to talk about your 
trade. Talk about it you know Then next thmg you know, 
forget it. Simple, eh? Tell me about in the first days of the 
movement. 

Antonio. [Rather proudly^ You want to hear? You mean 
definite people? 

Philip. No. I know a couple of definite people. I mean 
«ort of by classes. 

Antonio. Fascists, real fascists, the young ones; very well. 
Sometimes with very much style. They are mistaken, but they 
have much style. Soldiers, yes, the majority all right. Priests 
all my life I am agamst. The church fights us. We fight the 
church. I am a Socialist for many years. We are the oldest rev- 
olutionary party in Spam. But to die 

[He sha\es his hand in the quic\ triple flip of the wrist 
that IS the Spanish gesture of supreme admiration^ 

To die? Priests? Terrific. You know; just simple priests. I 
don’t mean Bishops. 

Philip. And Antonio. Sometimes there must have been 
mistakes, eh ? When you had to work in a hurry perhaps Or 
you know, just mistakes, we all make mistakes. I just made a 
little one yesterday. Tell me, Antonio, were there ever any 
mistakes .? 

Antonio. Oh, yes. Certamly. Mistakes. Oh, yes. Mistakes. 
Yes. Yes. Very regrettable mistake. A very few. 

Philip. And how did the mistakes die? 

Antonio, All very well. 

Philip. Ah 

[It IS a noise a boxer might ma\e when he is hit with 
a hard body punch\ 

And this trade we’re in now. You know, what s the silly name 
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they call it? Counter-espionage. It doesn’t ever get on your 
nerves ? 

Antonio. \^Shnply^ No. 

Philip. With me it’s on the nerves now for a long time. 
Antonio. But you’ve only been doing it for a little while. 
Philip. Twelve bloody mondis, my boy, in this country. 
And before that, Cuba. Ever been in Cuba? 

Antonio. Yes. 

Philip. That’s where I got sucked in on all this. 
Antonio. How were you sucked in*^ 

Philip. Oh, people started trusting me that should have 
known better. And I suppose because tliey should have known 
better I started getting, you know, sort of trustworthy. You 
know, not elaborately, just sort of moderately trustworthy. 
And then diey trust you a little more and you do it all right. 
And then you know, you get to believing m it. Finally I guess 
you get to liking it. I have a sort of a feelmg I don’t explain 
It very well. 

Antonio. You’re a good boy. You work well. Everybody 
trusts you very much. 

Philip. Too bloody much. And Pm tired too, and I’m 
worried right now. You know what I’d like?’ I’d like to never 
kill another son-of-a-bitch, I don’t care who or for what, as 
long as I live. I d like to never have to he. I’d Idee to know 
who I m with when I wake up. I’d like to wake up m die 
same place every morning for a week straight. I’d like to marry 
a girl named Bridges that you don’t know. But don’t mmd if 
I use the name because I like to say it. And I’d like to marry 
er because she’s got the longest, smoothest, straightest legs m 
le wor^ ’ ^ dont have to listen to her when she talks if 

it oesn t make too good sense. But I’d like to see what the 
Kids would look like. 

Antonio. Sbe is the tall blonde with that correspondent 
Philip. Don’t talk about her like diat. She isn’t any tall 
blonde with some correspondent. That’s my girl And if I talk 
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too much or take up your valuable time, why, stop me. You 
know I’m a very extraordinary fellow. I can talk either Eng- 
lish or American. Was brought up in one, raised in the other. 
That’s what I make my living at. 

Antonio. [Soothingly] I know. You are tired, Philip. 

Philip. Well, now I’m talking American. Bridges is the 
same way. Only I’m not sure she can talk American. You see 
she learned her English at college and from the cheap or ht- 
terary type of Lord, but you know what’s funny, you see. I 
just like to hear her talk. I don’t care what she says. I’m re- 
laxed now, you see. I haven’t had anything to drink smce 
breakfast, and I’m a lot drunker than I am when I drink, and 
tliat’s a bad sign. Is it all right for one of your operatives to 
relax. Mi CoroneP 

Antonio. You ought to go to bed. You’re tired out, Philip, 
and you have much work to do. 

Philip. That’s right. I’m tired out and I have much work 
to do. I’m waiting to meet a comrade at Chicotes. Name of 
Max. I have, and I do not exaggerate, very much work to do. 
Max, whom I believe you know and who, to show what a 
distinguished man he is, has no hmd name, while my back 
name is Rawlings exactly the same as when I started. Which 
shows you I haven’t gotten very far in this business. What 
was I saying 

Antonio. About Max. 

Philip. Max. That’s it. Max. Well he’s a day overdue now. 
He’s been navigating now for about two weeks, say circu- 
lating to avoid confusion, behind the fascist Imes. It s his 
specialty. And he says, and he doesn’t he. I he. But not right 
now. Anyway, I’m very tired, see, and I’m also disgusted with 
my job, and I’m nervous as a bastard because I m worried and 
I don’t worry easy. 

Antonio. Go on. Don’t be temperamental. 

Philip. Pie says, that is Max says, and where he is now I 
'Wish to hell I knew, that he has a place located, an observa- 
tion post, you know. Watch them fall, and say it s the wrong 
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place. One of those. Well, he says that the German head of the 
siege artillery that shells this town comes there and a lovely 
politician. You know a museum piece. He comes there too. 
And Max thinks. And 1 think he is screwball. But he thinks 
better. I tliink faster, but he thinks better. That wc can bag 
those citizens. Now listen very carefully, Mi Coroncl, and 
correct me instantly. 1 think it sounds very romantic. But Max 
says, and he’s a German and very practical, and he’d just as 
soon go behind the fascist Imes as you would go to get a 
shave, or what shall we say. Well he says it’s perfectly prac- 
tical. So 1 thought. And I’m sort of drunk now on drinking 
nothmg for so long. That we would sort of suspend the otlier 
projects that we have been working on, temporarily, and try to 
get these two people for you. I don’t think the German is of 
much practical use to you, but he has a very high exchange 
value mdeed, and this project sort of, in a way, appeals to 
Max. Lay it to nationalism, I say. But if we get this other citi- 
zen you’ve got somethmg, Mi Coronel. Because he is very, 
very terrific. I mean teuific. He, you see, is outside the town. 
But he knows who is inside the town. And then you just sort 
of brmg him into good voice and you know who is inside the 
town. Because they all communicate witli him. I talk too 
- 'nuch, don’t I ? 

Antonio. Philip. 

Philip. Yes, Mi Coronel. 

Antonio. Philip, now go to Chicotes and get drunk like a 
good boy and do your work, and come or call when you have 
news. 

Philip. And what do I talk. Mi Coronel, American or 
English ? 

Antonio. What you like. Do not talk silly. But go now, 
please, because we are good friends and I like you very much, 

but I am very busy. Listen, is it true about the observation 
post? 

Philip. Yeah. 

Antonio. What a thing. 
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Philip. Very fancy, though. Awfully, afirfully fancy, Mi 
Coronel. 

Antonio. Go, please, and start 

Philip. And I talk either English or American? 

Antonio. What’s all that about? Go. 

Philip. Then I’ll talk English. Christ, I can lie so much 
easier in English, it’s pitiful. 

Antonio. GO. GO. GO. GO. GO 

Philip. Yes, Mi Coronel. Thank you for the mstructive 
little talk. I’ll go to Chicotes now. Salud, Mi Coronel. 

[He salutes, loo\s at his watch and goes] 

Antonio. [At the des\, loohj after him. Then nngs. Two 
assault guards come in. They salute] Now just bring me in 
that man you took out before. I want to talk to him a hide 
while alone by myself. 


curtain 



ACT TWO • SCENE TWO 


A corner table at Chicotes bar. It ts the first table on your light 
as you enter the door. The door and the window are sand- 
bagged about thiee quartets of the way up. philip ts seated 
at the table with anita. A waiter comes over to the table. 

Philip. Any o£ the barrel whiskey left ^ 

Waiter. Nothing now of the real but gin. 

Philip. Good gin? 

Waiter. The yellow of Booth’s. The best. 

Philip. With bitters. 

Anita. You don’t love any more 
Philip. No. 

Anita. You make big mistake with that big blonde. 
Philip. What btg blonde ? 

Anita. That great big blonde. Tall like a tower. Big like 
a horse. 

Philip. Blonde like a wheat Rh\d. 

Anita. You make a mistake. Big a woman. Big a mistake. 
Philip. What makes you think she’s so bigi^ 

Anita. Big? Is big like a tank. Wait you get her with a 
baby. Big? Is a Studebaker truck. 

Philip. That’s a lovely word, Studebaker, as 'you say it. 
Anita. Yes. I like best any English word I know. Stude- 
baker. Is beautiful. Why you no love ? 

Philip. I don’t know, Anita. You know. Things change. 

[He loohs at his watch^ 

Anita. You use a like fine. Is just the same. 

Philip. I know it. 

Anita. You like before. You like again. Is must only try. 
Philip. I know. 
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Anita. When is have something good you don’t want to 
go away. Is a big woman plenty trouble. I know. I been this 
a long time. 

Philip. You’re a fine girl, Anita. 

Anita. Is on account they all criticize because I bite Mr. 
Vernon that time^^ 

Philip. No. Of course not. 

Anita. I tell you I give a lot not to do that. 

Philip. Oh, nobody remembers that. 

Anita. You know why I do? Everybody know I bite, but 
nobody ever ask why. 

Philip. Why was it,? 

Anita. He try to take three hundred pesetas out my stock- 
ing. What I should do? Say “Yes, go ahead. All right. Help 
yourself” ? No, I bite. 

Philip. Quite right, too. 

Anita. You thmk? Really? 

Philip. Yes. 

Anita. Oh, you sweet all right. Listen, you don’t want 
make mistake now with that big blonde 

Philip. You know, Anita. Fm afraid I do I’m afraid that’s 
the whole trouble. I want to make an absolutely colossal mis- 
take. 

\He calls the waiter, looks at hts watch. To waiter] 
What time have you? 

Waiter. [Looks at the cloc\ over the bar and at Phthp's 
watch\ The same as you have. 

Anita. Be colossal all right, 

Philip. You’re not jealous? 

Anita. No. I just hate Last night I try to like. I say hokay 
everybody a comrade. Comes a big bombardment Maybe 
everybody killed. Should be comrades everybody with each 
other. Bury the axes. Not be selfish. Not be egotisuc. Love a 
enemy like a self. All that slop. 

Philip. You were terrific. 
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Anita. That kind a stufl[ don’t last over the night. This 
mprning I wake up. First thing I do I hate that woman all 
day long. 

Philip. You mustn’t, you know. 

Anita. What she want with you ? She take a man just like 
you pick a flowers. She don’t want. She just pick to put m her 
room. She just like you because you big, too. Listen. I like you 
if you was a dwarf. 

Philip. Na, Anita. No. Be careful. 

Anita. Listen good. I like you if you was sick. I like you 
if dry up and be ugly. I like you if you hunchback. 

Philip. Hunchbacks are lucky. 

Anita. I like you if you unltw'ky hunchback. I like you if 
you got no money. You want? I make it. 

Philip. That’s about the only thmg I haven’t tried on this 
job. 

Anita. I not joke. Pm a serious. Philip, you leave her 
alone. You come back where you know is hokay. 

Philip. Pm afraid I can’t, Anita. 

Anita. You just try. Isn’t any change. You like before, 
you like again. Always works that way when a man is a man. 
Philip. But you see I change. It’s not that I mean to. 
Anita. You no change. I know you good. I know you long 
time now. You not the kmd that change. 

Philip. All men change 

Anita. Is not the truth. Is get tired, yes. Is want to go away, 
yes. Is run around, yes. Is get angry, yes, yes. Is treat bad, yes, 
plenty. Is change? No. Only is to start different habits. Is a 
habit is all. Right away is the same with whoever, 

Philip. I see that. Yes, that’s right. But you see it’s this 

sort of runnmg into some one from your own people, and it 
upsets you. 

Anita. Is not from your own people. Is not like you. Is a 
difterent breed of people. 

Philip. No, it’s the same sort of people 

Anita. Listen, that big blonde make you crazy already. 
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This soon you can’t think good. Is no more the same as you as 
blood and paint. Is look tlie same. Can a blood Can a paint. 
All right. Put die paint in the body, mstead of blood. What 
you get? American woman. 

Philip. You’re unjust to her, Anita. Granted she’s lazy and 
spoiled, and rather stupid, and enormously on the make. Still 
she’s very beautiful, very friendly, and very charmmg and 
rather innocent— and quite brave. 

Anita. Hokay. Beautiful? What you want with beautiful 
when you’re through? I know you. Friendly? Hokay; is 
friendly can be unfriendly. Charming? Yes. Is a charmmg 
like the snake with rabbits. Innocent? You make me laugh. 
Ha, ha, ha. Is a innocent until a prove the guilty. Brave? 
Brave? You make me laugh again if I have any laugh left m 
my belly. Brave? All right, I laugh. Ho, ho, ho. What you 
do all the time this war you can’t tell a ignorance from a 
brave? Brave? My this 

[She rises from the table and slaps her behind] 

So. Now I go. 

Philip. You’re awfully hard on her. 

Anita. Hard on her? I like to throw a hand grenade in 
the bed where she sleeping right this minute. I tell you true. 
Last night I try all that stuff. All that sacrifice. All that give- 
up, You know. Now have one good healthy feelmg. I hate. 

[She goes] 

Philip. [To the waiter] You haven’t seen a comrade from 
the International Brigades here asking for me ? Name of Max ? 
A comrade with a face sort of broken across here. 

[He puts hts hand across his mouth and ^asa] 

A comrade with his teeth gone m front ? With sort of black 
gums where they burnt them with a red-hot iron ? And with 
a scar here? 

[He runs his finger across the lower angle of his 'aw] 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


52 

Have you seen such a comrade? 

Waiter. He hasn’t been here. 

Philip. If such a comrade comes^ will you ask him to come 
to the hoteH 
Waiter. What hotel ^ 

Philip. He’ll know what hotel. 

[S^arU out and loo\s bac1([ 

Tell him I went out lookmg for him. 

CURTAIN 



ACT TWO • SCENE THREE 


Same as Act I Scene 111. The two adjoining rooms log and 
no in the Hotel Florida. It is dar\ outside the rooms and 
the curtains are drawn. There is no one in room no and 
it IS dar\. Room log is lighted brightly both by the read- 
ing lamp on the table, the mam light m the ceiling, and 
a reading lamp clamped to the head of the bed. The elec- 
tric heater and the electric stove are both on. dorothy 
BRIDGES, wearing a turtle-nec\ sweater, a tweed shirt, 
wool stockings and jodhpur boots, is doing something 
with a long-handled stew pan on the electric coohing 
ring. A distant noise of gun fire comes through the cur- 
tained windows, DOROTHY rings the bell. There is no an- 
swering sound. She rings again. 

Dorothy. Oh, damn that electrician f 
\She goes to the door and opens it\ 

Petra! Oh, Petra • 

\You hear the maid coming down the hall. She comes 
in the door^ 

Petra. Yes, Senorita ? 

Dorothy. Where’s the electrician, Petra? 

Petra. Didn’t you know? 

Doroihy. No. What? He’s simply got to come and fix 
this bell! 

Petra. He can’t come, Senorita, because he’s dead. 

Dorothy. What do you say? 

Petra. He was hit last night when he went out during 
the bombardment. 
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Dorothy. He went out during the bombardment? 

Petra. Yes, Senorita. He had been drinking a little, and 

he went out to go home. 

Dorothy. The poor little man! 

Petra. Yes, Senorita, it was a shame! 

Dorothy. How was he hit, Petra 

Petra. Some one shot him from a window, they say. I 
don’t know. That’s what they told me. 

Dorothy. Who’d shoot him from a window? 

Petra. Oh, they always shoot from windows at night dur- 
ing a bombardment. The fifth column people. The people 
who fight us from inside the city. 

Dorothy. But why would they shoot him ? He was only a 
poor little workman. 

Petra. They could see he was a workingman fiom his 
clothes. 

Dorothy. Of course, Petra. 

Petra. That’s why they shot him. They are our enemies. 
Even of me. If I was killed they would be happy. They would 
think it was one working person less. 

Dorothy. But it’s dreadful! 

Petra. Yes, Senorita. 

Dorothy. But it’s terrible. You mean they shoot at people 
that they don’t even know who they are? 

Petra. Oh, yes. They are our enemies. 

Dorothy. They’re terrible people! 

Petra. Yes, Senorita! 

Dorothy. And what will we do for an electricista? 
Petra. Tomoriow we can get another. But now they would 
ail be closed. You should not burn so many lights perhaps, 
Senorita, and then perhaps the fuse will not melt out. Use 
only what you need to see, 

[dorothy turns o'ff all but the reading light on the hed\ 
Dorothy, Now I can’t even see to cook this mess. I sup- 
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pose thats better though. It didn’t say on the tm whether 
you could heat it or not. It will probably be frightful! 

Petra. What are you cooking, Sehorita? 

Dorothy. I don’t know, Petra. There wasn’t any label on it. 

Petra. [Pecrmg into the pot\ It looks like rabbit. 

Dorothy. What looks lilce rabbit is cat. But I don’t think 
they’d bother to put cat up in a tin and ship it all the way 
from Pans, do you? Of course, they may have tinned it in 
Barcelona and then shipped it to Pans and then flown it down 
here. Do you think it’s cat, Petra ? 

Petra. If it’s put up m Barcelona, you can’t tell what it is^ 

Dorothy. Oh, I’m sick of the whole thmg. You go ahead 
and cook it, Petra! 

Petra. Yes, Senorita. What should I put in? 

Dorothy. [Picking up a boo\ and going over to the read- 
mg light to stretch out on the bed] Put in anything. Open a 
tm of anything. 

Perta. Is It for Mr. Philip? 

Dorothy. If he comes. 

Petra. Mr. Philip wouldn’t like just anything. It would 
be better to put in carefully for Mr. Philip. One time he 
threw a whole breakfast tray on the floor. 

Dorothy. Why, Petra? 

Petra. It was something he read in the paper. 

Dorothy. It was Eden, probably. He hates Eden. 

Petra. Still it was a very violent thing to do. I told him he 
had no right. No hay derecho, I told him. 

Dorothy. And what did he do? 

Petra. He helped me pick it all up, and then he slapped 
me here when I was bendmg over. Sehorita, I do not like to 
see him in that next room. He is a different cultural than you. 

Dorothy. I love him, Petra. 

Petra. Senorita i Please do not do such a thing. You 
haven’t done his room and made his bed for seven months 
as I have. Senorita, he’s bad. I do not say he is not a good man. 
But he is bad. 
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Dorothy. You mean he’s wicked^ 

Petra. No. Not wicked. Wicked is dirty. He is very clean. 
He takes baths all the time' even with cold water. Even in the 
coldest weather he washes his feet. But, Senorita, he is not 
good. And he will not make you happy. 

Dorothy. But Petra, he made me happier than any one 

has ever made me. 

Petra. Senorita, that is nothing. 

Dorothy. What do you mean, that’s nothing? 

Petra. Here everybody can do that I 
Dorothy. You’re just a nation of braggarts. Do 1 have to 
hsten to all that about conquistadores and all that? 

Petra. I only meant that is a badness here. A good man 
has that too, perhaps, yes, a really good man such as I was 
married to has that. But dl bad men have that. 

Dorothy. You mean to hear them talk they have it. 
Petra. No, Senorita. 

Dorothy. \lntrigued'\ You mean they really . . . ? 

Petra. \Sadly'\ Yes, Senorita. 

Dorothy. I don’t believe a word of it. And you think Mr. 
Philip is a really bad man? 

Petra. [Earnestly^ FrightfuB 
Dorothy. Oh, I wonder where he is? 

YVhere is a noise of heavy hoots coming down the cor- 
ridor, PHILIP and three comrades in LB. uniform 
enter no, and philip switches on the light, ptttt.tp 
is bare-headed, wet, and dishevelled looking. One of 
the comrades is max, the one with the bi‘o\en face. 
He IS covered with mud and as they come into the 
room, he sits down on a chair before the table, facing 
the bac\ of the chair, and resting his hands and his 
chin on the top of the hac\ of the chair. He has an 
amazing face. One of the other comrades has a short 
automatic rifle slung over his shoulder. The other 
has a long Mauser parabellum pistol in a wooden 
holster strapped to his leg. 
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Philip. I want you to block these two rooms off the cor- 
ridor. Any one to see me you bring them m. How many 
comrades have you below 

The COMRADE with the iifle. Twenty-five. 

Philip. Here are die keys to room one o eight and one 
eleven. 


[He hands one to each^ 

Have the doors open and stand just mside the door, so you 
can watch the corridor. No, better get a chair apiece and sit 
inside the door where you can watch. All right. Get along 
. . . Comrades! 

[they sa/ute and go out. philip goes over to the brohen- 
faeed comrade. He puts his hand on his shoulder. 
The audience has seen for several moments that he 
IS asleep, but philip does not J^nou/ it] 

Philip. Max. 

[max u/ahes, loo\s at philip and smiles] 

Was It very bad, Max? 

[max loo^s at him and smiles again and shades his 
head] 

Max. Nicht zu schwer. 

Philip. And when comes he? 

Max. In the evenmgs of grand bombardment. 

Philip. And where? 

Max. To the roof of a house at the top of Extremadura 

road. It has a little tower. 

Philip. I thought he came to Garabitas. 

Max. So did I 

Philip. And when gives more grand bombardment.? 

Max. Tonight 
Philip. When? 

Max. Fiertel nach zwolf. 
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Philip. You’re sure? 

Max. You should see the shells. Everything all laid out. 
Also they are very sloppy soldiers. If I did not have this face 
I could have stayed and worked a gun. Maybe they put me on 
the staff even. 

Philip. Where did you change the uniform? I was out 
there looking for you at a couple of places. 

hlAX. In one of the houses in Carabanchel. There are a 
hundred to pick from in that stretch that no one holds. A 
hundred and four, I think. Between our lines and theirs. Over 
there it was all right. The soldiers are all young. It was only 
if an officer should see my face. An officer would know where 
these faces come from. 

Philip. So now? 

Max. I think we go tonight. Why wait? 

Philip, How is it? 

Max. Muddy. 

Philip. How many do you need?* 

Max. You and me. Or whoever you send with me, 

Philip. Me. 

Max. Good! How how is it to take a bath? 

Philip. Fmel Go ahead. 

Max. And I sleep a little while. 

Philip. What time should we leave? 

Max. By half past nine. 

Peultp. Get some sleep then. 

Max. You call me? 

[He goes into the bathroom, philip goes out of the 
room, closes the door, and \7wc\s on the door of rop] 

Dorothy. [From the bed] Come ini 

Philip. Hello, darling. 

Dorothy. Hello. 

Philip. Are you cooking? 

Dorothy. I was, but I got bored with it. Are you hunsrv? 

Philip. Famished. ^ ^ 
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Dorothy. It’s in the pot there. Turn on the stove and it 
will warm up. 

Philip. What’s the matter with you, Bridges.? 

Dorothy. Where have you been? 

Philip. Just out m die town. 

Dorothy. Domg what.? 

Philip. Just around. 

Dorothy. You’ve left me alone all day. Ever since that 
poor man was shot m there this morning you’ve left me alone. 
I’ve waited in here the whole day. No one’s even been to see 
me all day except Preston and he was so unpleasant I had to 
ask him to leave. Where have you been.? 

Philip. Just around and about. 

Dorothy. Chicotes ? 

Philip. Yes. 

Dorothy. And did you see that horrible Moor.? 

Philip. Oh, yes, Anita. She sent messages. 

Dorothy. She’s unspeakable ^ You can keep the messages. 

[philip has ladled some of the contents of the stew- 
pan onto a plate and tastes ti\ 

Philip. I say. What is this? 

Dorothy. I don’t know. 

Philip. I say. It’s jolly good. Did you cook it yourself? 
Dorothy. \Coyly\ Yes. Do you like it? 

Philip. I didn’t know you could cook. 

Dorothy. [Shyly'] Really, Philip? 

Philip. I say it is good* But what gave you the idea of 
putting kippers in it ? 

Dorothy. Oh, damn Petra* So that was the other tin she 
opened. 

[There is a \noc\ on the door. It ts the manager. One 
of hts arms is firmly held by the comrade with the 
automatic rifle] 

Rifle Comrade. This comrade here said he wanted to see 
you. 
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Philip. Thank you, Comrade. Let him come in. 

\The RIFLE COMRADE tums the iviANAGER loosc and sa^ 
lutes] 

Manager. It was an absolutely notliing, hL*. Philip. Passing 
in hall with overkeenness of smell produced by hunger, de- 
tected odor of cookmg and stopped. Instantly was seized by 
the comrade. Perfectly all right, Mr. Philip. Absolutely noth- 
ing. Do not concern yourself. Bten poveche, Mr. Philip. Eat 
well, Madame. 

Philip. You came by ]ust at the right moment. I have 
something for you. Take this. 

[Hands him the casserole, the plate, the for\, and ladle, 
with both hands] 

Manager. Mr. Philip. No. I cannot. 

Philip. Comrade Stamp Collector, you must! 

Manager. No, Mj. Phihp. 

\Ta\ing them] 

I cannot. You move me to the tears. I could never. It is too 
much! 

Philip. Comrade, not a word more! 

Manager. You dissolve my heart in feelmg. hlr. Phihp, 
from my heart his bottom, I tliank you. 

[He goes out, holding the plate in one hand, the stew- 
pan m the othei'] 

Dorothy. Philip, I’m sorry. 

Philip. If you don’t mmd. I’ll take a litde whiskey with 
plain water. Then you might open a tm of the bully beef and 
shce up an onion. 

Dorothy. But Phihp, darlmg, I can’t bear the smell of 
onions! 

Philip. Chances are that won’t bother iic tonight. 
Dorothy. You mean you re not gomg to be here> 
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Philip. I have to go out. 

Dorothy. Why ? 

Philip. With the 'boys. 

Dorothy. I know what that means. 

Philip. Do you ? 

Dorothy. Yes. Only too well. 

Philip. Ghastly, isn’t it? 

Dorothy. It’s hateful! The whole way you waste your 
time and your life is hateful and stupid. 

Philip. And me so young and promising. 

Dorothy. You’re nasty to go out tonight when we could 
stay and have a lovely evening like last night. 

Philip. It’s the beast in me. 

Dorothy. But Philip, you could stay here. You can drmk 
right here or do anything you want. I’ll be gay and play the 
phonograph. I’ll drink too, even if it gives me a headache after- 
wards. We’ll get a lot of people in if you want a lot of people. 
It can be noisy and full of smoke, and everythmg you like. 
You don’t have to go out, Philip! 

Philip. Come here and kiss me^ 

\He holds her in his arms] 

Dorothy. And don’t eat onions, Philip. If you don’t eat the 
onions. I’ll feel surer of you. 

Philip. All right. I won’t eat the onions. Have you any 
tomato catsup? 

<• 

\There is a hjioc^ at the door. It ts the rifle comrade 
again with the manager] 

Rifle Comrade. This comrade back here again ^ 

Philip. Thank you, Comrade. Let him in. 

[rifle comrade salutes and goes out] 

Manager. Is just come tell you all right can take a joke, 
Mr. Phihp. Is a sense of humor O.K. 

[Sadly] 
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Is a food right now not to joke witli. Neither is to spoil, maybe, 
if you think it over. But is all right. I take the joke. 

Philip. Take a couple of tins of this. 

[He gives him two tins of^ corned beef from the m • 
moire\ ^ 

i > 

Dorothy. Whose beef is that? 

Philip. Oh, I suppose it’s your beef. 

Manager Thank you, Mr. Philip. Is a good joke all right. 
Ha, ha. Expensive all right, yes, maybe. But thank you, Mr. 
Philip. Thank you, too, Miss. 

[He goes out\ 

Philip. Look, Bridges. 

[He puts his arms around her'\ 

Don’t mind me if Fm stuffy tonight. 

Dorothy. Darling, all I want is for you ro stay in. I want 
us to have some sort of home-life. It’s mce here. I could fix up 
your room and make it attractive. 

Philip. It got a touch messy this morning. 

Dorothy. I’d fix it up so you’d like it to hve in. You could 
have a comfortable chair and a bookcase, and a good reading 
light, and pictures. I could fix it really nicely. Please stay here 
tonight and just see how nice it is. 

Philip. Tomorrow night. 

Dorothy. Why not tonight, darling? 

Philip. Oh, tonight’s one of those restless nights when you 
feel you have to get out and buzz around and see people. And, 
besides, I have an appomtment. 

Dorothy. At what time? 

Philip. At a quarter past twelve. 

Dorothy. Then come back afterwards. 

Philip. All right. 

Dorothy. Come in any time. 

Philip- Really ? 
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Dorothy. Yes. Please. 


^3 


\He ta\es her in Ins aims. He strokes her hair. Tips her 
head hac\ and \isses her. There is noise of shouting 
and singing downstairs. Then you hear the comrades 
breaJ{^ into ''The Taitizan!’ They sing it all the way 
throughi 

Dorothy. That’s a lovely song. 

Philip. You’il never know how fine a song that is. 

[The COMRADES are singing "Bandera Rossd^] 

Philip. You know this one? 

[He sits hy her now on the bed\ 

Dorothy. Yes. 

Philip. The best people I ever knew died for that song. 

[In the next room you can see the bro\en~jaced com- 
rade asleep. While they have been talking, he fin- 
ished his bath, dned his clothes, I{noc\ed the mud off 
them, and lay down on the bed. As he sleeps, the 
light shines on his face] 

Dorothy. [Beside Philips on the bed] Philip, Philip, please, 
Philip f 

Philip. You know I don’t feel so much like making love 
tonight. 

Dorothy. [Disappointed] That’s fine. That’s lovely ^ But 
I’d only like to have you stay here. Just stay m and have a little 
home-life, 

Philip. I have to go, you know. Really. 

[Downstairs the comrades are singing the "Comintern 
son^ 

Dorothy. That’s the one they always play at funerals 

Philip. They sing it at other times, though. 

DoROTHYr Philip; olease don’t go^ 
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Philip. [Holding her in hts arms\ Good-bye. 

Dorothy. No. Please, please, don’t go! 

Philip. [Standing up] Look, open both the windows be- 
fore you go to bed, will you^ You dont want to have any 
glass broken if there’s a shelling around midnight. 

Dorothy. Don’t go, Philip. Please don’t go! 

Philip. Salud, Camarada^ 

[He does not salute. He goes into the next loom. Voti/n- 
stairs the comrades aie singing the '‘Paitizan” again. 
, PHILIP, in no, looks sleeping; then goes over 

to wake him] 

Max! 

[max, waking instantly, looks awund him, blinks at fhe 
light in his eyes, then smiles] 

Max. Is timef* 

Philip. Yes. Want a drink? 

Max. [Getting up from the bed, smiling, and feeling of 
his boots, which have been drying in fiont of the electiic 
heater] Very much. 

[pHiLip pours two whiskeys and reaches for the water 
bottle] 

Do not spoil It with water. 

Philip. Salud* 

Max. Salud! 

Philip. Let’s go. 


CURTAIN 


[Downstans the comrades are singing the ^‘Interna- 
tional. As the curtain comes down, dorothy bridges 
IS on the bed in Room log, with her arms around the 
pillows; and her shouldei's shaking as she is ajing] 


“V 



ACT TWO SCENE FOUR 


Same as Scene III, but four thirty o’cloc\ in the morning. Both 
rooms are dar\ and dorothy bridges is asleep in her bed^ 
MAX and PHILIP come down the corridor, and philip un- 
lochj the door of Boom no and switches on the light. 
They loo\ at each other, max shakes his head. They ar& 
both so covered with mud that they are almost unrec 
ognizable. 

Philip. Well, another time. 

Max. I am very sorry. 

Philip. It’s not your fault. Want to bathe first 

Max. \Hts head on his arms'] Go ahead and take it. I am 
too tired. 

[philip goes into the bathroom. Then comes out] 

Philip. There’s no hot water. Only reason we live m this 
damn death trap is for hot water, and now there’s none^ 

Max. {Very sleepily] I am very sad to fail. I was certain 
they were commg. But they did not come. 

Philip. Get your clothes off, and get some sleep. You’re 
a marvellous bloody damned scout officer, and you know it. 
Nobody could do what you’ve done . . . it’s not your fault if 
they call off the shoot. 

Max. [Really utterly and completely exhausted] I am too 
sleepy. I am so sleepy I am sick. 

Philip. Come on, I’ll get you to bed. 

[He pulls his boots off and helps him to undress, philip 

tumbles him into bed] 
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Max. The bed is good. 

[He ta\es hold of the pillow with his arms and spreads 
his legs wide^ 

I sleep on my face, and then it does not frighten anybody in 
the morning. 

Philip. [From the bathroom'] Take the whole bed. Pm 
b linkin g in another room. 

[pHiLip goes into the bathroom and you hear him 
splashing. He comes out in pajamas and a dressing 
gown, opens the door connecting the two rooms, 
dttc\s under the poster and goes over to the bed and 
climbs in'] 

Dorothy. [In the dar](] Darling, is it late?^ 

Philip. Fiveish. 

Dorothy. [Very sleepily] Where have you been? 

Philip. On a visit. 

Dorothy. [Who is still really asleep] Did you keep your 
appointment? 

Philip. [Rolling away to one side of the bed so that he is 
bac\ to bac\ with her] The man didn’t show up. 

Dorothy. [Very sleepily, but anxious to impart news] 
There wasn’t any shellmg, darling. 

Philip. Good I 

Dorothy. Good night, darlmg. 

Philip. Good night! 

\You hear a machine-gun go pop-pop-pop a long way 
away through the open window. They he very quietly 
in the bed and then we hear philip say] 

Bridges, are you asleep? 

Dorothy. [Really asleep] No, darlmg. Not if 

Philip. I want to tell you somethmg. 

Doroihy. [Sleeply] Yes, my very dear. 
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Philip. I want to tell you two things. IVe got the horrors, 
and I love you. 

Dorothy. Oh, you poor Philip. 

Philip. I never tell anybody when I get the horrors, and 
I never tell anybody I love them. But I love you, see? Do you 
hear me? Do you feel me^^ Do you hear me say it? 

Dorothy. Why, I love you all the time. And you feel 
lovely. Sort of like a snow storm if snow wasn’t cold and 
didn’t melt. 

Philip. I don’t love you in the daytime. I don’t love any- 
thing in the daytime. Listen, I want to say something else. 
Would you like to marry me or stay with me all the time or go 
wherever I go, and be my girl ? Hear me say it ? I said it, see. 

Dorothy. Darlmg, I’d like to marry you. 

Philip. Yeah. I say funny things in the night, don’t I? 

Dorothy. I’d like us to be married and work hard and have 
a line life. You loiow I’m not as silly as I sound, or I wouldn’t 
be here. And I work when you’re not around And just because 
I can’t cook. You can hire people to cook under normal cir- 
cumstances. Oh, you. I love you with the big shoulders and the 
walk like a gorilla and the funny face. 

Philip. It’ll be a lot funnier face when I get through with 
this business. 

Dorothy. Are the horrors any better, darlmg? Do you 
want to tell me about them? 

Philip. Oh, the hell with them. I’ve had them so long I’d 
miss them if they went away. Let me say one thmg more to 
you. 

\He says it very slou/ly] 

I’d like to marry you, and go away, and get out of all this. 
^jDid I say it just like that? Did you hear me say it? 

Dorothy. Well, darling, we will. 

Philip. No, we won’t. Even lying in the mght I know we 
won’t. But I like to say it. Oh, I love you. Goddamn it, god- 
damn it, I love you. And you’ve got the loveliest damn body 
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in the world. And I adore you, too. Did’ you hear me say that? 

Dorothy. Yes, my sweet, but it’s not true about my body. 
It’s just an all right body, but I like to hear you say it. And 
tell me about the horrors, and maybe they will go away. 

Philip. No. Everybody gets their own, and you don’t want 
to pass them around. 

Dorothy. Should we try to go to sleep, my big lovely one ^ 
My old snow storm. 

Philip. It’s getting almost daylight, and I’m getting sen. 
sible agam. 

Dorothy. Please try to go to sleep. 

Philip. Listen, Bridges, while I say somethmg else. It’s 
gettmg light now. 

Dorothy. [Her voice catching Yes, darling. 

Philip. If you "want me to go to sleep. Bridges, just hit me 
on the head with a hammer. 


curtain 



ACT THREE SCENE ONE 


TIME: Five days later. It ts afternoon in the same two yooms 
tn the Hotel Florida, log and no. 

The scene is the same as Scene 111 Act 11 except that the door 
ts open between the two rooms. The poster flaps open at 
the bottom and tn philip s room, on the night table by 
the bed, there is a vase full of chrysanthemums. There ts 
a boo\case along the wall to the right of the bed, and cre- 
tonne covers on the chairs. There are curtains on the win- 
dows, of the same cretonne, and the bed has a cover over 
Its white spread. All clothes are hung neatly on hangers, 
and three pairs of phild? s boots, all brushed and pol- 
ished, are being put into the closet by petra. dorothy m 
the next room, log, is trying on a silver fox cape before the 
mirror. 

Dorothy. Petra, please come here! 

Petra. [Straightening her little and old body up from 
putting the boots away\ Yes, Senorita! 

[petra goes around and comes in by the proper door 
to 10 ^, J^nochjng as she opens it\ 

Petra. [Holding her hands together^ Oh, Senorita, it s 
beautiful ^ 

Dorothy. [Tooling over her shoulder into the mirror~\ 
It’s not right, Petra. I don’t know whca they’ve done, but it’s 
not right! 

Petra. It looks lovely, Senorita! 

Dorothy. No, there’s something wrong with the top of 
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the collar. And I can’t speak Spanish well enough to explain 
to that fool of a furrier. He is a fool. 

\You hear some one coming down the hall. It is philip. 
He opens the door to 110 and loo}{s around. He ta\es 
off his leather coat, and tosses it onto the bed, then 
satis his beret towaid the clothes-rac\ in the corner. 
It falls on the floor. He sits down on one of the ere- 
tonne-covered chairs, and pulls his boots off. He 
leaves them standing, dripping, in the middle of the 
floor and goes over to the bed. He ptc\s up Ins coat 
from the bed and throws it onto a chair. It sprawls 
there. Then he lies down on the bed, pulls the pil- 
lows out from under the cover to ma\e a pile under 
his head, and turns on the reading light. He reaches 
down, opens the double door of the night table, by 
the bed, gets out a bottle of whtsl{ey, pours himself a 
drin\ into the glass which had been placed neatly, 
top down, on top of the water bottle, and splashes 
water into it. With the glass in his left hand, he 
reaches over to the bookcase for a boo\. He lies bac\ 
a moment, still, then shrugs his shoulders and twists 
uncomfortably. Finally, he brings a pistol out from 
underneath his belt hand and lays it on the bedcover 
beside him. He draws his \nees up, tabes his first sip 
of the dnn\, and commences to read^ 

Dorothy. \From the next room^ Philip, Philip darling! 

Philip. Yes. 

Dorothy. Come in here, please. 

Philip. No, dear, 

Dorothy. I want to show you something. 

Philip. \F€adin^ Brmg it m here. 

Dorothy. All right, darlmg. 

\She tabes a last loo\ at the cape in the mirror. She is 
very beautiful in it, and there is nothing wrong with 
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the nec\. She comes tn the door wearing the cape 
veiy proudly, and turns with it, wearing it very grace- 
fully and elegantly as a model would] 

Philip. Where did you get that? 

Dorothy. I bought it, darling. 

Philip. What with.? 

Dorothy. Pesetas. 

Philip. [Coldly] Very pretty. 

Dorothy. Don’t you like it? 

Philip. [Still staring at the cape] Very pretty, 

Dorothy. What’s the matter, Philip? 

Philip. Nothing. 

Dorothy. Don’t you want me to have anything nice-look- 
ing.? 

Philip. That’s absolutely your affair. 

Dorothy. But, darling. It’s so cheap. The foxes only cost 
twelve hundred pesetas apiece. 

Philip. That’s one hundred and twenty days’ pay for a 
man in the brigades. Let’s see. That’s four months I don’t 
believe I know any one who’s been out four months without 
being hit — or killed. 

Dorothy. But, Philip, it doesn’t have anything to do with 
the brigades. I bought pesetas at fifty to the dollar m Pans. 

Philip. [Coldly] Really? 

Dorothy. Yes, darlmg. And why shouldn’t I buy foxes if 
I want to ? Some one has to buy them. They’re there to be sold, 
and they come to less than twenty-two dollars a skin. 

Philip. Marvellous, isn’t it? How many foxes are there.? 

Dorothy. About twelve Oh, Philip, don’t be cross. 

Philip. You’re doing quite well out of the war, aren t you.? 
How did you smuggle your pesetas in? 

Dorothy. In a tin of Mum. 

Philip. Mum, oh, yes. Mum. Mum s the word. And did 
the Mum take all the odor off them ? 

Dorothy. Philip, you’re actmg frightfully moral! 
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Philip. I suppose I am frightfully moral, economically. I 
don’t think even Mum, or what’s the other lovely thing ladies 
use, Amolm is it would take the taint off those Black Bourse 
pesetas. 

Dorothy. If you’re going to be unpleasant about it. I’ll 

leave you. 

Philip. Good* 

[dorothy starts out of the room, but turns at the door 
pleadingly^ 

Dorothy. But don’t be unpleasant about it. Just be rea- 
sonable, and be pleased that I have such a lovely cape. Do you 
know what I was domg when you came m? I was thinking 
what we could do at just this time of day in Paris. 

Philip. Pans 

Dorothy. It will just be getting dark, and I meet you at 
the Ritz bar, and I’m wearmg this cape. I’m sittmg there wait- 
mg for you. You come in wearmg a double-breasted guards- 
man’s overcoat, very close fittmg, a bowler hat, and you’re 
carrying a stick. 

Philip. You’ve been readmg that American magazine, 
Esquire. You’re not supposed to read what it says, you know. 
You’re only supposed to look at the pictures. 

Dorothy. You order a whiskey with Perrier, and I have 
a champagne cocktad. 

Philip. I don’t like it. 

Dorothy. What 

Philip. The story. If you have to have day dreams, just 
keep me out of them, will you*^ 

Dorothy. It’s just playing, darlmg. 

Philip. Well, I don’t play any more. 

Dorothy. But you did, darling. And we had lovely fun 
playing. 

Philip. Just count me out now. 

Dorothy. But aren’t we friends 

Philip. Oh, yes, you make all sorts of friends in a war. 
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Dorothy. Darling, please stop it* Aren’t we lovers? 

Philip. Oh, that? Oh, certainly. Of course. Why not? 

Dorothy. But aren’t we going to go and live together and 
have a lovely time and be happy ? The way you say always m 
the night.? 

Philip. No. Not in a hundred thousand bloody years. 
Never believe what I say in the night. I he like hell at night. 

Dorothy. But why can’t we do what you say we’ll do at 
night ? 

Philip. Because I’m in somediing where you don’t go on 
and live together and have a lovely time and be happy. 

Dorothy. But why not? 

Philip. Because, principally. I’ve discovered you’re too 
busy. And secondly, it doesn’t seem very important compared 
to any number of otlier thmgs. 

Dorothy, But you’re never busy* 

Philip. jeels himself tailing too much, hut goes on\ 
No. But after this is over I’ll get a course of discipline to rid 
me of any anarchistic habits I may have acquired 1 11 probably 
be sent back to working with pioneers or something like that. 

Dorothy. I don’t understand. 

Philip. And because you don’t understand, and you never 
could understand, is the reason we’re not going to go on and 
live together and have a lovely time and etcetera. 

Dorothy. Oh, it’s worse than Skull and Bones. 

Pnmip. What m God’s name is Skull and Bones? 

Dorothy. It’s a secret society a man belonged to one time 
that I had just enough sense not to marry It’s very superior 
and awfully good and worthy, and they take you 
you all about it, just before the wedding, and when they told 

me about it, I called the weddmg off. 

Philip. That’s an excellent precedent. 

Dorothy. But can’t we just go on now, as long as we have 
each other, I mean if we aren’t going to always keep on, and 
be nice and enjoy what we have and not e itter 

Philip. If you like. 
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Dorothy. I’d like. 

[She has come over from the dooi and is standing by 
the bed while they have been tallying, philip loo\s 
up at her, then stands up, ta\es her in his aims and 
lifts her against him onto the bed, stiver foxes and all] 

Philip. They feel very fine and soft. 

Dorothy. They don’t smell badly, do they? 

Philip. \His face over hei shoulder in the foxes] No, they 
don’t smell badly. And you feel lovely m them. And I love 
you, I don’t give a damn. I do. And it’s only half-past five in 
the afternoon. 

Dorothy. And while we have it we can have it, can’t we ? 
Philip. [Shamelessly] They feel really marvellously. I’m 
glad you bought them. 

[He holds her very close] 

Dorothy. We can have it now just this little while that we 
have .? 

Philip. Yes. We’U have it. 

[There is a \noc\ on the door and the handle turns to 
admit MAX. PHILIP gets off the bed. dorothy lematns 
seated on it] 

Max. I disturb? Yes? 

Philip. No. Not at all. Max, this is an American comrade. 
Comrade Bridges. Comrade Max. 

Max. Salud, Comrade. ’ 

[He goes over to the bed where dorothy is still seated 
and puts out his hand, dorothy shades it and loohj 
away] 

Max. You are busy? Yes? 

Philip. No. Not at all. W^ill you have a drink. Max? 

Max. No. Thank you. 

Philip. [In Spanish] Hay novedades. 
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Max. [In Spanish^ Algunas. 

Philip. You won’t have a drink? 

Max. No. Thank you very much. 

Dorothy. I’ll go. Don’t let me bother you. 

Philip. There’s no need to go. 

Dorothy. You’ll come by later, perhaps. 

Philip. Quite. 

[As she goes out max says with great politeness'\ 

Max. Salud, Camarada. 

Dorothy. ' Salud. 

[She shuts the door between the two rooms before she 
goes out the regular door\ 

Max. [When they are alone] She is a Comrade? 

Philip. No. 

Max. You introduced her as so. 

Philip. Just a manner of speech. You call every one com- 
rade in Madrid. All supposed to be working for the same 
cause. 

ML\x. It IS not such a good manner of speech. 

Philip. No. I suppose not. I seem to remember saymg 

somethmg like that myself once. 

Max. This girl, how do you call her^ Britches? 

Philip. Bridges. 

Max. She is somethmg serious to you^ 

Philip. Serious? 

Max. Yes. You know what I mean. • 

Philip. I wouldn’t say so. You could call her comic, rather. 

In some ways. 

Max. You spend much time with her? 

Philip. A certain amount. 

Max. Whose time ? 

Philip. My time. 

Max. Never the Party’s time? 

Philip. My time is the Party s time. 
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Max. That is what I mean. I am glad you understand so 
easily. 

Philip. Oh, I understand very easily. 

Max. Do not be angry about something that is not you 

aor me. 

Philip. Pm not angry. But Pm not supposed to be a damn 
monk. 

Max. Philip, Comrade. ‘You have never been much like a 
damned monk. 

Philip. No ? 

Max. Nor does anybody expect you to be— ever. 

Philip. No. 

Max. It is only a question of what interferes with your 
work. This girl— where does she come from^ What is her 
background ? 

Philip. Ask her. 

Max. I suppose I will have to, then. 

Philip. Haven’t I done my work properly? Has any one 
complamed 
Max. Not until now. 

Philip. And who complains now^^ 

Max. I complam now. 

Philip. Yes 

Max. Yes. I should have met you at Chicotes. If you were 
not there you should have left word for me. I go to Chicotes 
on time. You are not there. There is no word. I come here and 
find you with ’ner ganzen menagerie of silver foxes in your 
arms. 

Philip. And you never want any of that^ 

Max. Oh, yes. I want it all the time. 

Philip. And what do you do^^ 

Max Sometimes when I have time and I am not too tired, 
I find some one that will give me a little somethmg while she 
looks the otlier way. 

Philip. And you want it all the time? 

Max. I like very much. I am not a saint. 
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Philip. There aie saints. 

Max. Yes. And others tliat are not. Only I am always very 
busy. Now we will talk of something else. Tonight we go 
again. 

Philip. Good. 

Max. You want to go.? 

Philip. Look, I agree with you on tlie girl if you like; but 
don’t be insulting to me. Don’t get superior about work. 

Max. This girl is all right? 

Philip. Oh, quite ^ She may be bad for me and I may waste 
time as you say and all that, but she’s absolutely straight. 

!Max. You are sure? You must remember I have never 
seen so many foxes. 

Philip. She’s a damned fool and all that, but she’s as 
straight as I am! 

Max. And you are still straight? 

Philip. I hope so. Does it show when you’re not? 

Max. Oh, yes. 

Philip. How do I look then ? 


[He stands and looI{s at himself contemptuously in the 
glass, max loolis at him and smiles very slowly. He 
nods his head'[ 


Max. You look pretty straight to me. 

Philip. You want to go m and question her about her 

bf>ckground and all that? 


Max. No. 

Philip. She has the same background all American girls 
have that come to Europe with a certam amount of money. 
They’re all the same. Camps, college, money in family, now 
more or less than it was, usually less now, men, affairs, abor- 
tions, ambitions, and finally marry and settle down or 
marry and settle down. They open shops, or work m shops, 
some write, others play instruments, some go on the stage, 
some into films. They have something called the Junior 
League I believe that the virgms v/ork at. All for the public 
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good. This one writes. Quite well too, when she’s not too lazy. 
Ask her about it all i£ you like. It’s very dull though, I tell you. 
Max. I am not interested. 

Philip. I thought you were. 

Max. No. I think it over and I leave it all to you. 

Philip. All what to me? 

Max. All about this girl. To deal with as you should. 
Philip. I wouldn’t have too much confidence m me. 

Max. I have confidence m you. 

Philip. \BtUerly'\ I wouldn’t have too much. Sometimes 
I’m damned tired of it. Of the whole damned busmess. So I 
hate it. 

Max. Of course. 

Philip. Yes. And now you’ll talk me out of it. I murdered 
that bloody young Wilkinson the other day. Just through 
carelessness. Don’t tell me I didn’t. 

Max. Now you talk nonsense. But you were not as careful 
as you should have been. 

Philip. It was my fault he was killed. I left him in there 
in the room in my chair with the door open. That wasn’t 
where I was going to use him. 

Max. You did not leave him there on purpose. You must 
not think about it now that it is over. 

Philip. No— just a deathtrap set from carelessness. 

Max. He would probably have been killed later anyway. 
Philip. Oh, yes. Of course. That makes it marvellous, 
doesn’t it? That’s perfectly splendid. I suppose I didn’t know 
that, either. 

Max. I have seen you in such a mood before. I know you 
will be all right again. 

Philip. Yes. But you know how I’ll be when I’m all right? 
1 11 have a dozen drinks in me and I’ll be with some tart. Very 
jolly I’ll be. That’s your idea of all right with me. 

Max. No. 

Philip. I’m fed up with it. You know where I’d like to be.? 
At some place like Saint Tropez on the Riviera, wakmg up 
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m the morning with no bloody war, and a caK creme with 
proper milk in it . . . and brioche with fresh strawberry jam, 
and cEuf plat aux jambon all on one tray. 

Max. And tlie girl? 

Philip. Yes, and the girl, too. You’re damned right, the 
girl Silver foxes and all. 

Max. I told you she was bad for you. 

Philip. Or good for me. I’ve been domg this so long I’m 
bloody well fed up with it. With all of it. 

Max. You do it so d-my owe will have a good breakfast 
like that. You do it so no one will ever be hungry. You do it 
so men will not have to fear ill health or old age; so they can 
live and work in dignity and not as slaves. 

Philip. Yes. Sure, I know. 

Max. You know why you do it. And if you have a little 
dejmllance I understand. 

^ Philip. This one was a pretty big defaillance, and I’ve had 
It a long time. Ever since I saw the girl. You don’t know what 
they do to you. 

IThere IS the incoming scieam of a shell and the sound 
of Its burst in the street. You hear a child scream; first 
high, then in short, sharp, thin cries. You hear peo- 
ple running in the street. Another shell comes in. 
PHILIP has opened the windows wide. After the burst 
you hear the sound of people running again] 

Max You do it to stop that forever. 

Philip. The swine! They timed it for the minute the cine- 
, mas are out. 

{^Another shell comes in and bursts, and you hear a 
dog go yelping down the street] 

Max. You hear?^ You do it for all men. You do it for the 
children. And sometimes you do it even for dogs. Go in and 
see the girl a while now. She needs you now. 
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Philip. No. Let her take it by herself. She’s got her silver 
foxes. The hell with it all. 

Max. No. Go in now. She needs you now. 

[Another shell comes in with a long swishing rush, 
and bursts outside in the street. There is no running 
and no noise after this one^ 

Max. I lie down now for a while here. Go in to her now. 

Philip. All right. Sure. Anything you say. I do whatever 
you say. 

[He starts for the door and opens it as there is another 
inrushing, down-dropping, whishing sound and an- 
other burst; beyond the hotel this timel 

Max. It is just a little bombardment. The big one is for 
tonight. 

[pHiLip opens the door of the other room. Through the 
door you hear phelip spea\, in a fiat voice'] 

Philip. Hello, Bridges. How are you,? 

curtain 



ACT THREE SCENE TWO 


Interior of an aUilloy observation post in a shelled house on 
the top of the Extremadwa road. 

It is located in the tower of what has been a very pietentious 
house and access to it is by a ladder which replaces the 
circulai ii on stairway which has been smashed and hangs, 
btopen and twisted. You see the ladder against the tower 
and at its top, the bac\ of the obsei vation post which faces 
toward Madrid. It is night and the sacJ{s which plug its 
windows have been lemtved and loohing out through 
them you see nothing but darhjiess because the lights of 
Madiid have been extinguished. There are large-scale 
military maps on the walls with the positions marked 
with colored tac\s and tapes, and on a plain table there 
is a field telephone. There is an extra large size, single, 
German model, long tube telemeter opposite the narrow 
opening in the wall to the right of the table and a chair 
beside it. There is an ordinary-sized double tube telemeter 
at the other opening with a chair at its base. There is an 
other plain table with a telephone on the ^ 

room. At the foot of the ladder is a sentry with fixed 
bayonet, and at the top of the ladder in the room, w lere 
there is just enough height for him to stand straig it wit 
his rifle and bayonet, there is another sentry. ^ ^ ^ 
tain rises, you see the scene as described wit t le two 
sentries at their posts. Two signallers ar e ben ing over 
the larger table. After the curtain is up, you see t le ig ts 
of a motor which shine brightly on the la er at t e 

8l 
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base of the tower. They come closer and closer and almost 
blind the sentry. 

Sentry. Cut those lights! 

{The lights shine on, illuminating the sentry with a 
blinding light] 

Sentry. [Piesenting his rifle, pulling bac\ the holt, and 
shoving It forward with a clicJ(\ Cut those lights! 

{He says it veiy slowly, cleady and dangerously, and it 
IS obvious that he will fire. The lights go off and 
THREE MEN, two of them 111 offtcc/s unifomi, one 
large and stout, the other rather thin and elegantly 
dressed, with nding hoots which shine in the flash- 
light the stout man caines, and a emuAN, cioss the 
stage from the left whete they have left the motor 
car off stage; and approach the ladder] 

Sentry. {Giving the first half of the password] The Vic- 
tory — 

Thin Officer. {Snappily and disdainfully] To those who 
deserve it. 

Sentry. Pass. 

Thin Officer. {To civilian] Just climb up here. 

Civilian. I’ve been here before. 

{The three of them climb the ladder. At the top of the 
ladder the sentry, seeing the insignia on the cap of 
the large, stout officer, presents arms. The signallers 
remain seated at their telephones. The large officer 
goes over to the table followed by the civilian and the 
shiny-booted officer who is obviously his aide] 

Large Officer. What’s the matter with these signallers'^ 
Aide. [To signallers] Come along * Stand to attention 
there! What’s the matter with you? 

[signallers stand to attention rather wearily] 
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At ease! 

[The SIGNALLERS Sit down. The large officer is study- 
mg the map. The civilian looJ{s out of the telemeter 
and sees nothing in the dar\ness\ 

Civilian. The bombardment’s for midnight? 

Aide. What time is the shoot for, Sirf* 

\Speahing to the large officer] 

Large Officer. \Speah}ng with a German accent\ You 
talk doo much! 

Aide. I’m sorry, sir. Would you care to have a look at 
these? 

[He hands him a sheaf of typed orders clipped to^ 
gether. large officer takes them and glances at 
them. Hands them bac1(\ 

Large Officer. [In heavy voice] I am familiar with them. 

I wrote them. . 

Aide. Quite, sir. I thought perhaps you wished to verity 

them. 

Large Officer. I hefF verified diem* 

[One of the phones rings, signaller at table takes it and 
listens^ 

Signaller. Yes. No. Yes. All right. 

[He nods to the large officer] 

For you, sir. 

[large officer takes the phone^ 

Large Offpicer. Hello. Yes That is right. Are you a fool ? 
No? As ordered. By salvos means by salvos. 

[He hangs up the receiver and loo\s at Ins watch] 

[To aide] 



What time have you? 

Aide. Twelve mmus one, sir. 

Large Officer. I deal witli fools here. You cannot say that 
you command where there is no disciplme. Signallers who sit 
at table when a General comes in. Artillery brigadiers who 
ask for explanations of orders. What time did you say it was ? 

Aide. [Loo\tng at hts watcJt] Twelve minus diirty sec- 
onds, sir. 

Signaller. The brigade called six times, sir! 

Large Officer. {Lighting a cigar\ What time.? 

Aide. Mmus fifteen, sir* 

Large Officer. What minus fifteen what? 

Aide Twelve minus fifteen seconds, sir. 


\]ust then you hear the guns. They are a very different 
sound from the incoming shells. There is a shaip, 
a aching boom, boom, boom, boom, as a \ettle drum 
would ma\e struc\ sharply before a mia'ophone and 
then whish, whish, whish, whisli, chu, chu, chu, chu, 
chu—chu—as the shells go away followed by a dis- 
tant burst. Another battery closer and louder com- 
mences filing and then they are firing all along the 
line in quich, pounding thuds and the air is full of 
the noise' the departing piojectiles mahe. Through 
the open window you see the skyline of Madrid lit 
now by the flashes. The large officer is standing at 
the big telemeter. The civilian at the two-branched 
one. The aide is looking over the crulian’s shoulder^ 

Crtlian. God, what a beautiful sight* 

Aide. Well kill plenty of them tomght. The Marxist bas- 
.•ards This catches them in their holes. 

Crtlian. It’s wonderful to see it. 

General. Is it satisfactory? 

{Tie does not lemove his eyes fiom the telemeter'\ 

CnmiAN. It’s beautiful* How long will it go on? 
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General. We’re giving them an hour. Then ten minnfe« 
without. Then fifteen minutes more. 

Civilian. No shells will light m the Salamanca quarter, 
will they? That’s where nearly all our people are. 

General. A few will land there. 

Civilian. But why? 

General. Errors by Spanish batteries. 

Civilian. Why by Spanish batteries? 

General. Spanish batteries are not so good as ours. 


\Th€ civilian does not anstver and the firing heeps up 
although the batteries are not firing unth the speed 
with which they commenced. There is an incoming 
whistling rush, then a roar, and a shell has landed 
just shoit of the observation posi\ 


General. They answer now a little. 

\There are no lights in the observation post now except 
that of the gun flashes and the light of the cigarette 
the sentry at the foot of the ladder is smoking. As 
you watch you see the glow of this agarette describe 
half an arc in the darh^ and there is a thud clearly 
heard by the audience as the sentry falls. You hear 
the sound of two blows. Another shell comes in with 
the same sort of screaming rush, and at its burst you 
see in the flash two men climbing the ladder^ 

General. \Speahing from the telemeteil Rmg me Gara- 
bitas 

[signaller rings. Then rings again^ 

Signaller. Sorry, sir. The wire’s gone. 

General. \To the other signaller] Get me through to 
the Division. 

Signaller. I have no wire, sir. 

General. Put some one to trace your wire! 
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Signaller. Yes, sir. 

[He rises in the darli\ 

General. What’s that man smoking for? What sort o£ an 
army out of the chorus of Carmen is this? 

\Yoti see the cigarette in the mouth of the sentry at 
the top of the ladder describe a long parabola toward 
the ground as though he had tossed it away, and 
there is the solid noise of a body falling. A -flashlight 
illuminates the three men by the telemeters and the 
two signallers] 

Philip. \From inside the open door at the top of the lad- 
der. In a low, very quiet voice^ Put your hands up and don’t 
try anything heroic, or I’ll blow your heads off! 

[He IS holding a short automatic rifle which was slung 
over his hac\ as he climbed up the ladder^ 

I mean all five of you* KEEP them up there, you fat bastard! 

[max has a hand grenade in his right hand, the flash- 
light in his left] 

Max. You make a noise, you move, and everybody is dead. 
You hear? 

Philip. Who do you want? 

Max. Only the fat one and the townsman. Tie me up the 
rest. You have also good adhesive tape? 

Philip. Da 

Max. You see. We are all Russians. Everybody is Russians 
in Madrid! Hurry up, Tovantch, and tape good the mouths, 
because I have to throw this thing before we go. You see the 
pin is pulled already i 

[Just before the curtain goes down, as philip is advanc- 
ing toward them with the shott automatic rifle, you 



see the men^s white faces in the flashlight. The hat 
teiies are still firing. From below and beyond ihc 
house comes a voice— 'Q>\xt out that light!”] 

^Iax. O.K. soldier, in just a minute! 


CURTAIN 



ACT THREE SCENE THREE 


As the curtain rises you see the same loom in Scgtmdad head- 
quarteis that was shown in Act 11, Scene 1. anionio, of the 
Commissanado de Vigilancia, is sitting behind the table. 
PHILIP and MAX, muddy and much the woise for wear, are 
seated in the two chan s. philip still has the automatic rifle 
slung over his bac\. The civilian from the obsci nation 
post. Ins beret gone, his tiench coat ripped clean up the 
bac\, one sleeve hanging loose, is standing before the table 
with an assault guard on either side of Inin. 

Antonio, [To the two assault guards] You can go! 

\They salute and go out to the right, can yin g their rifles 
at tiaiT\ 

[To Philip] 

Wiiat became of the other? 

Philip. We lost him coming in. 

Max. He was too heavy and he would not walk. 
Antonio. It would have been a wonderful capture. 

Philip. You can’t do these things as they do them in the 
cinema. 

Antonio. Still, if we could have had him* 

Philip. I’ll draw you a little map and you can send out 
there and find him. 

Antonio. Yes ^ 

Max. He was a soldier and he would never have talked. 
I would have liked the questioning of him, but such a busi- 
ness IS useless. 

Philip. When were through here I’ll draw you a httle 
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map and you can send out for him. No one will have moved 
him. We left him m a likely spot. 

CmuAN. \In an hysterical voice\ You murdered him. 

Philip, {^Contemptuously^ Shut up, will you? 

Max. I promise you, he would not have ever talked. I 
know such men. 

PiHLip. You see, we didn’t expect to find two of these 
sportsmen at the same time. And this other specimen was 
oversized and he wouldn’t walk finally. He made a sort of 
sit-down strike. And I don’t know whether you’ve ever tried 
coming in at night from up there. There are a couple of very 
odd spots. So you see we didn’t really have any bloody choice 
in the matter. 

CnnLiAN. {'Hysterically'] So you murdered him! I saw you 
do it. 

Philip. Just quiet down, will you? No one asked you for 
your opinion. 

IvIax. You want us now? 

Antonio. No. 

Max. I think I like to go. This isn’t what I like very much. 
It makes too much remember. 

Philip. You need me? 

Antonio. No. 

Philip. You don’t need to worry. You’ll get everything- 
the lists, the locations, everydimg. This thmg has been run- 
ning It. 

Antonio. Yes. 

Philip. You don’t need to worry about his talking. He s 
the talkative type. 

Antonio. He is a politician. Yes. I have talked to many 
politicians. 

CivmiAN. [Hysterically] You’ll never make me talk I Never! 
Never! Never * 

[max and philip loo\ at each other ^philip ^rins] 
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Philip, \yery quietly^ You’re talking now. Haven’t yon 
noticed it? 

Civilian. No* No* 

Max. If It IS all right I will go. 

\He stands up\ 

Philip. I’ll run along too, I think. 

Antonio. You do not want to stay to hear it.? 

Max. Please, no'. 

Antoiuo. It will be very interesting. 

Philip. It’s that we are tired. 

Antonio. It will be very interesting. 

Philip. I’ll be by tomorrow. 

Antonio. I would like you very much to stay. 

Max. Please. If you do not mind. As a favor. 

Civilian. What are you going to do to me? 

Antonio. Nothing. Only that you should answer some 
questions. 

Civilian. I’ll never talk. 

Antonio. Oh, yes, you will! 

Max. Please. Please. I go now! 


curtain 



ACT THREE • SCENE FOUR 


Same as Act 1, Scene 111, but it is late afternoon. As the cur-^ 
tain uses, you see the two looms dorothy bridges’ room 
IS dail{. Philip’s is lighted, with the curtains drawn, philip 
// lying face down on the bed. anita is sitting on a chair 
by the bed. 

Anita. Pliilip J 

Philip. [Not turning or looking toward her\ What’s the 
matter ? 

Anita. Please, Philip. 

Philip. Please bloody what^ 

Anita. Where is whiskey.'^ 

Philip. Under the bed. 

Anita Thank you. 

{She loo\s under the bed. Then crawls part way under^ 
No find. 

Philip. Try the closet then. Somebody’s been in here 
cleaning up again. 

Anita [Goes to the closet and opens it. She loops care- 
fully inside] Is all empty bottles 
Philip. You’re just a little discoverer. Come here. 

Anita. I want find a whiskey 
Philip. Look in the night table. 

[anita goes over to the night table by the bed and 
opens the door — she bungs out a bottle of whispey. 
Goes for a glass into the bathroom, and pouis a 
whispey into it and adds water from the carafe by 
the bed] 

9X 
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Anita. Philip. Drink this feel better. 

[pHiLip sits Up and loo\s at her^ 

Philip. Hello, Black Beauty. How did you get in here? 
Anita. From tlie pass key. 

Philip. Well. 

Anita. I no see you. I plenty worried. I come here tliey 
say you inside. I knock door no answer. I knock more. No 
answer. I say open me up with the pass key. 

Philip. And diey did? 

Anita. I said you sent for me. 

Philip. Did I? 

Anita. No. 

Philip. Thoughtful of you to come though. 

Anita. Philip you still that big blonde? 

Philip. I don’t know. I’m sort of mixed up about that. 
Thmgs are getting sort of complicated. Every night I ask her 
to marry me, and every mornmg I tell her I don’t mean it. I 
think, probably, thmgs can’t go on like that. No. They can’t 
go on like that. 

[antta sits down by him and pats his head and smooths 
. his hair bacJ(\ 

Anita. You feel plenty bad. I know. 

Philip. Want me to tell you a secret? 

Anita. Yes. 

Philip. I never felt worse. 

Anita. Is a disappomt. Was think you tell how you catch 
all the people of the Fifth column. 

Philip, I didn’t catch them. Only caught one man. Dis- 
gustmg specimen he was, too. 

\There is a huoc\ on the door. It is the manager] 

Manager. Excuse profoundly if disturbation 

Philip. Keep it clean you know. There’s ladies present. 
Manager. I mean only to enter and see if every thing in 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


93 

order. Control possible actions of young lady m case your ab- 
sence or incapacity. Also desire ojffer sincerest warmest greet-* 
ings congratulations admirable performance feat of counter- 
espionage resulting announcement evening papers arrest three 
hundred members Fifth column. 

Philip. That’s m the paper f* 

Manager. Witli details of arrestations of every type of rep- 
rehensible engaged in shooting, plottmg assassinations— sa- 
botagmg, communicating with enemy, every form of delights. 

Philip. Of delights? 

jManager. Is a French word, spells out D-E-L-I-T-S, mean- 
ing offenses. 

Philip. And that’s all in the paper.? 

IvIanager. Absolutely, Mr. Philip. 

Philip. And where do I come in? 

Manager. Oh, everybody knows you were engaged m 
prosecution of such investigations. 

Philip. Just how do they know? 

Manager. [Reproachfullyl Mr. Philip. Is Madrid. In 
Madrid everybody knows everything often before occurrence 
of same. After occurrence sometimes is discussions as to who 
actually did But before occurrence all the world Icnows clearly 
who must do. I offer congratulations now in order to precede 
reproaches of unsatisfiables who ask “Ah haJ Only 300? 
Where are the others?” 

Philip. Don’t be so gloomy. I suppose I’ll have to be 
leaving now though 

Manager. Mr. Philip, I have thought of that and I come 
here, make what hope will result as excellent proposition. If 
you leave is useless to carry tinned goods as baggage. 

/r a linoc\ on the door. It is max] 

Max. Salud Camaradas 

Every One. Salud. 

PHmip. [To manager] Run along now. Comrade Stamp 
Collector. We can talk about that later. 



THE FIFTH COLUMN 


94 

Max. [To philip] Wic gehts? 

Philip. Gut. Not too gut. 

Anita. O.K. I take bath.? 

Philip. More than O.K., darling. But keep tlie door shut, 
will you? 

Anita. [Fro'm bathroom^ Is warm water. 

Philip. That’s a good sign. Shut the door, please. 

[anita shuts the dooi. max co7ncs over by the bed and 
sits down on a chan . philip is sitting on the bed tvith 
Ins legs hanging over\ 

Philip. Want anythmg.? 

Max. No, Comrade. You were there? 

Philip. Oh, yes. I stayed all tlirough it. Every bit of it. All 
of it. They needed to know sometliing and they called me back. 
Max. How was he? 

Philip. Cowardly. But it only came out a little at a time 
for a while. 

Max. And then ? 

Philip. Oh, and then finally he was spilling it out faster 
than a stenographer could take it. I have a strong stomach, 
you know. 

Max. [Ignoring this] I see in the paper about tlie arrests. 
Why do they publish such things? 

Philip. I don’t know, my boy. Why do they.? I’ll bite. 
Max. It is good for morale. But it is also very good to get 

every one. Did they bring in— the— ah 

Philip. Oh, yes. The corpse you mean? They fetched him 
in from where v/e left him, and Antonio had him placed in 
a chair m the corner and I put a cigarette in his mouth and lit 
it and it was all very jolly. Only the cigarette wouldn’t stay 
lighted, of course. 

Max. I am very happy I did not have to stay. 

Philip. I stayed. And then I left. And then I came back. 
Then I left and they called me back agam. I’ve been there 
until an hour ago and now Fm tlirough. For today, thafis^ 
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Finished my work for the day. Something else to do tomorrow. 

hl/vx. We did very good job. 

Philip . As good as we could. It was very brilliant and very 
ilash)^ and there were probably many holes in the net and a 
big part of the haul got away. But they can haul again. You 
have to send me some place else though. I’m no good here 
any more. Too many people know what I’m domg. Not be- 
cause I talk, cither. It just gets that way. 

]vL\x. There are many places to send. But you still have 
some work to do here. 

Philip. I know. But ship me out as quickly as you can, will 
you ^ I’m gettmg on the jumpy side. 

Max. What about the girl in the other room? 

Philip. Oh, I’m going to break it off with her. 

Max. I do not ask that. 

Philip. No. But you would sooner or later. There’s mo 
sense babying me along. We’re m for fifty years of unde- 
clared wars and I’ve signed up for the duration. I don’t ex- 
actly remember when it was, but I signed up all right. 

Max. So have we all. There is no question of signing. 
There is no need to talk with bitterness. 

Philip. I’m not bitter. I just don’t want to fool myself. Nor 
let things get a hold in part of me where no things should get 
hold. This thing was gettmg pretty well in. Well, I know how- 
to cure it. 

Max. How .? 

Philip. I’ll show you how. 

Max. Remember, Philip, I am a kind man. 

Philip. Oh, quite. So am I. You ought to watch me work 
sometime. 

[While they have been talking you see the door of log 
open and dorothy bridges comes in. She turns up the 
lights, takes o-ff her street coat and puts on the silver 
fox cape. Standing, she turns in it before the minor. 
She looks very beautiful this evening. She goes to the 
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pho7iograph and puts on the Chopin Mazur J{a and 
sits in a chair by the reading light with a boo](\ 

Philip. There she is. She’s come, what do you call the 
place, home— now. 

Max. Philip, Comrade, you do not have to. I tell you truly 
I see no signs that she interferes with your work in any way. 
Philip. No, but I do. And you would damned soon. 

Max. I leave it to you as before. But remember to be kind. 
To us to v/hom dreadful things have been done, kindness in 
all possible things is of great importance. 

Philip. I’m very kmd, too, you know. Oh, am I kind! I’m 
terrific! 

Max. No, I do not know that you are kind. I would Hke 
you to be. 

Philip. Just wait in here, will you? 

[PHILIP goes out of the door and \noc\s on the door of 
log. He pushes it open after \noc\ing and goes in^ 

Dorothy. Hello, beloved. 

Philip. Hello. How have you been^ 

Dorothy. I’m very well and very happy now you’re here. 
Where have you been? You never came in last night. Oh, I’m 
so glad you’re here. 

Philip. Have you a drink? 

Dorothy. Yes, dailing. 

\She ma\es him a whis\ey and water. In the other 
room MAX IS sitting in a chair staring at the electric 
stove'\ 

Dorothy. Where were you, Philip? 

Philip. Just around. Checking up on things. 

Dorothy. And how were things? 

Philip. Some were good, you know. And some were not 
so good. I suppose they evened up. 

Dorothy. And you don’t have to go out tonight? 
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Philip. I don’t know. 

Dorothy. Pkilip, beloved, what’s the matter.? 

Philip. Nothing’s the matter. 

Dorothy. Philip, let’s go away from here. I don’t have to 
stay here. I’ve sent away three articles. We could go to that 
place near Saint Tropez and the rams haven’t started yet and 
it would be lovely there now with no people. Then afterwards 
we could go to ski. 

Philip. [Very bitterly'] Yes, and afterwards to Egypt and 
make love happily in all the hotels, and a thousand break- 
fasts come up on trays in the thousand fine mornings of the 
next three years; or the nmety of the next three months; or 
however long it took you to be tired of me, or me of you. 
And all we’d do would be amuse ourselves. We’d stay at the 
Crillon, or the Ritz, and in the fall when the leaves were off 
the trees in the Bois and it was sharp and cold, we’d drive out 
to Auteuil steeplechasing, and keep warm by those big coal 
braziers in the paddock, and watch them take the water jump 
and see them coming over the bullfinch and the old stone 
wall. That’s it. And nip mto the bar for a champagne cock- 
tail and afterwards ride back in to dinner at La Rue’s and 
weekends go to shoot pheasants in the Sologne. Yes, yes, that’s 
it. And fly out to Nairobi and the old Mathaiga Club, and in 
the spring a little spot of salmon fishing. Yes, yes, that’s it. 
And every night in bed together. Is that it? 

Dorothy. Oh, darling, think how it would be! Have you 
that much money? 

Philip. I did have. Till I got into this business. 

Dorothy. And we’ll do all that and Saint Moritz, too? 

Philip. Saint Moritz? Don’t be vulgar. Kitzbuhel you 
mean. You meet people like Michael Arlen at Saint Moritz. 

Dorothy. But you wouldn’t have to meet him, darling. 
You could cut him And will we really do all that? 

Philip. Do you want to? 

Dorothy. Oh, darling ^ 

Philip. Would you like to go to Hungary, too, some fall? 
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You can take an estate there very cheaply and only pay for 
what you shoot. And on tlie Danube flats you have great flights 
of geese. And have you ever been to Lamu where the long 
white beach is, with the dhows beached on their sides, and 
the wind in the palms at night Or what about Malindi where 
you can surfboard on the beach and the northeast monsoon 
cool and fresh, and no pajamas, and no sheets at night. You’d 
like Malindi. 

Dorothy. I know I would, Philip. 

Philip. And have you ever been out to the Sans Souci in 
Havana on a Saturday night to dance in the Patio under the 
royal palms They’re gray and they rise like columns and you 
stay up all night there and play dice, or the wheel, and drive 
in to Jaimanitas for breakfast m the daylight. And everybody 
knows every one else and it’s very pleasant and gay. 

Dorothy. Can we go there 

Philip. No. 

Dorothy. Why not, Philip? 

Philip. We won’t go anywhere. 

Dorothy. Why not, darlmg? 

Philip. You can go if you like. I’ll draw you up an itinerary. 

Dorothy. But why can’t we go together? 

Philip. You can go. But I’ve been to all those places and 
i’ve left them all behmd. And where I go now I go alone, 
or with others who go there for the same reason I go. 

Dorothy. And I can’t go there? 

Philip. No. 

Dorothy. And why can’t I go wherever it is? I could 
learn and I’m not afraid. 

Philip. One reason is I don’t know where it is. And an- 
other IS I wouldn’t take you. 

Dorothy. Why not? 

Pmp. Because you’re useless, really You’re uneducated, 
you’re useless, you’re a fool and you’re lazy. 

Dorothy. Maybe the others. But I’m not useless. 

Philip. Why aren’t you useless? 
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Dorothy. You know— or you ought to know. 

[She IS cry lit g] 

Philip. Oh, yes. That. 

Dorothy. Is that all it means to you ? 

Philip. That’s a commodity you shouldn’t pay too high a 
price for. 

Dorothy. So I’m a commodity? 

Philip. Yes, a very handsome commodity. The most beau- 
tiful I ever had. 

Dorothy. Good. I’m glad to hear you say it. And I’m glad 
it’s daylight. Now get out of here. You conceited, conceited 
drunkard. You ridiculous, puffed-up, posing braggart. You 
commodity, you. Did it ever occur to you that you’re a com- 
modity, too ? A commodity one shouldn’t pay too high a price 
for? 

Philip. [Laughing] No. But I see it the way you put it. 

Dorothy. Well, you are. You’re a perfectly vicious com- 
modity. Never home. Out all night, Dirty, muddy, disorderly. 
You’re a teuible commodity. I just liked the package it was 
put up in. That was all. I’m glad you’re going away. 

Philip. Really ? 

Dorothy. Yes, really. You and your commodity. But you 
didn’t have to mention all those places if we weren’t ever 
going to them. 

Philip. I’m very sorry. That wasn’t kind. 

Dorothy. Oh, don’t be kind either. You’re frightful when 
you’re kind. Only kind people should try being kmd. You’re 
horrible when you’re kmd. And you didn’t have to mention 
them in tlie daytime. 

Philip. I’m sorry. 

Dorothy Oh, don’t be sorry. You’re at your worst when 
you’re sorry I can’t stand you sorry. Just get out. 

Philip. Well, good-bye. 

[He puts his arms around her to l(tss her] 
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Dorothy, Don’t kiss me either. You 11 kiss me and then 
you’ll go right m to commodities. I know you. 

[pHiLiP holds her tight and I^isses her\ 

Oh, Phihp, Philip, Philip. 

Philip. Good-bye. 

Dorothy. You — you — you don’t want the commodity? 
Philip. I can’t afilord it. 

[dorothy tmsts away from him^ 

Dorothy. Then, go then. 

Philip. Good-bye. 

Dorothy. Oh, get out. 

[pHiLip goes out the door and into his room, max is still 
sitting in the chair. In the other room dorothy rings 
the bell for the maid\ 

Max. So? 

[pHiLip stands there looking into the electric stove, max 
loo\s into the stove too. In the other room petra has 
come to the door\ 

Petra. Yes, Senorita. 

[dorothy is sitting on the bed. Her head is up hut 
there are tears lunning down her cheeks, petra goes 
over to her\ 

What is it, Sehorita ? 

Dorothy. Oh, Petra, he’s bad just as you said he was. He’s 
bad, bad, bad. And like a damn fool I thought we were going 
to be happy. But he’s bad. 

Petra. Yes, Sehorita. 

Dorothy. But oh, Petra, the trouble is I love him. 

[petra stands there by the bed with dorothy. In Room 
no PHILIP stands in front of the night table. He pours 
himself a whiskey and puts water in it^ 
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Philip. Anita. 

Anita. [From inside the bathroom] Yes, Philip. 

Philip. Anita, come out whenever you’ve finished your 
batli. 

hlAX. I go. 

Philip. No. Stay around. 

Max. No. No. No. Please, I go. 

Philip. [In a very dry fiat voice] Anita, was the water hot.^^ 
Anita. [Fiom inside the bathroom] Was lovely bath. 

Max. I go. Please, please, please, I go. 

CURTAIN 



THE SHORT HAPPY LIFE OF 
FRANCIS MACOMBER 


It was now lunch time and tliey were all sitting under the 
double green fly of the dmmg tent pretending that nothing had 
happened. 

“Will you have lime juice or lemon squash?” Macomber 
asked. 

“ril have a gimlet,” Robert Wilson told him. 

“I’ll have a gimlet too. I need somethmg,” Macomber’s wife 
said. 

“I suppose It’s the thing to do,” Macomber agreed. “Tell him 
to make three gimlets.” 

The mess boy had started them already, lifting die bottles 
out of the canvas coolmg bags that sweated wet in the wmd 
that blew through the trees that shaded the tents. 

“What had I ought to give them?” Macomber asked. 

“A quid would be plenty,” Wilson told him. “You don’t 
want to spoil them.” 

“Will the headman distribute it^^” 

“Absolutely.” 

Francis Macomber had, half an hour before, been carried to 
his tent fiom the edge of the camp m triumph on the arms and 
shoulders of the cook, the personal boys, the skinner and the 
porters. The gun-bearers had taken no part in the demonstra- 
tion. When the native boys put him down at the door of his 
tent, he had shaken all their hands, received their congratula- 
tions, and then gone mto the tent and sat on the bed until his 
wife came m. She did not speak to him when she came m and 
he left the tent at once to wash his face and hands in the port- 
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able wash basin outside and go over to the dining tent to sit 
m a comfortable canvas chair in the breeze and the shade. 

“You’ve got your hon,” Robert Wilson said to him, “and a 
damned fine one too.” 

Mrs. Macomber looked at V/ilson quickly. She was an ex-< 
tremely handsome and well-kept woman of the beauty and so- 
cial position which had, five years before, commanded five 
thousand dollars as the price of endorsmg, with photographs, a 
beauty product which she had never used. She had been mar- 
ried to Francis Macomber for eleven years. 

“He is a good lion, isn’t he?” Macomber said. His wife 
looked at him now. She looked at both these men as though 
she had never seen them before. 

One, Wilson, the white hunter, she knew she had never truly 
seen before. He was about middle height with sandy hair, a 
stubby mustache, a very red face and extremely cold blue eyes 
with faint white wrinkles at the corners that grooved merrily 
when he smiled. He smiled at her now and she looked away 
from his face at die way his shoulders sloped in the loose tunic 
he wore with die four big cartridges held in loops where the 
left breast pocket should have been, at his big brown hands, his 
old slacks, his very dirty boots and back to kis red face again. 
She noticed where the baked red of his face stopped m a while 
line that marked die circle left by his Stetson hat that hung 
nov/ from one of the pegs of the tent pole 

“Well, here’s to the lion,” Robert Wilson said. He smiled 
at her again and, not smilmg, she looked curiously at her hus- 
band. 

Francis Macomber was very tall, very well built if you did 
not mind that length of bone, dark, his hair cropped like an 
oarsman, rather thin-lipped, and was considered handsome. Fie 
was dressed in the same sort of safari clothes that Wilson wore 
except that his were new, he was thirty-five years old, kept r im- 
self very fit, was good at court games, had a number of big- 
game fishing records, and had just shown himself, very pub- 
licly, to be a coward. 



“Here’s to the lion,” he said. “I can’t ever thank you for what 
you did.” 

Margaret, his wife, looked away from Jiim and back to Wil- 
son. 

“Let’s not talk about the lion,” she said. 

Wilson looked over at her without smiling and now she 

smiled at him. 

“It’s been a very strange day,” she said. “Hadn’t you ought 
to put your hat on even under the canvas at noon } You told me 
that, you know.” 

“Might put it on,” said Wilson. 

“You know you have a very red face, Mr. Wilson,” she told 
him and smiled again. 

“Drink,” said Wilson. 

“I don’t think so,” she said. “Francis drinks a great deal, but 
his face is never red.” 

“It’s red today,” Macomber tried a joke. 

“No,” said Margaret. “It’s mme diat’s red today. But Mr. 
Wilson’s IS always red.” 

“Must be racial,” said Wilson. “I say, you wouldn’t hke to 
drop my beauty as a topic, would you^” 

“I’ve just started on it.” 

“Let’s chuck it,” said Wilson. 

“Conversation is going to be so difficult,” Margaret said. 
“Don’t be silly, Margot,” her husband said. 

“No difficulty,” Wilson said. “Got a damn fine lion.” 

Margot looked at them both and they both saw that she was 
going to cry. Wilson had seen it coming for a long time and 
he dreaded it. Macomber was past dreadmg it. 

“I wish it hadn’t happened. Oh, I wish it hadn’t happened,” 
she said and started for her tent. She made no noise of crying 
but they could see that her shoulders were shakmg under the 
rose-colored, sun-proofed shirt she wore. 

“Women upset,” said Wilson to the tall man. “Amounts to 
nothmg. Stram on the nerves and one thmg’n another.” 
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Noj said Macomber. “I suppose tiiat I rate that for the rest 
of my life now.” 

Nonsense. Let s have a spot of the giant killer,” said Wilson. 
“Forget the whole tiling. Nothing to it anyway.” 

We might try,^ said Macomber. “I won’t forget what you 
did for me though.” 

“Notliing,” said Wilson. “All nonsense.” 

So they sat there in the shade where the camp was pitched 
under some wide-topped acacia trees with a boulder-strewn clifF 
behind them, and a stretch of grass that ran to the bank of a 
boulder-filled stream in front with forest beyond it, and drank 
their just-cool lime drmks and avoided one another’s eyes while 
the boys set the table for lunch. Wilson could tell that the boys 
all knew about it now and when he saw Macomber’s personal 
boy lookmg curiously at his master while he was puttmg dishes 
on the table he snapped at him m Swahili. The boy turned 
away with his face blank. 

“What were you tellmg him ?” Macomber asked. 

“Nothing. Told him to look alive or I’d see he got about 
fifteen of the best.” 

“What’s that^ Lashes?” 

“It’s quite illegal,” Wilson said. “You’re supposed to fine 
them.” 

“Do you still have diem whipped ?” 

“Oh, yes. They could raise a row if they chose to complain. 
But they don’t. They prefer it to the fines.” 

“How strange!” said Macomber. 

“Not strange, really,” Wilson said. “Which would you rather 
do? Take a good birching or lose your pay?” 

Then he felt embarrassed at asking it and before Macomber 
could answer he went on, “We all take a beating every day, you 
know, one way or another.” 

This was no better. “Good God,’ he thought. I am a diplo- 
mat, aren’t I ?” t 1 1 • 

“Yes, we take a beating,” said Macomber, still not looking at 



J06 the short happy life 

him. “I’m awfully sorry about that lion business. It doesn’t 
have to go any furtlier, does it.^^ I mean no one will hear about 
it, will they.?” 

“You mean will I tell it at the Mathaiga Club?” Wilson 
looked at him now coldly. He had not expected this. So he’s a 
bloody four-letter man as well as a bloody coward, he thought. 
I rather liked him too until today. But how is one to know 
about an American .? 

“No,” said Wilson. “I’m a professional hunter. We never talk 
about our clients. You can be quite easy on that. It’s supposed 
to be bad form to ask us not to talk though.” 

He had decided now that to break would be much easier. 
He would eat, then, by himself and could read a book widi Ins 
meals. They would eat by themselves. He would see them 
through the safari on a very formal basis— what was it the 
French called it ? Distmguished consideration— and it would be 
a damn sight easier than having to go through this emotional 
trash. He’d insult him and make a good clean break. Then he 
could read a book with his meals and he’d still be drmkmg 
their whisky. That was the phrase for it when a safari went 
bad. You ran into another white hunter and you asked, “How 
IS every thmg gomg?” and he answered, “Oh, I’m still drinking 
their whisky,” and you knew everythmg had gone to pot. 

“I’m sorry,” Macomber said and" looked at him with his 
American face that would stay adolescent until it became mid- 
dle-aged, and Wilson noted his crew-cropped hair, fine eyes 
only famtly shifty, good nose, thm lips and handsome jaw. 
“I’m sorry I didn’t realize that. There are lots of thmgs I don’t 
know.” 

So what could he do, Wilson drought. He was all ready to 
break it off quickly and neatly and here the beggar was apolo- 
gizmg after he had just insulted him. He made one more at- 
tempt. “Don’t worry about me talkmg,” he said. “I have a liv- 
ing to make. You know in Africa no woman ever misses her 
hon and no white man ever bolts.” 

“I bolted like a rabbit,” Macomber said. 
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Now what m hell were you going to do about a man who 
talked like that, Wilson wondered. 

Wilson looked at Macomber with his flat, blue, machine-gun- 
ner’s eyes and the other smiled back at him. He had a pleasant 
smile if you did not notice how his eyes showed when he was 
hurt. 

“Maybe I can fix it up on buffalo,” he said. “We’re after them 
next, aren’t we 

“In the mornmg if you like,” Wilson told him. Perhaps he 
had been wrong. This was certainly the way to take it. You 
most certainly could not tell a damned thing about an Ameri- 
can. He was all for Macomber agam. If you could forget the 
morning. But, of course, you couldn’t. The mornmg had been 
about as bad as they come. 

“Here comes the Memsahib,” he said. She was walkmg over 
from her tent looking refreshed and cheerful and quite lovely. 
She had a very perfect oval face, so perfect that you expected 
her to be stupid. But she wasn’t stupid, Wilson thought, no, 
not stupid. 

“How is the beautiful red-faced Mr. Wilson ^ Are you feeling 
better, Francio, my pearH” 

“Oh, much,” said Macomber. 

“I’ve dropped the whole thmg,” she said, sitting down at the 
table. “What importance is there to whether Francis is any 
good at killing lions ^ That’s not his trade. That’s Mr. Wilson s 
trade. Mr. Wilson is really very impressive killing anything. 

You do kill any thmg, don’t you?” 

“Oh, anything,” said Wilson. “Simply anything. They are, 
he thought, the hardest in the world; the hardest, the cruelest, 
the most predatory and the most attractive and their men have 
softened or gone to pieces nervously as they have hardened. Or 
is It that they pick men they can handle ? They can t know that 
much at the age they marry, he thought. He was grateful that 
he had gone through his education on American women be- 
fore now because this was a very attractive one. 

“We’re gomg after buff in the mornmg,” he told her. 
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“Fm coming,” she said. 

“No, you’re not.” 

“Oh, yes, I am. Mayn’t I, Francis?” 

“Why not stay m campf*” 

“Not for any thin g,” she said. “I wouldn’t miss something like 
today for anything.” 

When she left, Wilson was thinking, when she went off to 
cry, she seemed a hell of a fine woman. She seemed to under- 
stand, to realize, to be hurt for him and for herself and to know 
how things really stood. She is away for twenty mmutes and 
now she is back, simply enamelled in that American female 
cruelty. They are the damnedest women. Really the damnedest. 

“We’ll put on another show for you tomorrow,” Francis 
Macomber said. 

“You’re not coming,” Wilson said. 

“You’re very mistaken,” she told him. “And I want so to sec 
you perform again. You were lovely this mornmg. That is if 
blowmg things’ heads off is lovely.” 

“Here’s the lunch,” said Wilson. “You’re very merry, aren’t 
you^^” 

“Why not? I didn’t come out here to be dull.” 

“Well, it hasn’t been dull,” Wilson said. He could see the 
boulders in the river and the high bank beyond with the trees 
and he remembered the morning. 

“Oh, no,” she said. “It’s been charmmg. And tomorrow. You 
don’t know how I look forward to tomorrow.” 

“That’s eland he’s offering you,” Wilson said. 

“They’re the big cowy thmgs that jump like hares, aren’t 
they ?” 

“I suppose that describes them,” Wilson said. 

“It’s very good meat,” Macomber said. 

“Did you shoot it, Francis?” she asked. 

“Yes.” 

“They’re not dangerous, are they ?” 

“Only if they fall on you ” Wilson told her. 

“I’m so glad.” 



“Why not let up on the bitchery just a little, Margot,” Ma- 
comber said, cutting the eland steak and putting some mashed 
potato, gravy and carrot on the down-turned fork that tined 
through tlie piece of meat. 

“I suppose I could,” she said, “since you put it so prettily.” 

‘"Tonight we’ll have champagne for the lion,” Wilson said. 
“It’s a bit too hot at noon.” 

‘"Oh, the lion,” Margot said. “I’d forgotten the lion!” 

So, Robert Wilson thought to himself, she is giving bim a 
ride, isn’t she ? Or do you suppose that’s her idea of putting up 
a good show? How should a woman act when she discovers 
her husband is a bloody coward ? She’s damn cruel but they’re 
all cruel. They govern, of course, and to govern one has to be 
cruel sometimes. Still, I’ve seen enough of their damn terrorism. 

“Have some more eland,” he said to her politely. 

That afternoon, late, Wilson and Macomber went out in the 
motor car with the native driver and die two gun-bearers. Mrs. 
Macomber stayed in the camp. It was too hot to go out, she 
said, and she was going with them in the early morning. As 
they drove off Wilson saw her standing under the big tree, 
looking pretty rather than beautiful in her faintly rosy khaki, 
her dark hair drawn back off her forehead and gathered in a 
knot low on her neck, her face as fresb, he thought, as though 
she were in England. She waved to them as the car went off 
through the swale of high grass and curved around through 
the trees into the small hills of orchard bush. 

In the orchard bush they found a herd of impala, and leaving 
the car they stalked one old ram with long, wide-spread horns * 
and Macomber killed it with a very creditable shot that knocked 
the buck down at a good two hundred yards and sent the herd 
oflF bounding wildly and leaping over one another s backs in 
long, leg-di awn-up leaps as unbelievable and as floating as those 

one makes sometimes in dreams. 

“That was a good shot,” Wilson said. “They re a small 

target.” 

“Is it a worth-while head Macomber asked. 
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“It’s excellent,” Wilson told him. “You shoot like that and 

3WII have no trouble.” 

“Do you think eve’ll find buffalo tomoirow?” 

“There’s a good chance of it. They feed out early in the 
morning and with luck we may catch them in the open.” 

“I’d like to clear away that lion business,” Macombcr said. 
“It’s not very pleasant to have your wife sec you do some- 
thing like that.” 

I should think it would be even more unpleasant to do it, 
Wilson thought, wife or no wife, or to talk about it having done 
It. But he said, “I wouldn’t think about that any more. Any 
one could be upset by his first lion. That’s all over.” 

But that night after dmner and a whisky and soda by the 
fire before going to bed, as Francis Macomber lay on his cot 
with the mosquito bar over him and listened to the night noises 
It was not all over. It was neither all over nor was it beginning. 
It was there exactly as it happened with soine parts of it in- 
delibly emphasized and he was miserably ashamed at it. But 
more than shame he felt cold, hollow fear m him. The fear 
was still there like a cold slimy hollow in all the emptiness 
where once his confidence had been and it made him feel sick. 
It was still there with him now. 

It had started the night before when he had wakened and 
heard the lion roaring somewhere up along the river. It was a 
deep sound and at the end there were sort of coughmg grunts 
that made him seem just outside the tent, and when Francis 
Macomber Vv^oke m the night to hear it he was afraid. He 
could hear his wife breathing quietly, asleep. There was no one 
to tell he was afraid, nor to be afraid with him, and, lying 
alone, he did not know the Somali proverb that says a brave 
man is always frightened three times by a lion; when he first 
sees his track, when he first hears him roar and when he first 
confronts him. Then while they were eating breakfast by lan- 
tern light out in the dining tent, before the sun was up, the lion 

roared agam and Francis thought he was just at the edge of 
camp 
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Sounds like an old-timer, ’ Robert Wilson said, looking up 
from his kippers and coRee. “Listen to him cough.” 

“Is he very close 

“A mile or so up the stream.” 

“Will we see him?” 

“We’ll have a look.” 

“Does his roaring carry that far ? It sounds as though he were 
right in camp.” 

“Carries a hell of a long way,” said Robert Wilson. “It’s 
strange the way it carries. Hope he’s a shootable cat. The boys 
said there was a very big one about here.” 

“If I get a shot, where should I hit him,” Macomber asked, 
“to stop him ?” 

“In the shoulders,” Wilson said. “In the neck if you can 
make it. Shoot for bone. Break him down.” 

“I hope I can place it properly,” Macomber said. 

“You shoot very well,” Wilson told him “Take your time. 
Make sure of him. The first one in is the one that counts.” 
“What range will it be ?” 

“Can’t tell. Lion has something to say about that. Won’t shoot 
unless It’s close enough so you can make sure.” 

“At under a hundred yards ?” Macomber asked. 

Wilson looked at him quickly. 

“Hundred’s about right. Might have to take him a bit under. 
Shouldn’t chance a shot at much over that A hundred s a 
decent range. You can hit him wherever you want at that Here 
comes the Memsahib.” 

“Good morning,” she said “Are we going after tiiat 
“As soon as you deal with your breakfast, Wilson said. 

“How are you feeling?” 

“Marvellous,” she said. “I’m very excited. 

“I’ll just go and see that everything is ready,” Wilson went 

oil. As he left the lion roared again. 

“Noisy beggar,” Wilson said. “We’ll put a stop to tliat.' 

“What’s the matter, Francis ?” his wife asked him. 

“Nothing,” Macomber said. 
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‘Tes, there is ” she said. “What are you upset about.?” 
“Nothing,” he said. 

“Tell me,” she looked at him. “Don’t you feel well?” 

“It’s that damned roaring,” he said. “It’s been going on all 
night, you know.” 

“Why didn’t you wake me,” she said. “I’d love to have 
heard it.” 

“I’ve got to kill the damned thing,” Macomber said, miser- 
ably. 

“Well, that’s what you’re out here for, isn’t it?” 

“Yes. But I’m nervous. Hearing the thing roar gets on my 
nerves.” 

“Well tlien, as Wilson said, kill him and stop his roar- 
mg. 

“Yes, darling,” said Francis Macomber. “It sounds easy, 
doesn’t it ?” 

“You’re not afraid, are you ?” 

“Of course not. But I’m nervous from hearing him roar all 
night.” 

“You’ll kill him marvellously,” she said. “I .know you wilk 
I’m awfully anxious to see it.” 

“Fmish your breakfast and we’ll be starting.” 

“It’s not light yet,” she said. “This is a ridiculous hour.” 

Just then the lion roared in a deep-chested moaning, sud- 
denly guttural, ascending vibration that seemed to shake the 
air and ended in a sigh and a heavy, deep-chested grunt. 

“He sounds almost here,” Macomber’s wife said. 

“My God,” said Macomber. “I hate that damned noise.” 

“It’s very impressive.” 

“Impressive. It’s frightful.” 

^ Robert Wilson came up then carrying his short, ugly, shock- 
ingly big-bored .505 Gibbs and grinning. 

Come on,” he said. “Your gun-bearer has your Springfield 
and the big gun. Everything’s in the car. Have you solids ?” 
“Yes ” 

“Fm ready,” Mrs. Macomber said. 
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“Must make him stop tiiat racket,” Wilson said. “You get in 
front. The Mcmsahib can sit back here with me.” 

^ They climbed into the motor car and, m the gray first day- 
light, moved off up the river tlirough the trees. Macomber 
opened the breech of his rifle and saw he had metal-cased bul- 
lets, shut the bolt and put the rifle on safety. He saw his hand 
was trembling. He felt in his pocket for more cartridges and 
moved his fingers over the cartridges in the loops of his tunic 
front. He turned back to where Wilson sat in the rear seat of 
tlic doorless, box-bodied motor car beside his wife, them both 
grinning with excitement, and Wilson leaned forward and 
whispered, 

“See the birds dropping. Means the old boy has left his kill.” 
On the far bank of die stream Macomber could see, above the 
trees, vultures circling and plummeting down. 

“Chances are he 11 come to drmk along here,” Wilson whis- 
pered. “Before he goes to lay up. Keep an eye out.” 

They were driving slowly along the high bank of the stream 
which here cut deeply to its boulder-filled bed, "and they wound 
in and out dirough big trees as they drove Macomber was 
watching the opposite bank when he felt Wilson take hold of 
his arm. The car stopped. 

“There he is,” he heaid the whisper. “Ahead and to the right. 
Get out and take him. He’s a marvellous lion.” 

Macomber saw the lion now. He was standing almost broad- 
side, his great head up and turned toward them. The early 
morning breeze that blew toward them was just stirring his 
dark mane, and the lion looked huge, silhouetted on the rise of 
bank in the gray morning light, his shoulders heavy, his barrel 

of a body bulkmg smoothly. 

“How far is he?” asked Macomber, raising his rifle. 

“About seventy-five. Get out and take him. 

“Why not shoot from where I am ?” 

“You don’t shoot them from cars,” he heard Wilson saying 
in his ear. “Get out. He’s not going to stay there all day. 
Macomber stepped out of the curved opening at the side of 
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the front seat, onto the step and down onto tlic ground. The 
lion still stood looking majestically and coolly toward diis ol> 
ject tliat his eyes only showed m silhouette, bulking like some 
super-rhino. There was no man smell cairicd lowaid him and 
he watched the object, moving his great head a link from side 
to side. Then watchmg the object, not afraid, but hesitating 
before going down the bank to drink with such a thing op- 
posite him, he saw a man figure detach itself from it and he 
turned his heavy head and swung away toward the cover of the 
trees as he heard a cracking crash and felt the slam of a .30-06 
220-gram solid bullet that bit his flank and ripped in sudden hot 
scalding nausea through his stomach. He tiottcd, heavy, big- 
footed, swmging wounded full-bellied, through the trees toward 
the tall grass and cover, and the crash came again to go past 
him ripping the air apart. Then it crashed again and he felt 
the blow as it hit his lower ribs and ripped on tlirougli, blood 
sudden hot and frothy in his mouth, and he galloped toward 
the high grass where he could crouch and not be seen and 
make diem bring the crashmg diing close enough so he could 
make a rush and get the man that held it. 

Macomber had not thought how the lion felt as he got out 
of the car. He only knew his hands were shaking and as he 
walked away from die car it was almost impossible for him to 
make his legs move. They were stiff in the diighs, but he could 
feel the muscles fluttering. He raised the rifle, sighted on the 
junction of the lion’s head and shoulders and pulled the trigger. 
Nothing happened though he pulled until he thought his fin- 
ger would break. Then he knew he had the safety on and as he 
lowered the rifle to move the safety over he moved another 
frozen pace forward, and the lion seemg his silhouette now 
clear of the silhouette of the car, turned and started off at a 
trot, and, as Macomber fired, he heard a whunk that meant 
that the bullet was home; but the lion kept on going. Ma- 
comber shot again and every one saw the bullet tlirow a spout 
of dirt beyond the trotting lion. He shot again, remembering 
to lower his aim^ and they ail heard the bullet hit, and the lion 
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went into a gallop and was m tlie tall grass before lie had the 
bolt pushed forward. 

Macombcr stood there feeling sick at his stomach, his hands 
that lield the Springfield still cocked, shaking, and his wife and 
Robert Wilson were standing by him. Beside him too were the 
two gun-bearers chattering m Wakamba. 

“I hit him,” Macomber said. “I hit him twice.”- 

“You gut-shot him and you hit him somewhere forward,” 
Wilson said without enthusiasm. The gun-bearers looked very 
grave. They were silent now. 

“You may have killed him,” Wilson went on. “Well have to 
wait a while before we go m to find out.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“Let him get sick before we follow him up.” 

“Oh,” said Macomber. 

“He’s a hell of a fine lion,” Wilson said cheerfully. “He’s got- 
ten into a bad place diough.” 

“Why is It bad ?” 

“Can’t see him until you’re on him.” 

“Oh,” said Macomber. 

“Come on,” said Wilson. “The Memsahib can stay here in 
the car. We’ll go to have a look at the blood spoor.” 

“Stay here, Margot,” Macomber said to his wife. His mouth 
was very dry and it was hard for him to talk. 

“Why ?” she asked. 

“Wilson says to.” 

“We’re going to have a look,” Wilson said. “You stay here. 
You can see even better from here ” 

“All right.” 

Wilson spoke in Swahili to the driver. He nodded and said, 
“Yes, Bwana.” 

Then they went down the steep bank and across the stream, 
climbing over and around the boulders and up the other bank, 
pulling up by some projecting roots, and along it until they 
found where the lion had been trottmg when Macomber first 
shot. There was dark blood on the short grass that the gum 
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beareri pointed out with, grass stems, and that ran away behind 
the river bank trees. 

“What do we do ?” asked Macomber. 

“Not much choice,” said Wilson. “We can’t bring the car 
over. Bank’s too steep. We’ll let him stiJden up a bit and then 
you and I’ll go in and have a look for him.” 

“Can’t we set the grass on fire?” Macomber asked. 

“Too green.” 

“Can’t we send beaters?” 

Wilson looked at him appraisingly. “Of course we can,” he 
said. “But it’s just a touch murderous. You see we know the 
hon’s wounded. You can drive an unwounded lion— he’ll move 
on ahead of a noise— but a wounded lion’s going to charge. You 
can’t see him until you’re right on him. He’ll make himself 
perfectly flat m cover you wouldn’t thmk would hide a hare. 
You can’t very well send boys in there to that sort of a show. 
Somebody bound to get mauled.” 

“What about the gun-bearers?” 

“Oh, they’ll go with us. It’s their shaun. You see, they signed 
on for it. They don’t look too happy though, do they?” 

“I don’t want to go in there,” said Macomber. It was out be- 
fore he knew he’d said it. 

“Neither do I,” said Wilson very cheerily. “Really no choice 
though.” Then, as an afterthought, he glanced at Macomber 
and saw suddenly how he was trembhng and the pitiful look 
on his face. 

“You don’t have to go in, of course,” he said. “That’s what 
I m hired for, you know. That’s why I’m so expensive.” 

“You mean you’d go in by yourself? Why not leave him 
there ?” 

^ Robert Wilson, whose entire occupation had been with the 
lion and the problem he presented, and who had not been 
thinkmg about Macomber except to note that he was rather 
windy, suddenly felt as though he had opened the wrong door 
in a hotel and seen something shameful. 

“What do you mean?” 
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“Why not just leave him?” 

“You mean pretend to ourselves he hasn’t been hit?” 

“No. Just drop It.” 

“It isn’t done.” 

“Why not?” 

“For one thing, he’s certain to be suffermg. For another, 
some one else might run onto him.” 

I see. 

“But you don’t have to have anything to do 'with it.” 

I’d like to,” Macomber said. “I’m just scared, you kno'w.” 

“I’ll go ahead when we go m,” Wilson said, “with Kongoni 
tracking. You keep behind me and a little to one side. Chances 
are we’ll hear him growl. If we see him we’ll both shoot. Don’t 
worry about anything. I’ll keep you backed up. As a matter of 
fact, you know, perhaps you’d better not go. It might be much 
better. Why don’t you go over and join the Memsahib while I 
just get It over with ?” 

“No, I want to go ” 

“All right,” said Wilson. “But don’t go in if you don’t want 
to. This is my shaun now, you know.” 

“I want to go,” said Macomber. 

They sat under a tree and smoked. 

“Want to go back and speak to the Memsahib while we’re 
waitmg?” Wilson asked. 

“No.” 

“I’ll just step back and tell her to be patient.” 

“Good,” said Macomber. He sat there, sweating under his 
arms, his mouth dry, his stomach hollow feeling, wanting to 
find courage to tell Wilson to go on and finish off the lion 
without him. He could not know that Wilson was furious be- 
cause he had not noticed the state he was in earlier and sent 
him back to his wife. While he sat there Wilson came up. I 
have your big gun,’^ he said. Take it. W^e ve given him time, 

I think. Come on.” 

Macomber took the big gun and Wilson said. 
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“Keep behind me etna nboiU five yards to the rii^ht and do 
exactly as I tell you.” Then he spoke in Swahili to the two gun- 
bearers who looked the pictuic of gloom. 

“Let’s go,” he said. 

“Could I have a drink of water?” Macomber asked. Wilson 
spoke to the older gun-bearer, who wore a canteen on his bellj 
and the man unbuckled it, unscrewed the top and handed it to 
Macomber, who took it noticing how hcav^ it seemed and how 
hairy and shoddy the felt covering was in Ins hand. He raised 
It to drink and looked ahead at the high grass v,ith the flat- 
topped trees behind it. A breeze was blowing toward them and 
the grass rippled gently in the wind. He looked at the gun- 
bearer and he could see the gun-bearer was suffering too with 
fear. 

Thirty-five yards into die grass the big lion lay flattened 
out along the ground. His cars were back and his only move- 
ment was a slight twitching up and down of his long, black- 
tufted tail. He had turned at bay as soon as he had reached this 
cover and he was sick with the wound through his full belly, 
and weakening with the wound through his lungs that 
brought a thin foamy red to his mouth each time he breathed. 
His flanks were wet and hot and flies were on the litdc open- 
ings the solid bullets had made in his tawny hide, and his 
big yellow eyes, narrowed with hate, looked straight ahead, 
only blinking when the pam came as he breathed, and his 
claws dug in the soft baked earth. All of him, pain, sickness, 
hatred and all of his remaining strength, was tightening into 
an absolute concentration for a rush. He could hear the men 
tallang and he waited, gathering all of himself into this prepa- 
ration for a charge as soon as the men would come into 
the grass. As he heard their voices his tail stiffened to twitch 
up and down, and, as they came into the edge of the grass, 
he made a coughing grunt and charged. 

Kongoni. the old gun-bearer, in the lead watching the blood 
spoor, Wilson watching the grass for any movement, his big 
gun r<^ady, the second gun-bearer looking ahead and listening, 
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Macomber close to Wilson, his rifle cocked, they had just moved 
into tlie grass when h^acomber heard the blood-choked cough- 
mg grunt, and saw the swishmg rush in the grass. The next 
tiling he knew he was running; runnmg wildly, in panic in 
the open, lunning toward the stream. 

He heard the ca-ra-wong^ of Wilson’s big rifle, and again 
m a second crashmg carawongf and turnmg saw the lion, 
horrible-looking now, with half his head seeming to be gone, 
crawlmg toward Wilson m die edge of the tall grass while 
the red-faced man worked the bolt on die short ugly rifle and 
aimed carefully as another blasting carawongf came from 
die muzzle, and the crawling, heavy, yellow bulk of the 
lion stiffened and the huge, mutilated head slid forward and 
Macomber, standing by himself m the clearing where he had 
run, holding a loaded rifle, while two black men and a white 
man looked back at him m contempt, knew the lion was dead. 
He came toward Wilson, his tallness all seeming a naked 
reproach, and Wilson looked at him and said: 

“Want to take pictures?” 

“No,” he said. 

That was all any one had said until they reached the motor 
car. Then Wilson had said: 

“Hell of a fine lion. Boys will skin him out. We might as 
well stay here in the shade.” 

Macomber’s wife had not looked at him nor he at her and he 
had sat by her m the back seat with Wilson sittmg in the front 
seat. Once he had reached over and taken his wife’s hand with- 
out looking at her and she had removed her hand from his. 
Looking across the stream to where the gun-bearers were skin- 
ning out the lion he could see that she had been able to see the 
whole thing While they sat there his wife had reached forward 
and put her hand on 'Wilsons shoulder. He turned and she 
had leaned forward over the low seat and kissed him on the 

mouth. 

“Oh, I say,” said Wilson, going redder than his natural baked 
color. 
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“Mr. Robert Wilson,” she said. “Tlic bcaiitiful rtd-fneed Mr. 
Robert Wilson.” 

Then she sat down beside Macomber again and loohxd away 
across the stream to where the lion lay, with uiihflcd, vJiitc- 
muscled, tendon-marked naked forearms, and v.'hiic bloating 
belly, as the black men fleshed away the skin. Finally the gnn- 
bearers brought the skin over, wet and heavy, and climbed m 
bchmd with it, rolling it up before they got m, and the motor 
car started. No one had said anything more until they were 
back in camp. 

That was the story of the lion. Macomber did not know' how 
tire lion had felt before he started Ins rush, nor during it when 
the unbelievable smash of the .505 with a muzzle velocity of 
two tons had hit him m the mouth, nor what kept him com- 
ing after that, when the second ripping crash had smashed 
Ins hind quarters and he had come crawling on toward the 
crashing, blastmg thing that had destroyed him. Wilson knew 
somethmg about it and only expressed it by sa>ing, “Damned 
fine lion,” but Macomber did not know how Wilson felt about 
things eidier. He did not know how his wife felt except tliat 
she was through with him. 

His wife had been through with him before but it never 
lasted. He was very wealthy, and would be much w’calthicr^ 
and he knew she would not leave him ever now. That w'as one 
of the few thmgs that he really knew. He knew about that, 
about motor cycles — that was earliest — about motor cars, about 
duck-shooting, about fishing, trout, salmon and big-sea, about 
sex in books, many books, too many books, about all court 
games, about dogs, not much about horses, about hanging on 
to his money, about most of the other things his world dealt in, 
and about his wife not leaving him. His wife had been a great 
beauty and she was still a great beauty in Africa, but she was not 
a great enough beauty any more at home to be able to leave him 
and better herself and she knew it and he knew it. She had 
missed the chance to leave him and lie knew it. If he had been 
better with women she would probably have started to worr^' 



about him getting another new, beautiful wife; but she knew 
too much about him to worry about him either. Also, he had 
always had a great tolerance which seemed the nicest thmg 
about him if it were not the most sinister. 

All in all they were known as a comparatively happily mar- 
ried couple, one of those whose disruption is often rumored but 
never occurs, and as the society columnist put it, they were 
addmg more than a spice of adventure to their much envied 
and ever-endurmg 'Romance by a Sajari m what was known as 
Darkest Africa until the Martin Johnsons lighted it on so many 
silver screens where they were pursuing Old Simba the lion, the 
buffalo, Tembo the elephant and as well collecting specimens 
for the Museum of Natural History. This same columnist had 
reported them on the verge as least three times in the past and 
they had been. But they always made it up. They had a 
sound basis of union. Margot was too beautiful for Macomber 
to divorce her and Macomber had too much money for Margot 
ever to leave him. 

It was now about three o’clock in the morning and Francis 
Macomber, who had been asleep a little while after he had 
stopped thmking about the lion, wakened and then slept again, 
woke suddenly, frightened m a dream of the bloody-headed 
lion standing over him, and listening while his heart pounded, 
he realized that his wife was not in the other cot m the tent. 
He lay awake with that knowledge for two hours. 

At the end of that time his wife came into the tent, lifted her 
mosquito bar and crawled cozily into bed. 

“Where have you been ?” Macomber asked in the darkness. 

“Hello,” she said. “Are you awake 

“Where have you been.?” 

“I just went out to get a breath of air.” 

“You did, like hell.” 

“What do you want me to say, darling.?” 

“Where have you been?” 

“Out to get a breath of air.” 

“That’s a new name for it. You are a bitch.” 
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“Well, you’re a coward.” 

“All right,” he said. “What of it?” 

“Nothing as far as I’m concerned. But please let’s not talk, 
darling, because I’m veiy sleepy.” 

“You dunk that I’ll take anything.” 

“I know you will, sweet.” 

“Well, I won’t.” 

“Please, darling, let’s not talk. I’m so very sleepy.” 

“There wasn’t gomg to be any of that. You promised there 
wouldn’t be.” 

“Well, there is now,” she said sweetly. 

“You said if we made this trip that there would be none 
of that. You promised.” 

“Yes, darlmg. That’s the way I meant it to be. But the trip 
was spoiled yesterday. We don’t have to talk about it, do 
we?” 

“You don’t wait long when you have an advantage, do you?” 
“Please let’s not talk. I’m so sleepy, darling.” 

“I’m going to talk.” 

“Don’t mind me then, because I’m going to sleep.” And she 
did. 

At breakfast they were all three at die table before daylight 
and Francis Macomber found that, of all the many men that 
he had hated, he hated Robert Wilson the most. 

“Sleep well?” Wilson asked m his throaty voice, fillmg a 

pipCc 

“Did you?” 

“Topping,” the white hunter told him. 

You bastard, thought Macomber, you insolent bastard. 

So she woke him when she came in, Wilson thought, look- 
ing at them both with his flat, cold eyes. Well, why doesn’t 
he keep his wife where she belongs? What does he dunk I 
am, a bloody plaster saint? Let him keep her where she be- 
longs. It’s his own fault. 

Do you think we’ll find buffalo?” Margot asked, pushmg- 
away a dish of apricots. 
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“Chance of it,” Wilson said and smiled at her. “Why don’t 
you stay in camp?” 

“Not for anythmg,” she told him. 

“Why not order her to stay m camp?” Wilson said to 
Macomber. 

“You order her,” said Macomber coldly. 

“Let’s not have any ordering, nor,” turnmg^to Macomber, 
“any silliness, Francis,” Margot said quite pleasantly. 

“Are you ready to start ?” Macomber asked. 

“Any time,” Wilson told him. “Do you want the Memsahib 
to go ?” 

“Does It make any difference whether I do or not?” 

The hell with it, thought Robert Wilson. The utter com- 
plete hell with it. So this is what it’s going to-be like. Well, 
this IS what it’s going to be like, then. 

“Makes no difference,” he said. 

“You’re sure you wouldn’t like to stay in camp with her 
yourself and let me go out and hunt the buffalo?” Macomber 
- asked. 

“Can’t do that,” said Wilson. “Wouldn’t talk rot if I were 
you.” 

“I’m not talking rot. I’m disgusted.” 

“Bad word, disgusted.” 

“Francis, will you please try to speak sensibly?” his wife said. 

“I speak too damned sensibly,” Macomber said. “Did you 
ever eat such filthy food ?” 

“Something wrong with the food?” asked Wilson quietly. 

“No more than with everythmg else.” 

“I’d pull yourself together, laddybuck,” Wilson said very 
quietly. “There’s a boy waits at table that understands a little 
English.” 

“The hell with him.” 

Wilson stood up and puffing on his pipe strolled away, speak- 
ing a few words in Swahili to one of the gun-bearers who was 
standing waiting for him. Macomber and Ins wife sat on at 
the table. He was staring at Ins coffee cup 
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“I£ you make a scene I’ll leave you, darling,” Margot sard 
quietly. 

“No, you won’t.” 

“You can try it and see.” 

“You won’t leave me.” 

“No,” she said. “I won’t leave you and you’ll behave your 
self.” 

“Behave myself? That’s a way to talk. Behave myseE” 

“Yes. Behave yourself.” 

“Why don’t you try behaving?” 

“I’ve tried it so long. So very long.” 

“I hate that red-faced swine,” Macomber said, loathe the 
sight of him.” 

“He’s really very nice.” 

“Oh, shut up,'' Macomber almost shouted. Just then the car 
came up and stopped in front of the dming tent and the driver 
and the two gun-bearers got out. Wilson walked over and 
looked at the husband and wife sittmg there at the table. 
“Going shootmg?” he asked. 

“Yes,” said Macomber, standing up. “Yes.” 

“Better brmg a woolly. It will be cool in the car,” Wilson 
said. 

“I’ll get my leather jacket,” Margot said. 

“The boy has it,” Wilson told her. He climbed into the 
front with the driver and Francis Macomber and his wife 
sat, not speaking, m the back seat. 

Hope the silly beggar doesn’t take a notion to blow the back 
of my head off, Wilson thought to himself. Women are a 
nuisance on safari. 

The car was grindmg down to cross the river at a pebbly 
ford in the gray dayhght and tlien climbed, angling up the 
steep bank, where Wilson had ordered a way shovelled out the 
day before so they could reach the parklike wooded rolling 
country on the far side. 

It was a good morning, Wilson thought. There was a heavy 
dew and as the wheels went through the grass and low bushes 
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he could smell the odor of the crushed fronds. It was an odor 
like verbena and he liked this early mornmg smell of the 
dew, the crushed bracken and the look of the tree trunks show- 
mg black through the early morning mist, as the car made its 
way through the untracked, parklike country. He had put the 
two in the back seat out of his mind now and was thinkmg 
about buffalo. The bufFalo that he was after stayed m the day- 
time m a thick swamp where it was impossible to get a shot, 
but m the night they fed out into an open stretch of country 
and if he could come between them and their swamp with the 
car, Macomber would have a good chance at them m the open. 
He did not want to hunt buff with Macomber in thick 
cover. He did not want to hunt buff or anything else with 
Macomber at all, but he was a professional hunter and he had 
hunted with some rare ones in his time. If they got buff today 
there would only be rhmo to come and the poor man would 
have gone through his dangerous game and thmgs might pick 
up. He’d have nothing more to do with the woman and 
Macomber would get over that too. He must have gone through 
plenty of that before by the look of thmgs. Poor beggar. He 
must have a way of getting over it. Well, it was the poor sod’s 
own bloody fault. 

He, Ilobert Wilson, carried a double size cot on safari to 
accommodate any windfalls he might receive. He had hunted 
for a certam clientele, the mternational, fast, sporting set, where 
the women did not feel they were gettmg their money’s worth 
unless they had shared that cot with the white hunter He 
despised them when he was away from them although he liked 
some of them well enough at the time, but he made his living 
by them; and their standards were his standards as long as tliey 
were hiring him. 

They were his standards in all except the shooting He had 
his own standards about the killing and they could live up to 
them or get some one else to hunt them He knew, too. that 
they all respected him for this This Macomber was an odd one 
though. Damned if he wasn’t. Now the wife. Well, the wife. 
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Yes, the wife. Hm, die wife. Well he’d dropped all diat. He 
looked around at them. Macomber sat grim and furious. Mar- 
got smiled at him. She looked younger today, more mnocent 
and fresher and not so professionally beautiful. What’s in her 
heart God knows, Wilson thought. She hadn’t talked much 
last night. At that it was a pleasure to see her. 

The motor car climbed up a shght rise and went on dirough 
the trees and then out into a grassy prairie-like opening and 
kept in the shelter of the trees along die edge, the driver going 
slowly and Wilson looking carefully out across the prairie and 
all along its far side. He stopped the car and studied the open- 
ing with his field glasses. Then he motioned to the driver 
to go on and the car moved slowly along, the driver avoiding 
wart-hog holes and driving around die mud castles ants had 
built. Then, lookmg across the openmg, Wilson suddenly 
turned and said, 

“By God, there they are!” 

And lookmg where he pointed, while die car jumped for- 
ward and Wilson spoke m rapid Swahili to the driver, Ma- 
comber saw three huge, black animals lookmg almost cylindri- 
cal in their long heaviness, like big black tank cars, moving at 
a gallop across the far edge of the open prairie. They moved 
at a stiff-necked, stiff bodied gallop and he could see the up- 
swept wide black horns on their heads as they galloped heads 
out; the heads not moving, 

i hey re three old bulls,” Wilson said. “We’ll cut them off 
before they get to the swamp ” 

_ The car was going a wild forty-five miles an hour across the 
open and as Macomber watched, the buffalo got bigger and 
bigger until he could see the gray, hairless, scabby look of one 
huge bull and how his neck was a part of his shoulders and 
tlie shiny black of his horns as he galloped a little behind the 
others that were strung out in that steady plunging gait; and 
then, the car swaymg as though it had just jumped a road, they 
drew up close and he could see the plunging hugeness of the 
bull, and the dust in his sparsely haired hide, the wide boss of 
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liorn and his outstretched, wide-nostrilled muzzle, and he was 
raising his rifle when Wilson shouted, “Not from the car, you 
fool I” and he had no fear, only hatred of Wilson, while the 
brakes clamped on and the car skidded, plowing sideways to 
an almost stop and ^Vilson was out on one side and he on the 
other, stumbling as his feet hit the still speeding-by of the 
earth, and then he was shooting at the bull as he moved away, 
hearing the bullets whunk into him, emptying his rifle at him 
as he moved steadily away, Anally remembering to get his shots 
forward into the shoulder, and as he fumbled to re-load, he saw 
tlie bull was down. Down on his knees, his big head tossing, 
and seeing the other two still galloping he shot at the leader 
and hit him. He shot again and missed and he heard the 
cmawonging roar as Wilson shot and saw the leading bull slide 
forward onto his nose. 

“Get that other,” Wilson said. “Now you’re shooting 

But the other bull was moving steadily at the same gallop 
and he missed, throwing a spout of dirt, and Wilson missed 
and the dust rose in a cloud and Wilson shouted, “Come on. 
He’s too far^” and grabbed his arm and they were in the car 
again, Macomber and Wilson hanging on the sides and rocket- 
ing swayingly over the uneven ground, drawmg up on the 
steady, plunging, heavy-necked, straight-moving gallop of tlie 
bull. 

They were behind him and Macomber was Ailing his rifle, 
dropping shells onto the ground, jamming it, clearing the jam, 
then they were almost up with the bull when Wilson yelled 
“Stop,” and the car skidded so that it almost swung over and 
Macomber fell forward onto his feet, slammed his bolt forward 
and Ared as far forward as he could aim into the galloping, 
rounded black back, aimed and shot again, then agam, then 
again, and the bullets, all of them hitting, had no effect on 
the buffalo that he could see. Then Wilson shot, the roar 
deafening him, and he could see the bull stagger Macombei 
shot again, aiming carefully, and down he came, onto his 

knees. 



THE SHORT HAPPY LIFE 


128 

“All right ” Wilson said. “Nice work. That’s the three.” 
Macomber felt a drunken elation. 

“How many times did you shoot he asked. 

“Just tliree” Wilson said. “You killed the first bull. The 
biggest one. I helped you finish the other two. Afraid they 
might have got into cover. You had them killed. I was just 
mopping up a little. You shot damn well.” 

“Let’s go to the car,” said Macomber. “I want a drmk.” 
“Got to finish off that buff first,” Wilson told him. The buf- 
falo was on his knees and he jerked his head furiously and bel- 
lowed m pig-eyed, roarmg rage as they came toward him. 

“Watch he doesn’t get up,” Wilson said. Tlien, “Get a little 
broadside and take him in the neck just behind the ear.” 

Macomber aimed carefully at the center of the huge, jerking, 
rage-driven neck and shot. At the shot the head dropped for- 
ward. 

“That does it,” said Wilson. “Get the spme. They’re a hell of 
a looking thmg, aren’t they?” 

“Let’s get the drink,” said Macomber. In his life he had never 
felt so good. 

In tire car Macomber’s wife sat very white faced. “You were 
mervellous, darling,” she said to Macomber. “What a ride.” 
“Was it rough?” Wilson asked. 

“It was frightful. I’ve never been more frightened in my 
life.” 

“Let’s all have a drink,” Macomber said. 

“By all means,” said Wilson. “Give it to the Memsahib.” She 
drank die neat whisky from the flask and shuddered a little 
when she swallowed. She handed the flask to Macomber who 
handed it to Wilson. 

It was frightfully exciting,” she said. “It’s given me a dread- 
ful headache. I didn’t know you were allowed to shoot them 
from cars though. 

“No one shot from cars,” said Wilson coldly. 

“I mean chase them from cars.” 

Wouldn t ordinarily,” Wilson said. “Seemed sporting 
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enough to me though while we were doing it. Taking more 
chance driving that way across tlie plain full of holes and one 
tiling and another than hunting on foot. Buffalo could have 
charged us each time we shot if he liked. Gave him every 
chance. Wouldn’t mention it to any one though. It’s illegal 
if that’s what you mean.” 

“It seemed very unfair to me,” Margot said, “chasing those 
big helpless things in a motor car.” 

“Did it^” said Wilson. 

“What would happen if they heard about it in Nairobi?” 

“I’d lose my licence for one thing. Other unpleasantnesses,” 
Wilson said, takmg a drmk from the flask. “I’d be out of busi- 
ness.” 

“Really ?” 

“Yes, really.” 

“Well,” said Macomber, and he smiled for the first time all 
day. “Now she has somethmg on you.” 

“You have such a pretty way of putting things, Francis,” 
Margot Macomber said. Wilson looked at them both If a four- 
letter man marries a five-letter woman, he was thinking, what 
number of letters would their children be ? What he said was, 
“We lost a gun-bearer. Did you notice it?” 

“My God, no,” Macomber said. 

“Here he comes,” Wilson said. “He’s all right. He must have 
fallen off when we left the first bull.” 

Approaching them was the middle-aged gun-bearer, limp- 
ing along m his knitted cap, khaki tunic, shorts and rubber 
sandals, gloomy-faced and disgusted looking As he came up 
he called out to Wilson m Swahili and they all saw the change 
in the white hunter’s face. 

“What does he say?” asked Margot 

“He says the first bull got up and went into the bush, 
Wilson said with no expression in his voice. 

“Oh,” said Macomber blankly. 

“Then it’s going to be just like the lion,” said Margot, full 
of anticipation. 
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“It’s not going to be a damned bit like the lion,” Wilson 
told her. “Did you want anodier drink, Macomber?” 

“Thanks, yes,” Macomber said. He expected the feeling he 
had had about the lion to come back but it did not. For the 
first time in his life he really felt wholly without fear. Instead 
of fear he had a feelmg of definite elation. 

“We’ll go and have a look at the second bull,” Wilson said. 
“I’ll tell the driver to put the car in the shade.” 

“What are you going to do^^” asked Margaret Macomber. 
“Take a look at the buff,” Wilson said. 

“I’ll come.” 

“Come along.” 

The three of them walked over to where the second buf- 
falo bulked blackly m the open, head forward on tlie grass, 
the massive horns swung wide. 

“He’s a very good head,” Wilson said. “That’s close to a 
fifty-inch spread.” 

Macomber was lookmg at him with delight. 

“He’s hateful lookmg,” said Margot. “Can’t we go into the 
shade 

“Of course,” Wilson said. “Look,” he said to Macomber, and 
pointed. “See that patch of bush ?” 

“Yes.” 

That s where the first bull went in. The gun-bearer said 
when he fell off the bull was down. He was watching us helimg 
along and the other two buff gallopmg. When he looked up 
there was the bull up and lookmg at him. Gun-bearer ran like 
hell and the bull went off slowly into that bush.” 

Can we go in after him now?” asked Macomber 
eagerly. 

Wilson looked at him appraismgly. Damned if this isn’t a 
strange one, he thought. Yesterday he’s scared sick and today 
he’s a ruddy fire eater. 

“No, we’ll give him a while.’’ 

Let s please go mto the shade,” Margot said. Her face was 
white and she looked ill. 



THE SHORT HAPPY LIFE X3I 

They made their way to the car where it stood under a sin- 
gle, wide-spreading tree and all climbed m. 

Chances are lies dead m there,” Wilson remarked. “After 
a little we’ll have a look.” 

Macomber felt a wild unreasonable happmess that he had 
never known before. 

“By God, tliat was a chase,” he said. “I’ve never felt any 
such feeling. Wasn’t it marvellous, Margot.?” 

“I hated it.” 

“Why?” 

“I hated it,” she said bitterly. “I loathed it.” 

“You know I don’t thmk I’d ever be afraid of anything 
agam,” Macomber said to Wilson. “Something happened m 
me after we first saw die buff and started after him. Like a dam 
bursting. It was pure excitement.” 

“Cleans out your liver,” said Wilson. “Damn funny things 
happen to people.” 

Macomber’s face was shining. “You know something did 
happen to me,” he said “I feel absolutely different.” 

His wife said nothing and eyed him strangely. She was sit- 
ting far back in the seat and Macomber was sitting forward 
talking to Wilson who turned sideways talking over the back 
of the front seat. 

“You know, I’d lilce to try another lion,” Macomber said. 
“I’m really not afraid of them now. After all, what can they 
do to you?” 

“That’s it,” said Wilson. “Worst one can do is kill you. How 
does It go ? Shakespeare. Damned good. See if I can remember. 
Oh, damned good. Used to quote it to myself at one time. Let s 
see. Ty my trodi, I care not, a man can die but once; we owe 
God a death and let it go which way it will he that dies this 
year is quit for the next ’ Damned fine, eh ? 

He was very embarrassed, having brought out this thing he 
had lived by, but he had seen men come of age before and it 
always moved him. It was not a matter of their twenty first 

birthday. 
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It had taken a strange chance of hunting, a sudden precipi- 
tation into action without opportunity for worrying before- 
hand, to bring this about with Macomber, but regardless of 
how It had happened it had most certainly happened. Look at 
the beggar now, Wilson thought. It’s that some of them stay 
little boys so long, Wilson thought. Sometimes all their lives. 
Their figures stay boyish when they’re fifty. The great Ameri- 
can boy-men. Damned strange people. But he liked this 
Macomber now. Damned strange fellow. Probably meant the 
end of cuckoldry too. Well, that would be a damned good 
thing. Damned good thing. Beggar had probably been afraid 
all his life. Don’t know what started it. But over now. Hadn’t 
had time to be afraid with the buff. That and being angry too. 
Motor car too. Motor cars made it familiar. Be a damn fire 
eater now. He’d seen it m the war work the same way. More 
of a change than any loss of virginity. Fear gone like an 
operation. Somethmg else grew m its place. Main tiling a man 
had. Made him mto a man. Women knew it too. No bloody 
fear. 

From the far corner of the seat Margaret Macomber looked 
at the two of them. There was no change in Wilson. She saw 
Wilson as she had seen him the day before when she had first 
realized what his great talent was. But she saw the change in 
Francis Macomber now. 

Do you have that feelmg of happiness about what’s going to 
happen? Macomber asked, still explormg his new wealth. 

You re not supposed to mention it,” Wilson said, lookmg 
in the other s face. Much more fashionable to say you’re scared. 
Mind you, you’ll be scared too, plenty of times.” 

^ But you have a feeling of happiness about action to come ?” 

Yes, said W ilson. There s that. Doesn’t do to talk too 
much about all this. Talk the whole thmg away. No pleasure 
in^anythmg if you mouth it up too much.” 

You re both talking rot,” said Margot. “Just because you’ve 

chased some helpless animals m a motor car you talk like 
heroes.” 
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Sorry, said Wilson. “I have been gassing too much.” She’s 
worried about it already, he thought. 

If you don t know what we’re talking about why not keep 
out of It Macomber asked his wife. 

“You’ve gotten awfully brave, awfully suddenly,” his wife said 
contemptuously, but her contempt was not secure. She was very 
afraid of something. 

Macomber laughed, a very natural hearty laugh. 'Ton know 
I have” he said. “I really have.” 

“Isn’t it sort of late Margot said bitterly. Because she had 
done the best she could for many years back and the way they 
were together now was no one person’s fault. 

“Not for me,” said Macomber. 

Margot said nothmg but sat back in the corner of the 
seat. 

“Do you think we’ve given him time enough Macomber 
asked Wilson cheerfully. 

“We might have a look,” Wilson said. “Have you any sohds 
left?” 

“The gun-bearer has some.” 

Wilson called in Swahili and the older gun-bearer, who was 
skinning out one of the heads, straightened up, pulled a box 
of sohds out of his pocket and brought them over to Ma- 
comber, who filled his magazine and put the remaining shells 
m his pocket. 

“You might as well shoot the Sprmgfield,” Wilson said. 
“You’re used to it. We’ll leave the Mannlicher m the car with 
the Memsahib. Your gun-bearer can carry your heavy gun. 
I’ve this damned cannon. Now let me tell you about them 
He had saved this until the last because he did not want to 
worry Macomber. “When a buff comes he comes with his head 
high and thrust straight out. The boss of the horns covers any 
sort of a brain shot. The only shot is straight into the nose. 
The only other shot is mto his chest or, if you’re to one side, 
into the neck or the shoulders. After tliey’ve been hit once 
they take a hell of a lot of kilimg. Don’t try anythmg fancy. 
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Take the easiest shot there is. They’ve finished skinning out 
that head now. Should we get started ?” 

He called to the gun-bearers, who came up wiping dieir 
hands, and the older one got into the back. 

“I’ll only take Kongoni,” Wilson said. “The other can watch 
to keep the birds away.” 

As the car moved slowly across the open space toward the 
island of brushy trees that ran in a tongue of foliage along 
a diy water course that cut the open swale, Macomber felt his 
heart pounding and his mouth was dry again, but it was excite- 
ment, not fear. 

“Here’s where he went in,” Wilson said. Then to the gun- 
bearer in Swahili, “Take the blood spoor.” 

The car was parallel to the patch of bush. Macomber, Wilson 
and the gun-bearer got down. Macomber, looking back, saw 
his wife, with the rifle by her side, looking at him. He waved 
to her and she did not wave back. 

The brush was very thick ahead and the ground was dry. 
The middle-aged gun-bearer was sweating heavily and Wilson 
had his hat down over his eyes and his red neck showed just 
ahead of Macomber. Suddenly the gun-bearer said something 
in Swahili to Wilson and ran forvi'^ard. 

“He’s dead in there,” Wilson said. “Good work ” and he 
turned to grip Macomber’s hand and as they shook hands, 
grmning at each other, the gun-bearer shouted wildly and they 
saw him coming out of the bush sideways, fast as a crab, and 
the bull commg, nose out, mouth tight closed, blood dripping, 
massive head straight out, coming in a charge, his little pig 
eyes bloodshot as he looked at them. Wilson, who was ahead 
was neelmg shooting, and Macomber, as he fired, unhearmg 
his shot m the roaring of Wilson’s gun, saw fragments like slate 
burst from the huge boss of the horns, and tlie head jerked, he 
s ot again at the wide nostrils and saw the horns jolt again and 
fragments fly, and he did not see Wilson now and, aiming care- 
y, s ot again with the buffalo’s huge bulk almost on him 
and his rifle almost level with the on-coming head, nose cut, 
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and lie could see the little wicked eyes and the head started to 
lower and he felt a sudden white-hot, blinding flash explode 
inside his head and that was all he ever felt. 

Wilson had ducked to one side to get in a shoulder shot. Ma- 
comber had stood solid and shot for the nose, shooting a touch 
high each time and hitting the heavy horns, splmtering and 
chippmg them like hitUng a slate roof, and Mrs. Macomber, 
m the car, had shot at the buffalo with the 6.5 Mannhcher as it 
seemed about to gore Macomber and had hit her husband about 
two inches up and a little to one side of the base of his skull 

Francis Macomber lay now, face down, not two yards from 
where the buffalo lay on his side and his wife knelt over him 
with Wilson beside her. 


“I wouldn’t turn him over,” Wilson said. 

The woman was crymg hysterically. 

“I’d get back in the car,” Wilson said. “Where’s the rifle?” 

She shook her head, her face contorted. The gun-bearer 
picked up the rifle. 

“Leave it as it is,” said Wilson. Then, “Go get Abdulla so 
that he may witness the manner of the accident.” 

He knelt down, took a handkerchief from his pocket, and 
spread it over Francis Macomber’s crew-cropped head where it 
lay. The blood sank into the dry, loose earth. 

Wilson stood up and saw the buflalo on his side, his legs out, 
his thinly-haired belly crawling with ticks. Hell of a good 
bull,” his brain registered automatically. “A good fifty inches, 
or better. Better.” He called to the driver and told him to spread 
a blanket over the body and stay by it. Then he walked over to 
the motor car where the woman sat crying m the corner. 

“That was a pretty thing to do,” he said in a toneless voice. 

“He would have left you too.” 

“Stop it,” she said. „ 

“Of course it’s an accident,” he said. “I know that. 


“Stop it,” she said. ^ 

“Don’t worry,” he said. “There will be a certam amount of 

unpleasantness but I will have some photograp s ta cen lat 
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Will be very useful at tlie inquest. There’s the testimony of the 
gun-bearers and the driver too. You’re perfectly all right.” 

“Stop it,” she said. 

'“There’s a hell of a lot to be done,” he said. “And I’ll have 
to send a truck ojff to the lake to wireless for a plane tc take the 
three of us into Nairobi. Why didn’t you poison him.? That’s 
what they do m England.” 

“Stop it. Stop it. Stop it,” the woman cried. 

Wilson looked at her with his flat blue eyes. 

“I’m through now,” he said. “I was a little angry. I’d begun 
to like your husband.” 

“Oh, please stop it,” she said. “Please, please stop it.” 

“That’s better,” Wilson said. “Please is much better. Now 
rU stop.” 
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Madrid is full of boys nsiucci Paco^ wbicb is the duniiiutive 
of the name Francisco, and there is a Madrid joke about a 
father who came to Madrid and inserted an advertisement in 
tlie personal columns of El Liberal which said: Paco meet me 
AT Hotel Montana noon Tuesday all is forgiven papa and 
how a squadron of Guardia Civil had to be called out to dis- 
perse the eight hundred young men who answered the adver- 
tisement. But this Paco, who waited on table at the Pension 
Luarca, had no father to forgive him, nor anythmg for the 
father to forgive. He had two older sisters who were chamber- 
maids at the Luarca, who had gotten their place through com- 
mg from the same small village as a former Luarca chamber- 
maid who had proven hardworkmg and honest and hence 
given her village and its products a good name; and these 
sisters had paid his way on the auto-bus to Madrid and gotten 
him his job as an apprentice waiter. He came from a village 
in a part of Extramadura where conditions were incredibly 
primitive, food scarce, and comforts unknown and he had 
worked hard ever since he could remember. 

He was a well built boy with very black, rather curly hair, 
good teeth and a skin that his sisters envied, and he had a 
ready and unpuzzled smile. He was fast on his feet and did his 
work well and he loved his sisters, who seemed beautiful and 
sophisticated; he loved Madrid, which was still an unbelievable 
place, and he loved his work which, done under bright lights, 
with clean linen, the wearing of evening clothes, and abundant 
food m the kitchen, seemed romantically beautiful. 

There were from eight to a dozen other people who lived at 
the Luarca and ate in the dining room but for Paco, the young- 
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est of the three waiters who served at table, the only ones who 
really existed were the bull fighters. 

Second-rate matadors lived at that pension because the ad- 
dress in the Calle San Jeronimo was good, the food was excel- 
lent and the room and boaid was cheap. It is necessary for a 
bull fiighter to give the appeal ance, if not of prosperity, at least 
of respectability, since decorum and dignity rank above courage 
as the virtues most highly prized m Spam, and bull fighters 
stayed at the Luarca until their last pesetas were gone. There 
IS no record of any bull fighter having left the Luarca for a 
better or more expensive hotel; second-rate bull fighters never 
became first rate; but die descent from the Luarca was swift 
since any one could stay there who was making anything at all 
and a bill was never presented to a guest unasked until the 
woman who ran the place knew that the case was hopeless. 

At this time -there were three full matadors livmg at the 
Luarca as well as two very good picadors, and one excellent 
banderillero. The Luarca was luxury for the picadors and the 
banderilleros who, with their families in Seville, required lodg- 
mg in Madrid durmg the Spring season; but they were well 
paid and in the fixed employ of fighters who were heavily - 
contracted during the commg season and die diree of these 
subalterns would probably make much more apiece than any 
of the three matadors. Of the three matadors one was ill and 
trying to conceal it; one had passed his short vogue as a 
novelty, and the third was a coward. 

The coward had at one time, until he had received a peculi- 
arly atrocious horn wound m the lower abdomen at the start 
of his first season as a full matador, been exceptionally brave 
and remarkably skillful and he still had many of die hearty 
mannerisms of his days of success. He was jovial to excess and 
laughed constantly with and without provocation. He had, 
when successful, been very addicted to practical jokes but he 
had given them up now. They took an assurance that he did 
noL feel This matador had an mtelligent, very open face and he 
carried himself with much style. 
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The matador who was ill was careful never to show it and 
was meticulous about eating a little of all the dishes that were 
presented at the table. He had a great many handkerchiefs 
which he laundered himself in his room and, lately, he had 
been selling his fighting suits. He had sold one, cheaply, before 
Christmas and another in tlie hist week of April They had 
been very expensive suits, had always been well kept and he 
had one more. Before he had become ill he had been a very 
promising, even a sensational, fighter and, while he himself 
could not lead, he had clippings which said that in his debut 
in Madrid he had been better than Belmonte. He ate alone at 
a small table and looked up very little. 

The matador who had once been a novelty was very short 
and brown and very dignified. He also ate alone at a separate 
table and he smiled very rarely and never laughed. He came 
from Valladolid, where the people are extremely serious, and 
he was a capable matador; but his style had become old-fash^ 
loncd before he had ever succeeded in endearmg himself to 
die public through his virtues, which were courage and a calm 
capability, and his name on a poster would draw no one to a 
bull ring. His novelty had been that he was so short that he 
could barely see over the bull’s withers, but there were other 
short fighters, and he had never succeeded m imposmg him- 
self on the public’s fancy. 

Of the picadors one was a thin, hawk^faced, gray-haired 
man, lightly built but with legs and arms like iron, who 
always wore cattle-men’s boots under his trousers, drank too 
much every evening and gazed amorously at any woman in the 
pension. The other was huge, dark, brown-faced, good-look- 
ing, with black hair like an Indian and enormous hands Both 
were great picadors although the first was reputed to have lost 
much of his ability through drink and dissipation, and the 
second was said to be too headstrong and quarrelsome to stay 
with any matador more than a single season 

The banderillero was middle-aged, gray, cat-quick m spite 
of his years and, sitting at the table he looked a moderately 
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prosperous business man. His legs were still good for this 
season, and when they should go he was mtelligent and experi- 
enced enough to keep regularly employed for a long time. The 
difference would be that when his speed of foot would be gone 
he would always be frightened where now he was assured and 
calm in the rmg and out of it. 

On this evenmg every one had left the dining room except 
the hawk-faced picador who drank too much, the birthmarked- 
faced auctioneer of watches at the fairs and festivals of Spam, 
who also drank too much, and two priests from Galicia who 
were sitting at a corner table and drmking if not too much 
certamly enough. At that time wme was included in the price 
of the room and board at the Luarca and the waiters had just 
brought fresh bottles of Valdepenas to the tables of the auction- 
eer, then to the picador and, finally, to the two priests. 

The three waiters stood at the end of the room. It was the 
rule of the house that they should all remain on duty until the 
dmers whose tables they were responsible for should all have 
left, but the one who served the table of the two priests had an 
appomtment to go to an Anarcho-Syndicalist meetmg and Paco 
had agreed to take over his table for him. 

Upstairs the matador who was ill was lying face down on 
his bed alone. The matador who was no longer a novelty was 
sittmg looking out of his window preparatory to walking out 
to the cafe. The matador who was a coward had the older sister 
of Paco m his room with him and was trying to get her to 
do somethmg which she was laughmgly refusing to do. This 
matador was saying “Come on, httle savage.” 

“No,” said the sister. “Why should I ?” 

“For a favor.” 

You ve eaten and now you want me for dessert.” 

“Just once. What harm can it do 

“Leave me alone. Leave me alone, I tell you.” 

“It IS a very little thing to dc.” 

“Leave me alone, I tell you.” 

Down in the dinmg room the tallest of the waiters, who was 
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overdue at the meeting, sard “Look at those black pigs 
drink.” 

That’s no way to speak/’ said the second waiter. “They are 
decent clients. They do not drink too much.” 

‘‘For me it is a good way to speak/’ said the tall one. 

There are the two curses of Spain, the bulls and the priests.” 

Certainly not the mdividual bull and the individual priest,” 
said the second waiter. 

Yes, said the tall waiter. “Only through the individual can 
you attack the class. It is necessary to kill the individual bull 
and the individual priest. All of them. Then tliere are no 
more.” 

“Save It for the meeting,” said the other waiter. 

“Look at the barbarity of Madrid,” said the tall waiter. “It 
is now half-past eleven o’clock and these are still guzzling.” 

“They only started to eat at ten,” said the other waiter. “As 
you know there are many dishes That wine is cheap and these 
have paid for it. It is not a strong wine.” 

“How can there be solidarity of workers with fools like 
you asked the tall waiter. 

“Look,” said the second waiter who was a man of fifty. “I 
have worked all my life. In all that remains of my life I must 
work. I have no complaints against work To work is normal.” 

“Yes, but the lack of work kills.” 

“I have always worked,” said the older waiter. “Go on to the 
meeting. There is no necessity to stay ” 

“You are a good comrade,” said the tall waiter. “But you 

lack all ideology.” 

St me falta eso qtte el otro” said the older waiter 
(meaning it is better to lack that than work). “Go on to the 
mitiny 

Paco had said nothing. He did not yet understand politics 
but It always gave him a thrill to hear the tall waiter speak of 
the necessity for killing the priests and the Guardia Civil. The 
tall waiter represented to him revolution and revolution also 
was romantic. He himself would like to be a good catholic, a 
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revolutionary, and have a steady job like this, while, at the same 
time, being a bullfighter. 

“Go on to tlie meeting, Ignacio,” he said. “I will respond for 
your work.” 

“The two of us,” said tlie older waiter. 

“There isn’t enough for one,” said Paco. “Go on to the meet- 


mg. 
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'Fues, me voyF said the tall waiter. 


“And thanks.” 


In the meantime, upstairs, the sister of Paco had gotten out 
of the embrace of the matador as skilfully as a wrestler break- 
mg a hold and said, now angry, “These are the hungry peO' 
pie. A failed bullfighter. With your ton-load of fear. If you 
have so much of that, use it in the ring.” 

“That is the way a whore talks.” 

“A whore is also a woman, but I am not a whore ” 

“You’ll be one.” 

“Not through you.” 

Leave me, said the matador who, now, repulsed and re- 
used, felt the nakedness of his cowardice returning. 

“Leave you? What hasn’t left you?” said the sister. “Don’t 
you want me to make up the bed? I’m paid to do that.” 

Leave me,” said the matador, his broad good-Ioobng face 
wrmkled into a contortion that was like crymg. “You whore. 
You dirty little whore.” 


“Matador,” she said, shutting the door. “My matador.” 

Inside the room the naatador sat on the bed. His face still had 

sm T he made into a constant 

mde which frightened those people in the first rows of seats 

.nt 1 watching. “And this,” he was say- 
ing aloud. “And this. And this.” was s y 

befn and it had only 

hot aftSin M f ^l^°"Wers on that 
he rtra^n been the same m 

pingSeT Arnl ’ u°'^ the point-dip- 

P g blade at the place m the top of the shoulders where it wL 
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dusty in tlic short-lisircd blsck liump of muscle above the wide, 
wood-knocking, splintered-tipped horns that lowered as he went 
in to kill, and how the sword pushed in as easy as into a mound 
of stiff butter with the palm of his hand pushing the pommel, 
his left arm crossed low, his left shoulder forward, his weight 
on his left leg, and then his weight wasn’t on his leg. His 
weight was on his lower belly and as the bull raised his head 
tlie horn was out of sight in him and he swung over on it 
twice before they pulled hrm off it. So now when he went in 
to kill, and it was seldom, he could not look at the horns and 
what did any whore know about what he went tlirough before 
he fought.^ And what had they been through that laughed at 
him ? They were all whores and they knew what they could do 
with it. 

Down m the dining room the picador sat looking at the 
priests. If there were women in the room he stared at them. 
If there were no women he would stare with enjoyment at a 
foreigner, un ingles, but lacking women or strangers, he now 
stared with enjoyment and insolence at the two priests. While 
he stared the birdi-marked auctioneer rose and folding his 
napkm went out, leaving over half the wine in the last bottle 
he had ordered. If his accounts had been paid up at the Luarca 
he would have finished the bottle. 

The two priests did not stare back at tlie picador. One of 
them was saying, “It is ten days since I have been here waiting 
to see him and all day I sit in the ante-chamber and he will 
not receive me.” 

“What is there to do?” 

“Nothing. What can one do? One cannot go against au^ 

thority.” . , 

“I have been here for two weeks and nothing. I wait and tney 

will not see me.” 

“We are from the abandoned country. When the money runs 

out we can return.” .r j i 

“To the abandoned country. What does Madrid care about 

Galicia ? We are a poor province.” 
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“One understands the action of our brother Basilio.” 

“vStill I have no real confidence in the integrity of Basilio 

Alvarez.” 

“Madrid is where one learns to understand. Madrid kilh 
Spain.” 

“If they would simply see one and refuse.” 

“No. You must be broken and worn out by waiting.” 

“Well, we shall see. I can wait as well as another.” 

At this moment the picador got to his feet, walked over tc 
the priests’ table and stood, gray-headed and hawk-faced, star' 
ing at tliem and smiling. 

“A torero,” said one priest to the other. 

“And a good one,” said the picador and walked out of the 
dining room, gray-jacketed, trim-waisted, bow-legged, in tight 
breeches over his high-heeled cattleman’s boots that clicked on 
the floor as he swaggered quite steadily, smilmg to himself. 
He lived in a small, tight, professional world of personal 
efficiency, nightly alcohohc triumph, and insolence. Now he lit 
a cigar and tiltmg his hat at an angle in the hallway went out 
to the cafe. 

The priests left immediately after the picador, hurriedly con- 
scious of bemg the last people in the dining room, and there 
was no one m the room now but Paco and the middle-aged 
waiter. They cleared the tables and carried the bottles into the 
kitchen. 

In the kitchen was the boy who washed the dishes. He was 
three years older than Paco and was very cynical and bitter. 

“Take this,” the middle-aged waiter said, and poured out a 
glass of the Valdepenas and handed it to him. 

“Why not?” the boy took the glass. 

“Tu, Paco the older waiter asked. 

“Thank you,” said Paco. The three of them drank. 

“I will be gomg,” said the middle-aged waiter. 

“Good night,” they told him. 

He went out and they were alone. Paco took a napkin one of 
the priests had used and standmg straight, his heels planted, 
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lowered the napkin and widi head following the movement, 
swung his arms in the motion of a slow sweeping veronica He 
turned and advancing his right foot slightly, made the second 
pass, gained a little terrain on the imaginary bull and made a 
third pass, slow, perfectly timed and suave, then gathered the 
napkin to his waist and swung his hips away from the bull in a 
media-veronica. 

The dishwasher, whose name was Enrique, watched him 
critically and sneeringly. 

“How is the bull he said. 

“Very brave,” said Paco. “Look.” 

Standing slim and straight he made four more perfect-passes, 
smooth, elegant and graceful. 

“And the bull?” asked Enrique standmg agamst the sink, 
holding his wine glass and wearing his apron. 

“Still has lots of gas,” said Paco. 

“You make me sick,” said Enrique. 

“Why?” 

“Look.” 

Enrique removed his apron and citing the imaginary bull he 
sculptured four perfect, languid gypsy veronicas and ended up 
with a rebolera that made the apron swing in a stiff arc past 
the bull’s nose as he walked away from him. 

“Look at that,” he said. “And I wash dishes.” 

“Why ?” 

“Fear,” said Enrique. ''Mtedo. The same fear you would have 

in a ring with a bull.” 

“No,” said Paco “I wouldn’t be afraid.” 

"^LecheT said Enrique. “Every one is afraid. But a torero can 
control his fear so that he can work the bull I went in an ama- 
fight and I was so afraid I couldn t keep from running. 
Every one thought it was very funny. So would you be afraid. 

If it wasn’t for fear every bootblack in Spam would be a bull- 
fighter. You, a country boy, would be frightened worse than I 

was.” 

“No,” said Paco. 
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He had done it too many times in his imagination. Too many 
times he had seen the horns, seen tlie bull’s wet muzzle, the 
ear twitchmg, then the head go down and the charge, the hoofs 
thuddmg and the hot bull pass him as he swung tlie cape, to 
re-charge as he swung the cape again, then agam, and again, 
and again, to end windmg the bull around him in his great 
media-veronica, and walk swmgingly away, with bull hairs 
caught m the gold ornaments of his jacket from tlie close 
passes; the bull srndmg hypnotized and the crowd applaud- 
ing. No, he would not be afraid. Others, yes. Not he. He knew 
he would not be afraid. Even if he ever was afraid he knew 
that he could do it anyway. He had confidence. “I wouldn’t 
be afraid,” he said. 

Enrique said, ''heche” again. 

Then he said, “If we should try it 
“How?” 

“Look,” said Enrique. “You think of the bull but you do not 
thmk of the horns. The bull has such force that the horns rip 
like a knife, they stab like a bayonet, and tliey kill like a club. 
Look,” he opened a table drawer and took out two meat knives. 
“I will bmd these to the legs of a chair. Then I will play bull 
for you with the chair held before my head. The knives are 
the horns. If you make those passes then they mean some- 
thmg.” 

“Lend me your apron,” said Paco. “We’ll do it in the dimng 
room.” 

“No,” said Enrique, suddenly not bitter. “Don’t do it, Paco.” 
“Yes,” said Paco. “I’m not afraid.” 

“You will be when you see the knives come.” 

“We’ll see,” said Paco. “Give me the apron.” 

At tins time, while Enrique was binding the two heavy- 
bladed razor-sharp meat knives fast to the legs of the chair with 
two soiled napkms holdmg the half of each knife, wrapping 
tight and then knottmg them, the two chambermaids, 
aco s sisters, were on their way to the cinema to see Greta 
ar o in Anna Christie. Of the two priests, one was sitting 
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in Ins underwear reading liis breviary and the other was wear- 
ing a nightshirt and saying the rosary. All the bullfighters ex- 
cept the one who was ill had made their evening appearance at 
die Cafe Fornos, where the big, dark-haired picador was play- 
ing billiards, the short, serious matador was sitting at a crowded 
table before a coffee and millc, along with the middle-aged 
banderiUero and other serious workmen. 

The drmking, gray-headed picador was sitting with a glass 
of cazalas brandy before him starmg with pleasure at a table 
where the matador whose courage was gone sat with another 
matador who had renounced the sword to become a bandenllero 
agam, and two very houseworn-lookmg prostitutes. 

The auctioneer stood on the street corner talkmg with fi lends. 
The tall waiter was at the Anarcho-Syndicalist meeting wait- 
ing for an opportunity to speak. The middle-aged waiter was 
seated on the terrace of the Cafe Alvarez drinking a small beer. 
The woman who owned the Luarca was already asleep in her 
bed, where she lay on her back with the bolster between her 
legs; big, fat, honest, clean, easy-going, very religious and never 
havmg ceased to miss or pray daily for her husband, dead, now, 
twenty years. In his room, alone, the matador who was ill lay 
face down on his bed with his mouth against a handkerchief. 

Now, in the deserted dming room, Enrique tied the last knot 
in the napkins that bound the knives to the chair legs and lifted 
the chair. He pomted the legs with the knives on them forward 
and held the chair over his head with the two kmves pointing 
straight ahead, one on each side of his head. 

“It’s heavy,” he said. “Look, Paco. It is very dangerous. Don’t 
do it.” He was sweating. 

Paco stood facing him, holdmg the apron spread, holdmg a 
fold of It bunched m each hand, thumbs up, first finger down, 

spread to catch tlie eye of the bull. 

“Charge straight,” he said. “Turn like a bull. Charge as many 

times as you want.” 1 j 7- 

“How will you know when to cut the pass ? asked Enrique. 

“It’s better to do three and tlien a media.” 
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“All right,” said Paco. “But come straight. Huh, torito^ Come 
on, little bull!” 

Runnmg with head down Enrique came toward him and 
Paco swung the apron just ahead of the knife blade as it passed 
dose in front of his belly and as it went by it was, to him, the 
real horn, white-tipped, black, smooth, and as Enrique passed 
him and turned to rush again it was the hot, blood-flanked mass 
of the bull that thudded by, then turned like a cat and came 
again as he swung the cape slowly. Then the bull turned and 
came agam and, as he watched the onrushing point, he stepped 
his left foot two inches too far forward and the knife did not 
pass, but had slipped in as easily as into a wineskin and there 
was a hot scaldmg rush above and around the sudden inner 
rigidity of steel and Enrique shouting. “Ay! Ay! Let me get it 
out! Let me get it out!” and Paco slipped forward on the chair, 
the apron cape still held, Enrique pulling on the chair as the 
knife turned in him, in him, Paco. 

The knife was out now and he sat on the floor in the widen- 
ing warm pool. 

Put the napkin over it. Hold it!” said Enrique. “Hold it 
tight. I will run for the doctor. You must hold m the hemor- 
rhage. 

rhere should be a rubber cup,” said Paco. He had seen that 
used in the ring. 

I came straight, said Enrique, crying. “All I wanted was to 
show the danger.” 

Dont worry, said Paco, his voice sounding far away. *'But 
brmg the doctor.” 

In the ring they lifted you and carried you, running with 
you, to the operating room. If the femoral artery emptied itself 
before you reached there they called the priest. 

^ ‘^Advise one of the priests,” said Paco, holdmg the napkin 

Ught agamst his lower abdomen. He could not bel^ve that this 
had happened to him. 

But Emique was running down the Carrera San Jerommoto 

e a -mgnt first-aid station and Paco was alone, first sitting up. 
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then huddled over, then slumped on the floor, until it was over, 
feeling his life go out of him as dirty water empties from a 
bathtub when the plug is drawn. He was frightened and he felt 
faint and he tried to say an act of contrition and he remem- 
bered how it started but before he had said, as fast as he could, 
“Oh, my God, I am heartily sorry for having offended Thee 
who art worthy of all my love and I firmly resolve . . he 
felt too faint and he was lying face down on the floor and it 
was over very quickly. A severed femoral artery empties itself 
faster than you can believe. 

As the doctor from the flrst-aid station came up the stairs ac^ 
companied by a policeman who held on to Enrique by the arm, 
the two sisters of Paco were still in the moving-picture palace 
of the Gran Via, where tliey were intensely disappointed in the 
Garbo film, which showed the great star in miserable low sur- 
roundings when they had been accustomed to see her sur- 
rounded by great luxury and brilliance. The audience disliked 
the film thoroughly and were protesting by whistling and 
stamping their feet. All the other people from the hotel were 
doing almost what they had been doing when the accident hap- 
pened, except that the two priests had finished their devotions 
and were preparing for sleep, and the gray-haired picador had 
moved his drink over to the table with the two houseworn pros- 
titutes. A little later he went out of the cafe with one of them. 

It was the one for whom the matador who had lost his nerve 
had been buying drinks. 

The boy Paco had never known about any of this nor about 
what all these people would be doing on the next day and on 
other days to come. He had no idea how they really lived nor 
how they ended. He did not even realize they ended. He died, 
as the Spanish phrase has it, full of illusions. He had not had 
time in his life to lose any of them, nor even, at the end, to 

complete an act of contrition. j k 

He had not even had time to be disappointed in the Garbo 

picture which disappointed all Madrid for a week. 


TEIE SNOWS OF KILIMANJARO 

Kthmamaro u a mow covoed moiiotatn 19 , 7/0 icct hteh, and u md to be iIk 
highest mountain in Africa Its western summit is called the Masai Ngaje ^gal, 
the House of God Close to the western summit there is the dtied and frozen carcass 
of a leopaid No one has explained what the leopaid was seeking at that altitude. 


“The marvellous thing is that it’s painless/’ he said. “That’s 
how 310U know when it starts.” 

“Is it really ?” 

“Absolutely. I’m awfully sorry about the odor though. That 
must bother you.” 

“Don’tl Please don’t.” 

“Look at them,” he said. “Now is it sight or is it scent that 
brings them like that.?” 

The cot the man lay on was in the wide shade of a mimosa 
tree and as he looked out past the shade onto the glare of the 
plam there were three of the big birds squatted obscenely, while 
in the sky a dozen more sailed, making quick-moving shadows 
as they passed. 

“They’ve been there since the day the truck broke down,” he 
said. “Today’s the first time any have lit on the ground. I watched 
the way they sailed very carefully at first in case I ever wanted 
to use them in a story. That’s funny now.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t,” she said. 

“I’m only talkmg,” he said. “It’s much easier if I talk. But I 
don’t want to bother you.” 

You know it doesn’t bother me,” she said. “It’s that I’ve got- 
ten so very nervous not being able to do anythmg. I thmk we 
might make it as easy as we can until the plane comes.” 

“Or until the plane doesn’t come.” 

Please tell me what I can do. There must be something I 
can do.” 

You can take the leg off and that might stop it, though I 
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doubt it. Or you can shoot me. You’re a good shot now. I taught 
you to shoot didn’t I 

“Please don’t talk that way. Couldn’t I read to you ?” 

“Read what 

“Anything m tlie book bag that we haven’t read.” 

“I can’t listen to it,” he said. “Talking is tlie easiest. We quar- 
rel and that makes the time pass ” 

“I don’t quarrel. I never want to quarrel. Let’s not quarrel 
any more. No matter how nervous we get. Maybe they will be 
back with another truck today. Maybe die plane will come.” 

“I don’t want to move,” the man said. “There is no sense in 
moving now except to make it easier for you.” 

“That’s cowardly.” 

“Can’t you let a. man die as comfortably as he can without 
calling him names What’s the use of slanging me 

“You’re not going to die.” 

“Don’t be silly. I’m dying now. Ask those bastards.” He 
looked over to where the huge, filthy birds sat, their naked 
heads sunk in the hunched feathers. A fourth planed down, 
to run quick-legged and then waddle slowly toward the odiers 

“They are around every camp. You never notice them. You 
can’t die if you don’t give up.” 

“Where did you read that ? You’re such a bloody fool.” 

“You might think about some one else.” 

“For Christ’s sake,” he said, “That’s been my trade.” 

He lay then and was quiet for a while and looked across the 
heat shimmer of the plain to the edge of the bush. There were 
a few Tommies that showed minute and white against the yel- 
low and, far off, he saw a herd of zebra, white agamst the green 
of the bush. This was a pleasant camp under big trees against a 
hill, with good water, and close by, a nearly dry water hole 
where sand grouse flighted in the mornings. 

“Wouldn’t you like me to read she asked. She was sitting 
on a canvas chair beside his cot. “There’s a breeze coming up.’ 

“No thanks ” 

“Maybe the truck will come.” 
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“I don’t give a damn about the truck.” 

“I do.” 

“You give a damn about so many things that I don’t.” 

“Not so many, Harry.” 

“What about a drmk ?” * 

“It’s supposed to be bad for you. It said in Black’s to avoid all 

alcohol. You shouldn’t drink.” 

“Molo^” he shouted. 

“Yes Bwana.” 

“Brmg whiskey-soda.” 

“Yes Bwana.” 

“You shouldn’t,” she said. “That’s what I mean* by giving 
up. It says It’s bad for you. I know it’s bad for you.” 

“No,” he said. “It’s good for me.” 

So now it was all over, he thought. So now he would never 
have a chance to finish it. So this was the way it ended in a 
bickering over a drmk. Smee the gangrene started in his right 
leg he had no pain and with the pain the horror had gone and 
all he felt now was a great tiredness and anger tliat this was the 
end of It. For this, that now was coming, he had very little 
curiosity. For years it had obsessed him; but now it meant noth- 
mg m itself. It was strange how easy bemg tired enough 
made it. 

Now he would never write the things that he had saved to 
write until he knew enough to write tliem well. Well, he 
would not have to fail at trymg to write them either. Maybe 
you could never write them, and that was why you put them 
off and delayed the starting. Well he would never know, now. 

“I wish we’d never come,” the woman said. She was looking 
at him holdmg the glass and biting her lip. “You never would 
have gotten anything like this in Pans. You always said you 
loved Pans. We could have stayed in Pans or gone anywhere. 
I d have gone anywhere I said I’d go anywhere you wanted. 
If you wanted to shoot we could have gone shooting in 
Hungary and been comfortable.” 

“Your bloody money,” he said. 
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That s not fair,” she said. “It was always yours as much as 
mine I left everythmg and I went wherever you wanted to 20 

and I ve done what you wanted to do. But I wish we’d never 
come here.” 


“You said you loved it.” 

“I did when you were all right. But now I hate it. I don’t 

sec why that had to happen to your leg. What have we done 
to have that happen to us 

I suppose what I did was to forget to put iodine on it when 
I first scratched it. Then I didn’t pay any attention to it because 
I never infect. Then, later, when it got bad, it was probably 
usmg tliat weak carbolic solution when the other antiseptics 
ran out that paralyzed the minute blood vessels and started the 
gangrene.” He looked at her, “What else ?” 

“I don’t mean that.” 

“If wc would have hired a good mechanic instead of a half 
baked kikuyu driver, he would have checked the oil and never 
burned out that bearmg m the truck.” 

“I don’t mean that.” 

“If you hadn’t left your own people, your goddamned Old 
Westbury, Saratoga, Palm Beach people to take me on ” 

“Why, I loved you. That’s not fair. I love you now. I’ll always 
love you. Don’t you love me 

“No,” said tlie man. “I don’t thmk so I never have.” 

“Harry, what are you saying? You’re out of your head.” 

“No. I haven’t any head to go out of ” 

“Don’t drmk that,” she said. “Darling, please don’t drink 
that We have to do everything we can.” 

“You do It,” he said. “I’m tired.” 


Now in his mind he saw a railway station at Karagatch and 
he was standing with his pac\ and that was the headlight of 
the Simplon-Onent cutting the dar\ now and he was leaving 
Thrace then after the retreat. That was one of the things he 
had saved to write, with, in the morning at breahjast, looking 
out the window and seeing snow on the mountains in Bulgaria 
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and Nansen's Secretary asking the old man if it were snow and 
the old man looking at it and saying, No, thats not snow. Its 
too early for snow. And the Secretary repeating to the other 
girls, No, you see. It’s not snow and them all saying. It’s not 
snow we were mistaken, ^ut it was the snow all light and he 
sent them on into it when he evolaed exchange of populations. 
And It was snow they tramped along in until they died that 
winter. 

It was snow too that fell all Chnstmas week that year up in 
the Gauertal, that year they lived in the woodcutter s house 
with the big square poicelain stove that filled half the room, 
and they slept on mattresses filled with beech leaves, the Ume 
the deserter came with his feet bloody in the snow. He said the 
police were right behind him and they gave him woolen socks 
and held the gendarmes talking until the tracks had drifted 
over. 

In Schrunz, on Chnstmas day, the snow was so bright it hurt 
your eyes when you looked out from the weinstube and saw 
every one coming home from church. That was where they 
walked up the sleigh-smoothed tmne-yellowed road along the 
river with the steep pine hills, sk}S heavy on the shoulder, and 
where they ran that great run down the glacier above the 
Madlener-haus, the snow as smooth to see as cake frosting and 
as light as powder and he remembered the noiseless rush the 
speed made as you dropped down like a bird. 

They .were snow-bound a weekm the Madlener-haus that time 
in the blizzard playing cards in the smoke by the lantern light 
and the stakes were higher all the time as Herr Lent lost more. 
Finally he lost it all. Everything, the skischule money and all the 
season’s profit and then his capital. He could see him with his 
long nose, picktng up the cards and then opening, “Sans Voir.” 
There was always gambling then. When there was no snow you 
gambled and when there was too much you gambled. He 
thought of all the time in his life he had spent gambling. 

But he had never written a line of that, nor of that cold, bright 
Chnstmas day with the mountains showing across the plain that 
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Gm duel had flou/n aa oss the lines to bomb the Austrian officers’ 
leaue ti am, machine-gunnmg them as they scatteied and ran. 
He remembered Gaidner aftei wards coming into the mess and 
stai tmg to tell about it. And how quiet it got and then somebody 
saying, ''You bloody murdetous bastard!’ 

Those weie the same Austuans they filled then that he s\ied 
with latei . Ho not the same. Hans, that he shied with all that 
yeai , had been in the Kaisei -fagers and when they went hunting 
hates together up the little valley above the saw-mill they had 
talked of the fighting on Pasubio and of the attack on Pertica 
and Asalone and he had never written a word of that. Nor of 
Monte Como, nor the Siete Commum, nor of Arsiedo. 

How many winters had he lived in the Voralberg and the 
At Ibei g? It was four and then he remembet ed the man who had 
the fox to sell >when they had walked into Bludenz, that time to 
buy piesents, and the cherry-pit taste of good kitsch, the fast- 
slipping f ush of running powder-snow on crust, singing "Hi! 
Ho! said Roily!” as you ran down the last stretch to the steep 
diop, taking straight, then lunnmg the orchard in three 
turns and out across the ditch and onto the icy road behind the 
inn. Knocking your bindings loose, kicking the skis free and 
leaning them up against the wooden wall of the inn, the lamp- 
light coming from the window, where inside, in the smoky, 
new-wine smelling warmth, they were playing the accordion. 


“Where did we stay in Pans he asked the woman who was 
sitting by him in a canvas chair, now, m Africa. 

“At the Crillon. You know that.” 

“Why do I know that?” 

“That’s where we always stayed.” 

“No. Not always.” 

“There and at the Pavillion Henri-Quatre m St. Germain. 

You said you loved it there.” , , , 

“Love IS a dunghill,” said Harry. ‘‘And I m the cock that 


gets on it to crow. 

“If you have to go away,” 


she said, “is it absolutely necessary 
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to kill off everything you leave behind? I mean do you have lO 
takeaway everything? Do you have to kill your horse, and your 
wife and burn your saddle and your armour 
“Yes ” he said. “Your damned money was my armour. My 
Swift and my Armour.” 

“Don’t.” 

“All right. I’ll stop that. I don’t want to hurt you.” 

“It’s a little bit late now.” 

“All right then. I’ll go on hurting you. It’s more amusing. 
The only tiling I ever really liked to do with you 1 can’t do 
now.” 

“No, that’s not true. You liked to do many things and every- 
tiling you wanted to do 1 did.” 

“Oh, for Christ sake stop bragging, will you ?” 

He looked at her and saw her crying. 

“Listen,” he said. “Do you think that it is fun to do thisi^ I 
don’t know why I’m doing it. It’s trying to kill to keep your- 
self alive, I imagme. I was all right when we started talking. I 
didn’t mean to start this, and now I’m crazy as a coot and bc- 
mg as cruel to you as I can be. Don’t pay any attention, darling, 
to what I say. I love you, really. You know I love you. I’ve 
never loved any one else the way I love you.” 

He slipped mto the familiar lie he made lus bread and but- 
ter by. 

“You’re sweet to me.” 

“You bitch,” he said. “You rich bitch. That’s poetry. I’m full 
of poetry now. Rot and poetry. Rotten poetry.” 

“Stop It. Harry, why do you have to turn mto a devil now 
“I don’t like to leave anythmg,” the man said. “I don’t like 
to leave thmgs behind.” 

^ 

It was evenmg now and he had been asleep. The sun was 
gone behind the hdl and there was a shadow all across the 
plam and the small animals were feeding close to' camp ; quick 
dropping heads and switchmg tails, he watched them keeping 


THE SNOWS OF KILIMANJARO I57 

well out away from the bush now. The birds no longer waited 
on the ground. They were all perched heavily in a tree. There 
were many more of them. His personal boy was sitting by the 
bed. 

'‘Mcmsahib’s gone to shoot,” the boy said. ‘‘Does Bwana 
want 

“Nothmg.” 

She had gone to kill a piece of meat and, knowing how he 
liked to watch the game, she had gone well away so she would 
not disturb this little pocket of the plain that he could see. She 
was always thoughtful, he diought. On anything she knew 
about, or had read, or that she had ever heard. 

It was not her fault that when he went to her he was already 
over. How could a woman know that you meant nothing that 
you said; that you spoke only from habit and to be comfortable.? 
After he no longer meant what he said, his lies were more suc- 
cessful with women than when he had told them the truth. 

It was not so much that he lied as tliat there was no truth to 
tell. He had had his life and it was over and then he went on 
living It again with different people and more money, with the 
best of the same places, and some new ones 

You kept from thinking and it was all marvellous. You were 
equipped with good insides so that 'you did not go to pieces 
that way, the way most of them had, and you made an attitude 
that you cared notliing for the work you used to do, now that 
you could no longer do it. But, in yourself, you said that you 
would write about these people; about the very rich, that you 
were really not of them but a spy in their country, that you 
would leave it and write of it and for once it would be written 
by some one who knew what he was writing of. But he would 
never do it, because each day of not writmg, of comfort, of be- 
mg that which he despised, dulled his ability and softened his 
will to work so that, finally, he did no work at all. The people 
he knew now were all much more comfortable when he did 
not work. Africa was where he had been happiest in the good 
time of his life, so he had come out here to start again. Diey 
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had made this safari with the minimum of comfort. There was 
no hardship; but there was no luxury and he had thought that 
he could get back into trainmg that way. That in some way he 
could work the fat off his soul die way a fighter went into die 
* mountams to work and train m order to burn it out of his 
body. 

She had liked it. She said she loved it. She loved anything 
that was exciting, that involved a change of scene, where there 
were new people and where things were pleasant. And he had 
felt the illusion of returnmg strength of will to work. Now if 
this was how it ended, and he knew it was, he must not turn 
like some snake bitmg itself because its back was broken. It 
wasn’t this woman’s fault. If it had not been she it would have 
been another. If he lived by a he he should try to die by it. He 
heard a shot beyond the hill. 

She shot very well this good, this rich bitch, this kindly care- 
taker and destroyer of his talent. Nonsense. He had destroyed 
his talent himself. Why should he blame this woman because 
she kept him well ? He had destroyed his talent by not using 
It, by betrayals of himself and what he believed m, by drinking 
so much that he blunted the edge of his perceptions, by lazi- 
ness, by sloth, and by snobbery, by pride and by prejudice, by 
hook and by crook. What was this ? A catalogue of old books ? 
What was his talent anyway? It was a talent all right but in- 
stead of usmg it, he had traded on it. It was never what he had 
done, but always what he could do. And he had chosen to 
make his living with somethmg else instead of a pen or a 
pencil. It was strange, too, wasn’t it, that when he fell in love 
with another woman, that woman should always have more 
money than the last one? But when he no longer was m love, 
when he was only lymg, as to this woman, now, who had the 
most money of all, who had all the money there was, who had 
had a husband and children, who had taken lovers and been 
dissatisfied with them, and who loved him dearly as a writer, 
as a man, as a companion and as a proud possession; it was 
strange that when he did not love her at all and was lying, that 
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he should be able to give her more for her money than when 
he had really loved. 

We must all be cut out for what we do, he thought. How- 
ever you make your livmg is where your talent lies. He had 
sold vitalit}^, m one form or another, all his life and when your 
affections are not too mvolved you give much better value for 
the money. He had found that out but he would never write 
tliat, now, eitlier. No, he would not write that, although it was 
well worth writmg. 

Now she came m sight, walking across the open toward the 
camp. She was wearing jodphurs and carrying her rifle. The 
two boys had a Tommie slung and they were coming along 
behind her. She was still a good-looking woman, he thought, 
and she had a pleasant body. She had a great talent and ap- 
preciation for die bed, she was not pretty, but he liked her face, 
she read enormously, liked to ride and shoot and, certainly, 
she drank too much. Her husband had died when she was still 
a comparatively young woman and for a while she had devoted 
herself to her two just-grown children, who did not need her 
and were embarrassed at having her about, to her stable of 
horses, to books, and to bottles. She liked to read in the evening 
before dinner and she drank Scotch. and soda while she read. 
By dinner she was fairly drunk and after a bottle of wine at 
dinner she was usually drunk enough to sleep. 

That was before the lovers. After she had the lovers she did 
not drmk so much because she did not have to be drunk to 
sleep. But the lovers bored her. She had been married to a man 
who had never bored her and these people bored her very 

^Then one of her two children was killed in a plane crash 
and after that was over she did not want the lovers, and drink 
being no anesthetic she had to make another life Suddenly, she 
had been acutely frightened of being alone. But she wanted 

some one that she respected wiA her , , , 

It had begun very simply. She liked what he wrote and she 
had always envied the life he led She thought he did exactly 
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what he wanted to. Tlie steps by which she had acquired him 
and the way m which she had finally fallen in love with him 
were all part of a regular progression m which she had built 
herself a new life and he had traded away what remained of 
his old life. 

He had traded it for security, for comfort too, there was no 
denymg that, and for what else ^ He did not know. She would 
have bought him anything he wanted. He laiew diat. She was 
a damned nice woman too. He would as soon be in bed with 
her as any one; rather with her, because she was richer, be- 
cause she was very pleasant and appreciative and because she 
never made scenes. And now this life that she had built again 
v/as coming to a term because he had not used iodme two weeks 
ago when a thorn had scratched his knee as they moved for- 
ward trying to photograph a herd of waterbuck standing, tlieir 
heads up, peering while their nostrils searched the air, their 
ears spread wide to hear the first noise that would send them 
rushmg into the bush. They had bolted, too, before he got the 
picture. 

Here she came now. 

He turned his head on the cot to look toward her. “Hello,” 
he said. 

“I shot a Tommy ram,” she told him. “He’ll make you good 
broth and I’ll have them mash some potatoes with the Klim. 
How do you feel ?” 

“Much better.” 

Isnt that lovely? You know I thought perhaps you would. 
You were sleepmg when I left.” 

“I had a good sleep. Did you walk far ?” 

No. Just around behmd the hill. I made quite a good shot 
on the Tommy,” 

‘Tou shoot marvellously, you know.” 

I love It. I ve loved Adrica. Really. If yotivc all right it’s the 
most fun that I ve ever had. You don’t know the fun it’s been 
to shoot with you. I’ve loved the country.” 

“I love it too.” 
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Darling", you don t know liow marvellous it is to see you 
feeling better I couldn’t stand it when you felt that way. You 
won't talk to me like that again, will you ? Promise me 

'‘No/’ he said. “I don’t remember what I said.” 

"You don’t ha\e to destroy me. Do you? I’m only a middle- 
aged V. Oman who loves you and wants to do what you want to 
do Ike been destroyed two or three times already. You 
wouldn't want to destroy me again, would you?” 

“I'd like to destroy you a few times m bed,” he said. 

"Yes That’s the good destruction. That’s die way we’re made 
to be destroyed. The plane will be here tomorrow.” 

“How do you know?” 

“I'm sure. It’s bound to come. Tlie boys have the wood all 
ready and the grass to make the smudge. I went down and 
looked at it again today. There’s plenty of room to land and 
we have the smudges ready at both ends.” 

“What makes you think it will come tomorrow?” 

“I’m sure it will. It’s overdue now. Then, in town, they will 
fix up your leg and then we will have some good destruction. 
Not that dreadful talking kind.” 

“Should we have a drink ? The sun is down.” 

“Do you think you should?” 

“I’m having one.” 

“We’ll have one together. Molo, lettt dm u/his\ey~soda^’^ she 
called. 

“You’d better put on your mosquito boots,” he told her. 

“I’ll wait till I bathe . . 

While it grew dark tliey drank and just before it was dark 
and there was no longer enough light to shoot, a hyena crossed 
the open on his way around the hill. 

“That bastard crosses there every night,” the man said. 
“Every night for two weeks.” 

“He’s the one makes the noise at night. I don’t mind it. 

They’re a filthy animal though.” 

Drinking together, with no pain now except the discomfort 
of lying in the one position, the boys lighting a fire, its shadow 
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jumping on the tents, he could feel the return of acquiescence 
in this life of pleasant surrender. She was very good to him. He 
had been cruel and unjust m the afternoon. She was a fine 
woman, marvellous really. And just then it occurred to him 
that he was gomg to die. 

It came with a rush; not as a rush of water nor of wind; but 
of a sudden evil-smellmg emptmess and the odd thing was 
that the hyena slipped lightly along the edge of it. 

“What is It, Harry she asked him. 

“Nothing,” he said. “You had better move over to the other 
side. To wmdward.” 

“Did Molo change the dressing?” 

“Yes. I’m just using the boric now.” 

“How do you feel.?” 

“A little wobbly.” 

“Fm going in to bathe,” she said. “I’ll be right out. I’ll eat 
with you and then we’ll put the cot in.” 

So, he said to himself, we did well to stop the quarrelling. He 
had never quarrelled much with this woman, while with the 
women that he loved he had quarrelled so much they had finally, 
always, with the corrosion of the quarrelling, killed what they 
had together. He had loved too much, demanded too much, 
and he wore it all out. 

He thought about alone in Constantinople that time, having 
quairelled in Pans before he had gone out. He had whored the 
whole time and then, when that was over, and he had jailed 
to hill his loneliness, but only made it worse, he had written, 
her, the first one, the one who left him, a letter telling her how 
he had never been able to hill it. .. . How when he thought 
he saw her outside the Regence one time it made him go cdl 
faint and stch inside, and that he would follow a woman who 
loohed lihe her in some way, along the Boulevard, afraid to see 
it was not she, afraid to lose the feeling it gave him. How every 
one he had slept with had only made him miss her more. How 
what she had done cotdd never matter since he hnew he could 
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not cure himself of loving her. He wrote this letter at the Club, 
cold sober, and mailed it to New Yor\ ashing her to write him 
at the office in Pans. That seemed safe. Arid that night miss- 
ing her so much it made him feel hollow sic\ inside, he wan- 
deied up past Taxim^s, picked a girl up and too\ her out to 
supper. He had gone to a place to dance with her afterward, 
she danced badly, and left her for a hot Armenian slut, that 
swung her belly against him so it almost scalded. He too\ her 
away from a British gunner subaltern after a row. The gunner 
ashed him outside and they fought in the street on the cobbles 
in the darh> He^d hit him twice, hard, on the side of the 'jaw 
and when he didn’t go down he hnew he was in for a fight. 
T he gunner hit him in the body, then beside his eye. He swung 
with his left again and landed and the gunner fell on him and 
grabbed his coat and tore the sleeve off and he clubbed him 
twice behind the ear and then smashed him with his right 
as he pushed him away. When the gunner went down his head 
hit first and he ran with the girl because they heard the M. P.’s 
coming. They got into a taxi and drove out to Rimmily Hissa 
along the Bosphorus, and around, and bac\ in the cool night 
and went to bed and she felt as over-ripe as she looked but 
smooth, rose-petal, syrupy, smooth-bellied, big-breasted and 
needed no pillow under her buttocks, and he left her before she 
was awa\e looking blousy enough in the first daylight and 
turned up at the Pera Palace with a black eye, carrying his coat 
because one sleeve was-missing. 

That same night he left for Anatolia and he remembered, 
later on that trip, riding all day through fields of the poppies 
that they raised for opium and how strange it made you feel, 
finally, and all the distances seemed wrong, to where they had 
made the attack with the newly arrived Constantine officers, 
that did not k^ow a god-damned thing, and the aitillery had 
fired into the troops and the British obseiver had cried like a 

child. . 

That was the day he’d first seen dead men weanng white 

ballet skirts and upturned shoes with pompons on them. The 
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Tur^s had come steadily and lumpily and he had seen the 
skirted men running and the officers shooting into them and 
running then themselves and he and the British ohseiver had 
run too until his lungs ached and his mouth was full of the taste 
of pennies and they stopped behind some 1 ocks and there were 
the Turks coming as lumpily as ever. Later he had seen the 
things that he could never thin\ of and later still he had seen^ 
much worse. So when he got bac\ to Pans that time he could 
not tal\ about it or stand to have it mentioned. And there in the 
cafe as he passed was that American poet with a pile of saucers 
in front of him and a stupid look on his potato face tallying about 
the Dada movement with a Roumanian who said his name was 
Tristan Tzara, who always wore a monocle and had a head- 
ache, and, back at the apartment with his wife that now he 
loved again, the quatrel all over, the madness all over, glad to 
be home, the office sent his mail up to the fiat. So then the let- 
ter in answer to the one hdd written came in on a platter one 
morning and when he saw the handwriting he went cold all 
over and tried to slip the letter underneath another. But his 
Wife said, “Who is that letter from, dear?’’ and that was the 
end of the beginning of that. 

He remembered the good times with them all, and the quar- 
rels. They always picked the finest places to have the quarrels. 
And why had they always quarrelled when he was feeling best? 
He had never written any of that because, at first, he never 
wanted to hut t any one and then it seemed as though there was 
enough to write without it. But he had always thought that he 
would write it finally. There was so much to write. He had seen 
the world change', not “just the events', although he had seen 
many of them and had watched the people, but he had seen the 
subtlei change and he could remember how the people were at 
diffeient times. He had been in it and he had watched it and 
It was his duty to write of it; hut now he never would. 

How do you feeP she said. She had come out from the 
tent now after her bath. 
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“All right.” 

Could you eat now^ He saw Molo behind her with the 
folding table and tlie other boy with the dishes. 

“I want to write,” he said. 

“You ought to take some broth to keep your strength up.” 

“I’m going to die tonight,” he said. “I don’t need my strength 
up.” 

“Don’t be melodramatic, Harry, please,” she said. 

“Why don’t you use your nose ? I’m rotted half way up my 
thigh now. What the hell should I fool with broth for? Molo 
brmg whiskey-soda.” 

“Please take the broth,” she said gently. 

“All right.” 

The broth was too hot. He had to hold it m the cup until it 
cooled enough to take it and then he just got it down without 
gagging. 

“You’re a fine woman,” he said. “Don’t pay any attention 
to me.” 

She looked at him with her well-known, well-loved face 
from Spur and Town and Country, only a little the worse for 
drmk, only a little the worse for bed, but Town and Country 
never showed those good breasts and those useful thighs and 
those lightly small-of-back-caressmg hands, and as he looked 
and saw her well known pleasant smile, he felt death come 
again. This time there was no rush. It was a puff, as of a wind 
that makes a candle flicker and the flame go tail. 

“They can bring my net out later and hang it from the tree 
and build the fire up. I’m not going in the tent tonight. It’s not 
worth moving. It’s a clear night. Tliere won’t be any ram.” 

So this was how you died, in whispers that you did not hear. 
Well, there would be no more quarrelling. He could promise 
that. The one experience that he had never had he was not 
going to spoil now. He probably would You spoiled every- 
thmg But perhaps he wouldn’t. 

“You can’t take dictation, can you?” 

“I never learned,” she told him. 
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“That’s all right.” 

There wasn’t time, of course, although it seemed as though 
it telescoped so that you might put it all into one paragraph if 
you could get it right. 

There was a log house j chinked white with mortar, on a 
hill above the lake. There was a bell on a pole by the doon 
to call the people in to meals. Behind the house were fields and 
behind the fields was the timber. A line of lombardy poplars 
ran from the house to the dock. Other poplars ran along the 
point. A road went up to the hills along the edge of the timber 
and along that road he picked blackbernes. Then that log 
house was burned down and all the guns that had been on deer 
foot racks above the open fire place were burned and after- 
wards then barrels, with the lead melted in the magazines, and 
the stocks burned away, lay out on the heap of ashes that were 
used to make lye for the big iron soap kettles, and yowasked 
Grandfather if you could have them to play with, and he said, 
no. You see they were his guns still and he never bought any 
others. Nor did he hunt any more. The house was rebuilt in 
the same place out of lumber now and painted white and from 
Its porch you saw the poplars and the lake beyond; but there 
were never any more guns. The barrels of the guns that had 
hung on the deer feet on the wall of the log house lay ouP 
there on the heap of ashes and no one ever touched them. 

In the Black Forest, after the war, we rented a trout stream 
and there were two ways to walk to it. One was down the val- 
ley from Triberg and around the valley road in the shade of 
the trees that bordered the white road, and then up a side road 
that went up through the hills past many small farms, with 
the big Schwarzwald houses, until that road a’ossed the stream. 
That was where our fishing began. 

The other way was to climb steeply up to the edge of the 
woods and then go across the top of the hills through the pine 
woods, and then out to the edge of a meadow and down acr'oss 
*his meadow to the bridge. There were birches along the stream 
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and It was not hg, hut narrow, clear and fast, with pools when 
It had cut under t he 1 oots of the bn dies. At the Hotel in Triber§^ 
the propuetor had a fine season. It was very pleasant and we 
were all gieat fuends. The next year came the inflation and the 
money he had made the year befote was not enough to buy sup' 
plies to open the hotel and he hanged himself. 

You could dictate that, but you could not dictate the Place 
Contrescaipe where the flower selleis dyed their flowers in the 
street and the dye i an over the paving where the autobus started 
and the old men and the women, always drun\ on wine and 
bad maic; and the children with their noses running in the 
cold; the smell of dirty sweat and poveity and drunkenness at 
the Cafe des Amateurs and the whores at the Bal Musette they 
lived above. T he Conaerge who entertained the trooper of the 
Garde Republicaine in her loge, his horse-hair-plumed helmet 
on a chan . The locatahe across the hall whose husband was a 
bicycle lacer and her py that morning at the Cremene when 
she had opened HAuto and seen where he placed third in 
Paris-Torn s, his first big lace. She had blushed and laughed 
and then gone upstairs ciying with the yellow sporting paper 
in her hand. The husband of the woman who ran the Bal Mu- 
sette diove a taxi and when he, Harry, had to ta\e an early 
plane the husband \noc\ed upon the door to wa\e him and 
they each dian\ a glass of white wine at the zinc of the bar be- 
fore they started He hiiew his neighbors in that quaiter then be- 
cause they all were poor. 

Aiound that Place there were two binds; the drunkards and 
the sportifs. The drunkards killed their poverty that way; the 
sportifs took out in exercise. They were the descendants of the 
Communards and it was no struggle for them to know their 
politics. They knew who had shot their fathers, their relatives, 
their brothers, and their friends when the Versailles troops came 
in and took the town after the Commune and executed any one 
they could catch with calloused hands, or who wore a cap, or 
carried any other sign he was a working man. And in that pov- 
erty, and in that quarter across the street from a Bouchene 
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Chemline and a wine co-operative he had written the start of all 
he was to do. There never was another part of Pans that he 
loved li\e that, the sprawling trees, the old white plastered 
houses painted brown below, the long green of the autobus in 
that round square, the purple flower dye upon the paving, the 
sudden drop down the hill of the 1 ue Cardinal Lemoine to the 
River, and the other way the narrow a'owded woi Id of the / ue 
Mouffetard. The street that ran up towaid the Pantheon and the 
other that he always too\ with the bicycle, the only asphalted 
street in all that quarter, smooth under the tires, with the high 
nai row houses and the cheap tall hotel where Paul Verlaine had 
died. There were only two rooms in the apartments where they 
lived and he had a 1 oom on the top floor of that hotel that cost 
him sixty francs a month where he did his writing, and from it 
he could see the i oofs and chimney pots and all the hills of Paris. 

Ftom the apartment you could only see the wood and coal 
man’s place. He sold wme too, bad wine. The golden horse’s 
head outside the Boucherie Chevaline where the carcasses hung 
yellow gold and red in the open window, and the green painted 
co-opemtive where they bought their wine', good wine and 
cheap. The lest was plaster walls and the windows of the 
neighbors. The neighbois who, at night, when some one lay 
drun\ in the street, moaning and groaning in that typical 
Piench ivresse that you were propaganded to believe did no^ 
exist, would open then windows and then the muimur of tal\. 

''Where is the policeman'^ When you don’t want him the 
buggei IS always there. He’s sleeping with some concierge. Get 
the Agent.” Till some one thiew a bucket of water from a win- 
dow and the moaning stopped. "What’s that'? Water. Ah, that’s 
intelligent.” And the windrows shutting. Mane, his femme de 
menage, protesting against the eight-hour day saying, "If a 
husband wor\s until six he gets only a little drun\ on the way 
home and does not waste too much. If he worlds only untd five 
he IS drun\ every night and one has no money. It is the wife 

of the wording man who suflers fiom this shortening of 
hours!’ 
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-‘Wouldn't you lilce some more broth?” the woman asked 
him now. 

*|No, diank you very much. It is awfully good.” 

“Try just a little.” 

“I would like a whiskey-soda ” 

‘‘It’s not good for } ou ” 

No. Its bad for me. Cole Porter wrote tlie words and the 
music. This knowledge that you’re going mad for me.” 

“You know I like you to dunk.” 

“Oh 5'cs. Only it’s bad for me.” 

When she goes, he thought. I’ll have all I want. Not all I , 
want but all there is. Ayce he was tired. Too tired. He was 
going to sleep a little while. He lay still and death was not 
there. It must have gone around another street. It went in 
pairs, on bicycles, and moved absolutely silently on the pave- 
ments. 

No, he had never wuUen about Pans. Not the Pans that he 
cared about. But what about theiest that he had nevei written? 

W hat about the i anch and the silvered gray of the sage brush, 
the quic\, clear water in the iingation ditches, and the heavy 
gieen of the alfalfa. The trail went up into the hills and the 
cattle in the summei weie shy as deer. The bawling and the 
steady noise and slow moving mass raising a dust as you 
brought them down in the fall. And behind the mountains, 
the clear sharpness of the pea\ in the evening light and, riding 
down along the trail in the moonlight, bright across the val- 
ley. Now he remembered coming down through the timber m 
the dar\ holding the horse's tail when you could not see and 
all the stones that he meant to write. 

About the half-wit chore boy who was left at the ranch that 
time and told not to let any one get any hay, and that old 
bastard from the Por\s who had beaten the boy when he had 
worked for him stopping to get some feed. The boy refusing 
and the old man saying he would beat him again. The boy got 
the rifle from the kitchen and shot him when he tried to come 
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into the barn and when they came hac\ to the ranch he’d been 
dead a wee\, frozen in the corral, and the dogs had eaten part 
of him. But what was left you pac\ed on a sled wrapped in a 
blanket and roped on and you got the boy to help you haul it, 
and the two of you too\ it out over the road on sJ{ts, and sixty 
miles down to town to turn the boy over. He having no idea 
that he would be arrested. Thtn\ing he had done his duty and 
that you were his friend and he would be rewarded. He’d 
helped to haul the old man in so everybody could \now how 
bad the old man had been and how he’d tried to steal some feed 
that didn’t belong to him, and when the sheriff put the hand' 
cuffs on the boy he couldn’t believe it. Then he’d started to 
cty. That was one story he had saved to write. He piiew at least 
twenty good stories from out there and he had never written 
one. Why"? 

“You tell them why,” he said. 

“Why what, dear?” 

“Why nothmg.” 

She didn’t drink so much, now, since she had him. But if he 
lived he would never write about her, he knew that now. Nor 
about any of them. The rich were dull and they drank too 
much, or they played too much backgammon. They were dull 
and they were repetitious. He remembered poor Julian and his 
romantic awe of them and how he had started a story once that 
began. The very rich are different from you and me.” And 
how some one had said to Julian, Yes, they have more money. 
But that was not humorous to Julian. He thought they were 
a special glamourous race and when he found they weren’t 

it wrecked him just as much as any other thmg that wrecked 
him. 

He had been contemptuous of those who wrecked. You did 
not have to like it because you understood it. He could beat 

anything, he thought, because no thing could hurt him if he 
did not care. 

All right. Now he would 


not care for death. One thmg he 
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had always dreaded was the pain. He could stand pain as wel ; 
as any nianj until it went on too long, and wore litm out, bur 
here he had something that had hurt frightfully and just when 
he had felt it breaking him, the pain had stopped. 

He remembered long ago when Williamson, the bombing 
officer, had been hit by a stic\ bomb some one in a German 
patiol had thrown as he was coimng in through the wire that 
night and, screaming, had begged every one to \ill him. He 
was a fat man, very brave, and a good officer, although addicted 
to fantastic shows. But that night he was caught in the wire, 
with a flare lighting him up and his bowels spilled out into 
the wire, so when they brought him in, alive, they had to cut 
him loose. Shoot me, Harry. For Christ sa\e shoot me. They 
had had an argument one time about our Lord never sending 
you anything you could not bear and some one's theoiy had 
been that meant that at a ceitain time the pain passed you 
out automatically. But he had always remembered William- 
son, that night. Nothing passed out Williamson until he gave 
him all his morphine tablets that he had always saved to use 
himself and then they did not wor\ right away. 

Still this now, that he had, was very easy; and if it was 
no worse as it went on there was nothing to worry about. 
Except that he would rather be in better company. 

He thought a little about the company that he would like to 

have. 

No, he thought, when everything you do, you do too long, 
and do too late, you can't expect to find the people still there. 
Xhe people all are gone. The party s over and you are with your 
hostess now. 

I’m getting as bored with dying as with everything else, he 
thought. 

“It’s a bore,” he said out loud. 

“What IS, my dear?” 

“Anything you do foo bloody long.” 
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He looked at her face between him and the fire. She was 
leanmg back m the chair and the firelight shone on her pleas- 
antly lined face and he could see that she was sleepy. He heard 
the hyena make a noise just outside the range of the fire. 

“Fve been writmg ” he said. “But I got tired.” 

“Do you thmk you will be able to sleep?” 

‘Tretty sure. Why don’t you turn m?” 

“I like to sit here with you.” 

“Do you feel anythmg strange!^” he asked her. 

“No. Just a little sleepy.” 

“I do,” he said. 

He had just felt death come by agam. 

“You know the only thmg I’ve never lost is curiosity,” he 
said to her. 

“You’ve never lost anythmg. You’re the most complete man 
I’ve ever known.” 

“Christ,” he said. “How htde a woman knows. What is 
that^ Your intuition f'” 

Because, just then, death had come and rested its head on the 
foot of the cot and he could smell its breath. 

“Never believe any of that about a scythe and a skull,” he 
told her. “It can be two bicycle policemen as easily, or be a 
bird. Or it can have a wide snout like a hyena.” 

It had moved up on him now, but it had no shape any 
more. It simply occupied space. 

“Tell It to go away.” 

It did not go away but moved a little closer. 

“You’ve got a hell of a breath,” he told it. “You stinking 
bastard.” 

It moved up closer to him still and now he could not speak 
to It, and when it saw he could not speak it came a little 
closer, and now he tried to send it away without speakmg, but 
It rnoved m on him so its weight was all upon his chest, and 
while It crouched there and he could not move, or speak, he 
heard tlie woman say, “Bwana is asleep now. Take the cot up 
very gently and carry it mto the tent.” 
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He could not speak to tell her to make it go away and it 
crouched now, heavier, so he could not breathe. And then, 
while they lifted the cot, suddenly it was all right and the 
weight went from his chest. 

It was morning and had been morning for some time and 
he heard the plane. It showed very tmy and then made a 
wide circle and the boys ran out and lit the fires, using kero- 
sene, and piled on grass so there were two big smudges at each 
end of the level place and the morning breeze blew them 
toward the camp and die plane circled twice more, low this 
time, and then glided down and levelled ofF and landed 
smoothly and, coming walking toward him, was old Compton 
in slacks, a tweed jacket and a brown felt hat. 

“What’s the matter, old cock Compton said. 

“Bad leg,” he told him. “Will you have some breakfast?” 

“Thanks. Ill just have some tea. It’s the Puss Moth you 
know. I won’t be able to take the Memsahib. There’s only room 
for one. Your lorry is on the way.” 

Helen had taken Compton aside and was speaking to him. 
Compton came back more cheery than ever. 

“We’ll get you right in,” he said. “I’ll be back for the Mem 
Now I’m afraid I’ll have to stop at Arusha to refuel. We’d 
better get going.” 

“What about the tea?” 

“I don’t really care about it you know.” 

The boys had picked up the cot and carried it around t e 
green tents and down along the rock and out onto the plain 
and along past the smudges that were burnmg brightly now, 
the grass all consumed, and the wind fanning tlie fire, to e 
little plane. It was difficult getting him in, but once m he lay 
back in the leather seat, and the leg was stuck straight 
one side of the seat where Compton sat Compton started the 
motor and got m. He waved to Helen and to the boys and, as 
the clatter moved into the old familiar roar, they swung aroun 
With Compie watching for wart-hog holes and roared, bump- 
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mg, along the stretch between the fires and with the last bump 
rose and he saw them all standmg below, wavmg, and the 
camp beside the hill, flattening now, and tlie plam spreading, 
clumps o£ trees, and the bush flattening, while the game trails 
ran now smoothly to the dry waterholes, and there was a new 
water that he had never known of. The zebra, small rounded 
backs now, and the wildebeeste, big-headed dots seeming to 
climb as they moved in long fingers across the plain, now 
scattering as the shadow came toward them, tliey were tmy 
now, and the movement had no gallop, and the plam as far as 
you could see, gray-yellow now and ahead old Compie’s tweed 
back and the brown felt hat. Then they were over the first 
hills and the wildebeeste were trailing up them, and then they 
were over mountams with sudden depths of green-rising forest 
and the solid bamboo slopes, and then the heavy forest again, 
sculptured into peaks and hollows until they crossed, and hills 
sloped down and then another plain, hot now, and purple 
brown, bumpy with heat and Compie looking back to see how 
he was ridmg. Then there were other mountams dark ahead. 

And then mstead of gomg on to Arusha they turned left, he 
evidently figured that they had the gas, and lookmg down he 
saw a pmk sifting cloud, moving over the ground, and m the 
air, like the first snow m a blizzard, that comes from nowhere, 
and he knew die locusts were coming up from the South. Then 
they began to climb and they were gomg to the East it seemed, 
and then it darkened and they were m a storm, the ram so 
thick it seemed like flying through a waterfall, and dien they 
were out and Compie turned his head and grinned and pointed 
and there, ahead, all he could see, as wide as all the world, 
great, high, and unbelievably white m the sun, was the square 

top of Kilimanjaro. And then he knew that there was where 
he was going. 

Just then the hyena stopped whimpering in the night and 
started to make a strange, human, almost crymg sound. The 
woman heard it and stirred uneasily. She did not wake. In her 
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dream she was at the house on Long Island and it was the 
night before her daughter’s debut. Somehow her father was 
there and he had been very rude. Then the noise the hyena 
made was so loud she woke and for a moment she did not 
know where she was and she was very afraid Then she took 
the flashlight and shone it on the other cot that they had car- 
ried in after Harry had gone to sleep. She could see his bulk 
under the mosquito bar but somehow he had gotten his leg 
out and it hung down alongside the cot. The dressings had all 
come down and she could not look at it. 

“Molo,” she called, “Molol Molol” 

Then she said, “Harry, Harry Then her voice rismg, 
“Harry* Please, Oh Harry*” 

There was no answer and she could not hear him breathing. 

Outside the tent the hyena made the same strange noise that 
had awakened her. But she did not hear him for the beatmg 
of her heart. 



OLD MAN AT THE BRIDGE 


An old man with steel rimmed spectacles and very dusty 
clothes sat by the side of the road. There was a pontoon bridge 
across the river and carts, trucks, and men, women and children 
were crossmg it. The mule-drawn carts staggered up the steep 
bank from the bridge with soldiers helpmg push against the 
spokes of the wheels. The trucks ground up and away headmg 
out of It all and the peasants plodded along in the anlde deep 
dust. But the old man sat there without moving. He was too 
tired to go any farther. 

It was my busmess to cross the bridge, explore the bridgehead 
beyond and find out to what point the enemy had advanced. I 
did this and returned over the bridge. There were not so many 
carts now and very few people on foot, but the old man was 
still there. 

‘‘Where do you come from I asked him. 

“From San Carlos,” he said, and smiled. 

That was his native town and so it gave him pleasure to men- 
tion It and he smiled. 

“I was taking care of animals,” he explained. 

“Oh,” I said, not quite understanding 
“Yes,” he said, “I stayed, you see, takmg care of animals. I 
was the last one to leave the town of San Carlos.” 

He did not look like a shepherd nor a herdsman and I looked 
at his black dusty clothes and his gray dusty face and his steel 
rimmed spectacles and said, “What animals were they?” 

Various animals,” he said, and shook his head. “I had to 
leave them.” 

I was watchmg the bridge and the African looking country 
of the Ebro Delta and wondermg how long now it would be 
before we would see the enemy, and listening all the while for 
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the first noises that would signal that ever mysterious event 
called contact, and the old man still sat there. 

“What animals were they I asked. 

“There were tliree animals altogether,” he explamed. “There 
were two goats and a cat and then there were four pairs of 
pigeons.” 

“And you had to leave them ?” I asked. 

“Yes. Because of the artillery. The captam told me to go be- 
cause of the artillery.” 

“And you have no family I asked, watching the far end of 
the bridge where a few last carts were hurrying down the slope 
of the bank. 

“No,” he said, “only the animals I stated. Tlie cat, of course, 
will be all right. A cat can look out for itself, but I cannot think 
what will become of the others.” 

“What politics have you ?” I asked. 

“I am without politics,” he said. “I am seventy-six years old. 
I have come twelve kilometers now and I thi n k now I can go 
no further.” 

“This is not a good place to stop,” I said If you can make it, 
there are trucks up the road where it forks for Tortosa. 

“I will wait a while,” he said, “and then I will go. Where do 

the trucks go.?” 

“Towards Barcelona,” I told him. 

“I know no one in that direction,” he said, “but thank you 

very much. Thank you again very much. 

He looked at me very blankly and tiredly, then said, haymg 
to share his worry with some one, “The cat will be all rig it, 
am sure. There is no need to be unquiet about the cat. But the 
others. Now what do you thmk about the odiers , 

“Why they’ll probably come through it all right. 

“You thmk so ?” r 1 1 1 i. 

“Why not,” I said, watchmg tlie far bank where now there 

Were no carts. 

“But what will they do under the artillery when I was told 
to leave because o£ the artillery ^ 
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“Did you leave the dove cage unlocked I asked. 

“Yes.” 

“Then they’ll fly.” 

“Yes, certainly they’ll fly. But the others. It’s better not to 
think about the others,”' he said. 

“I£ you are rested I would go,” I urged. “Get up and try to 
walk now.” 

“Thank you,” he said and got to his feet, swayed from side 
to side and then sat down backwards m the dust. 

“I was taking car-e of animals,” he said dully, but no longer 
to me. “I was only taking care of animals.” 

There was nothing to do about him It was Easter Sunday 
and the Fascists were advancing toward the Ebro. It was a gray 
overcast day with a low ceilmg so their planes were not up. 
That and the fact that cats know how to look after themselves 
was all the good luck that old man would ever have. 



UP IN MICHIGAN 


Jim Gilmore came to Hortons Bay from Canada. He bought 
the blacksmith shop from old man Horton. Jim was short and 
dark with big mustaches and big hands. He was a good horse- 
shoer and did not look much like a blacksmith even with his 
leather apron on. He lived upstairs above the blacksmith shop 
and took his meals at D. J. Smith’s. 

Liz Coates worked for Smith’s. Mrs. Smith, who was a very 
large clean woman, said Liz Coates was the neatest girl she’d 
ever seen. Liz had good legs and always wore clean gingham 
aprons and Jim noticed that her hair was always neat behmd. 
He liked her face because it was so jolly but he never thought 
about her. 

Liz liked Jim very much. She liked it the way he walked 
over from the shop and often went to the kitchen door to watch 
for him to start down the road. She liked it about his mustache. 
She liked it about how white his teeth were when he smiled. 
She liked it very much that he didn’t look like a blacksmith. 
She liked it how much D. J. Smith and Mrs. Smith liked Jim. 
One day she found that she liked it the way the hair was black 
on his arms and how white they were above the tanned Ime 
when he washed up m the washbasm outside the house. Liking 
that made her feel funny. 

Hortons Bay, the town, was only five houses on the main 
road between Boyne City and Charlevoix. There was the gen- 
eral store and post office with a high false front and maybe a 
wagon hitched out m front, Smith’s house, Stroud’s house, 
Dillworth’s house, Horton’s house and Van Hoosen's house. The 
houses were in a big grove of elm trees and the road was very 
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sandy. There was farming country and timber each way up the 
road. Up the road a ways was the Methodist church and down 
the road die other direction was the township school. The 
blacksmith shop was painted red and faced the school. 

A steep sandy road ran down the lull to the bay through the 
timber. From Smith’s back door you could look out across the 
woods diat ran down to die lake and across the bay. It was 
very beautiful m the spring and summer, the bay blue and 
bright and usually whitecaps on the lake out beyond the point 
from the breeze blowmg from Charlevoix and Lake Michigan. 
From Smith’s back door Liz could see ore barges way out in 
the lake gomg towaid Boyne City. When she looked at them 
they didn’t seem to be moving at all but if she went in and 
dried some more dishes and then came out again they would 
be out of sight beyond the point. 

All the time now Liz was thinking about Jim Gilmore. He 
didn’t seem to notice her much. He talked about the shop to 
D. J. Smith and about the Republican Party and about James 
G. Blaine. In the evenings he read The Toledo Blade and the 
Grand Rapids paper by die lamp in the front room or went out 
spearing fish m the bay with a jacklight with D. J. Smith. In 
the fall he and Smith and Charley Wyman took a wagon and 
tent, grub, axes, their rifles and two dogs and went on a trip 
to the pme plams beyond Vanderbilt deer h un ting. Liz and 
Mrs. Smith were cooking for four days for them before they 
started. Liz wanted to make something special for Jim to take 
but she didn’t finally because she was afraid to ask Mrs. Smith 
for the eggs and flour and afraid if she bought them Mrs. 
Smith would catch her cooking. It would have been all right 
With Mrs. Smith but Liz was afraid. 

All the time Jim was gone on the deer hunting trip Liz 
thought about him. It was awful while he was gone. She 
couldnt sleep well from thmking about him but she discov- 
ered It was fun to think about him too. If she let herself go it 
was better. The night before they were to come back she didn’t 
sleep at all, that is she didn’t think she slept because it was all 
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mixed up in a dream about not sleeping and really not sleeping. 
When she saw the wagon coming down the road she felt weak 
and sick sort of mside. She couldn’t wait till she saw Jim and 
it seemed as diougli everything would be all right when he 
came. The wagon stopped outside under the big elm and Mrs. 
Smitli and Liz went out. All tlie men had beards and there 
were three deer in the back of the wagon, their thm legs stick- 
ing stiff over the edge of the wagon box. Mrs. Smith kissed 
D. J, and he hugged her. Jim said “Hello, Liz,” and grinned. 
Liz hadn’t known just what would happen when Jim got back 
but she was sure it would be something. Notlung had hap- 
pened. The men were just home, that was all. Jim pulled the 
burlap sacks off the deer and Liz looked at them. One was a 
big buck. It was stiff and hard to lift out of the wagon. 

“Did you shoot it, Jim'^” Liz asked. 

“Yeah. Am’t it a beauty?” Jim got it onto his back to carry to 
the smokehouse. 

That night Charley Wyman stayed to supper at Smith’s. It 
was too late to get back to Charlevoix. The men washed up 
and waited in the front room for supper. 

“Ain’t there somethmg left m that crock, Jimmy?” D. J. 
Smith asked, and Jim went out to the wagon m the barn and 
fetched m the jug of whiskey the men had taken hunting with 
them. It was a four-gallon jug and there was quite a little 
slopped back and forth m the bottom. Jim took a long pull on 
his way back to the house. It was hard to lift such a big jug up 
to drink out of it. Some of the whiskey ran down on his shirt 
front. The two men smiled when Jim came in with the jug. 
D. J. Smith sent for glasses and Liz brought tliem. D J. poured 
out three big shots. 

“Well, here’s looking at you, D. J.,” said Charley Wyman. 

“That damn big buck, Jimmy,” said D J 

“Here’s all the ones we missed, D. J said Jim, and downed 
his liquor. 

“Tastes good to a man.” 

“Nothmg like it this time of year for what ails you.” 
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'liow about another, boys?” 

“Here’s how, D. J.” 

“Down the cicck, boys.” 

“Here’s to next year.” 

Jim began to feel great. He loved the taste and the feel of 
whiskey. He was glad to be bade to a comfortable bed and 
warm food and the shop. He had another drink, 'flic men 
came in to supper feeling hilarious but actmg \ci\ respectable. 
Liz sat at the table after she put on the food and ate with the 
family. It was a good dinner. Tlie men ate serioiish. After 
supper tliey went into the front room again and Liz cleaned 
off With Mrs. Smith. Then Mrs Smith went upstairs and pretty 
soon Smith came out and went upstairs too. Jim and Charley 
were still in the front room. Liz was sitting m the kitchen next 
to the stove pretending to read a book and thinking about Jim. 
She didn’t want to go to bed yet because she knew Jim would 
be coming out and she wanted to sec him as he went out so she 
could take the way he looked up to bed with licr. 

She was thinking about him hard and then Jim came out. 
His eyes were shining and his hair was a little rumpled. Liz 
looked down at her book. Jim came over back of her chair 
and stood there and she could feel him breathing and then he 
put his arms around her. Her breasts felt plump and firm and 
the nipples were erect under his hands. Liz was terribly fright- 
ened, no one had ever touched her, but she tliought, “He’s 
come to me finalIy^ He’s really^ come ” 

She held herself stiff because she was so frightened and did 
not know anything else to do and then Jim held her tight 
against the chair and kissed her. It was such a sharp, aching, 
hurting feelmg that she thought she couldn’t stand it. She felt 
Jim right through the back of the chair and she couldn’t stand 
It and then something clicked inside of her and the feelmg 
was warmer and softer. Jim held her tight hard against the 

chair and she wanted it now and Jim whispered, “Come on for 
a walk.” 

Liz took her coat off the peg on the kitchen wall and they 
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went out tlie door. Jim had his arm around her and every little 
way they stopped and pressed agamst each other and Jim kissed 
her. There was no moon and they walked ankle-deep in the 
sandy road through the trees down to the dock and the ware- 
house on the bay. The water was lapping in the piles and the 
point was dark across the bay. It was cold but Liz was hot all 
over from being with Jim. They sat down m the shelter of the 
warehouse and Jim pulled Liz close to him. She was frightened. 
One of Jim’s hands went inside her dress and stroked over her 
breast and the other hand was in her lap. She was very fright- 
ened and didn’t know how he was going to go about things 
but she snuggled close to him. Then tlie hand that felt so big 
in her lap went away and was on her leg and started to move 
up it. 

“Don’t, Jim,” Liz said. Jim slid the hand further up. 

“You mustn’t, Jim. You mustn’t.” Neither Jim nor Jim’s big 
hand paid any attention to her. 

The boards were hard. Jim had her dress up and was trying 
to do something to her. She was frightened but she wanted it 
She had to have it but it frightened her. 

“You mustn’t do it, Jim. You mustn’t” 

“I got to. I’m going to. You know we got to.” 

“No we haven’t, Jim. We ain’t got to. Oh, it isn’t right. Oh, 
it’s so big and it hurts so. You can’t Oh, Jim. Jim. Oh.” 

The hemlock planks of the dock were hard and splmtery and 
cold and Jim was heavy on her and he had hurt her. Liz 
pushed him, she was so uncomfortable and cramped. Jim was 
asleep. He wouldn’t move. She worked out from under him 
and sat up and straightened her skirt and coat and tried to do 
something with her hair. Jim was sleeping with his mouth a 
little open. Liz leaned over and kissed him on the cheek. He 
was still asleep. She lifted his head a little and shook it He 
rolled his head over and swallowed. Liz started to cry. She 
walked over to the edge of the dock and looked down to the 
water. There was a mist coming up from the bay. She was cold 
and miserable and everythmg felt gone. She walked back to 
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where Jim was lying and shook him once more to make sure. 
She was crying 

“Jim,” she said, “Jim. Please, Jim.” 

Jim stirred and curled a little tighter. Liz took ofT her coat 
and leaned over and covered him \\ ith it. She tucked it around 
him neatly and caiefully. Then she walked across the dock and 
up die steep sandy road to go to bed. A cold mist was coming 
up through the woods from the bay. 



ON THE QUAI AT SMYRNA 


The strange thing was, he said, how they screamed every 
night at midnight. I do not know why they screamed at tliat 
time. We were in the harbor and they were all on tlie pier 
and at midnight they started screaming. We used to turn the 
searchlight on them to quiet them. That always did the trick. 
We’d run the searchlight up and down over them two or three 
times and they stopped it. One time I was senior officer on the 
pier and a Turkish officer came up to me in a frightful rage 
because one of our sailors had been most insulting to him. So 
I told him the fellow would be sent on ship and be most 
severely punished. I asked him to point him out. So he pomted 
out a gunner’s mate, most inoffensive chap. Said he’d been most 
frightfully and repeatedly insultmg; talkmg to me through an 
interpreter. I couldn’t imagine how tlie gunner’s mate knew 
enough Turkish to be insulting. I called him over and said, 
“And just m case you should have spoken to any Turkish 
officers.” 

“I haven’t spoken to any of them, sir.” 

“I’m quite sure of it,” I said, “but you’d best go on board ship 
and not come ashore again for the rest of the day.” 

Then I told the Turk the man was being sent on board ship 
and would be most severely dealt with. Oh most rigorously. He 
felt topping about it. Great friends we were 

The worst, he said, were the women with dead babies. You 
couldn’t get the women to give up their dead babies. They’d 
have babies dead for six days. Wouldn’t give them up. Nothmg 
you could do about it. Had to take them away finally Then 
there was an old lady, most extraordinary case I told it to a 
doctor and he said I was lying. We were clearmg them ofi the 
pier, had to clear off the dead ones, and this old woman was 
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lying on a sort of litter. They said, “Will you have a look at 
her, sir?” So I had a look at her and just then she died and 
went absolutely stuff. Her legs drew up and she drew up from 
the waist and went quite rigid. Exactly as though she had been 
dead over night. She was quite dead and absolutely rigid. I 
told a medical chap about it and he told me it was impossible. 

They were all out there on the pier and it wasn’t at all like 
an earthquake or that sort of thing because they never knew 
about the Turk. They never knew what the old Turk would 
do. You remember when they ordered us not to come in to take 
off any more? I had the wind up when we came in that morn- 
ing. He had any amount of batteries and could have blown 
us clean out of the water. We were going to come in, run 
close along the pier, let go the front and rear anchors and then 
shell the Turkish quarter of the town. They would have blown 
us out of water but we would have blown the town simply to 
hell. They just fired a few blank charges at us as we came in. 
Kemal came down and sacked the Turkish commander. For 
exceeding his authority or some such thing. He got a bit above 
himself. It would have been the hell of a mess. 

You remember the harbor. There were plenty of nice things 
floating around in it. That was the only time in my life I got so 
I dreamed about thmgs. You didn’t mind the women who 
were having babies as you did those with the dead ones. They 
had them all right. Surprising how few of them died. You 
just covered them over with somethmg and let them go to it. 
They d always pick out the darkest place in the hold to have 
them. None of them minded anything once they got off the 
pier. 

The Greeks were nice chaps too. When they evacuated they 
had all their baggage animals they couldn’t take off with them 
m they just broke their forelegs and dumped them into the 
shallow water. All those mules with their forelegs broken 
pushed over into the shallow water. It was all a pleasant busi- 
ness. My word yes a most pleasant business. 


Chapter I 


Eva y body was duml{. The whole battery was drun\ going 
along the i oad i7i the da) We were going to the Champagne. 
The lieutenant I^ept iiding his horse out into the fields and 
saying to him, ^'Tm drun\, 1 tell you, mon vieux. Oh, 1 am 
so soused.” We went along the road all night in the dar\ 
and the adpttant }{ept tiding up alongside my \itchen and 
saying, ”You must put it out. It is dangerous. It will be 
obseived.” We were fifty hilometers from the front but the 
ad-jutant worried about the fire in my \itchen. It was funny 
going along that road. That was when 1 was a fiitchen corporal. 
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INDIAN CAMP 


At the lake shore there was another rowboat drawn up. The 
two Indians stood waiting. 

Nick and his father got in the stern of the boat and the 
Indians shoved it o£F and one of them got in to row. Uncle 
George sat in the stern of the camp rowboat. The young 
Indian shoved the camp boat off and got m to row Uncle 
George. 

The two boats started ofF in the dark. Nick heard the oar- 
locks of the other boat quite a way ahead of them m the mist. 
The Indians rowed with quick choppy strokes. Nick lay back 
with his father’s arm around him. It was cold on the water, 
The Indian who was rowmg them was workmg very hard, but 
the other boat moved further ahead in the mist all the time. 

“Where are we going, Dad^^” Nick asked. 

“Over to the Indian camp. There is an Indian lady very 
sick.” 

“Oh,” said Nick. 

Across the bay they found the other boat beached. Uncle 
George was smoking a cigar in the dark. The young Indian 
pulled the boat way up on the beach. Uncle George gave botf 
the Indians cigars. 

They walked up from the beach through a meadow that was 
soaking wet with dew, followmg the young Indian who 
carried a lantern. Then they went into the woods and followed 
a trail that led to the logging road tliat ran back into the lulls 
It was much lighter on the logging road as the timber was 
cut away on both sides. The young Indian stopped and blew 
out his lantern and they all walked on along the road. 
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They came around a bend and a dog came out barking. 
Ahead were the lights of the shanties where the Indian bark- 
peelers lived. More dogs rushed out at them. The two Indians 
sent them back to the shanties. In the shanty nearest the road 
there was a light in the window. An old woman stood in the 
doorway holdmg a lamp. 

Inside on a wooden bunk lay a young Indian woman. She 
had been trymg to have her baby for two days. All the old 
women in the camp had been helpmg her. The men liad 
moved off up the road to sit in the dark and smoke out of 
range of the noise she made. She screamed just as Nick and 
the two Indians followed his father and Uncle George mto the 
tshanty. She lay in the lower bunk, very big under a qudt. Her 
head was turned to one side. In the upper bunk was her hus- 
band. He had cut his foot very badly with an ax three days 
before. He was smokmg a pipe. The room smelled very bad. 

Nick’s father ordered some water to be put on the stove, and 
while It was heating he spoke to Nick. 

“This lady is gomg to have a baby, Nick,” he said. 

“I know,” said Nick. 

“You don’t know,” said his father. “Listen to me. What she 
is going through is called bemg in labor. The baby wants to be 
born and she wants it to be born. All her muscles are trying 
to get the baby born. That is what is happenmg when she 
screams.” 

“I see,” Nick said. 

Just then the woman cried out. 

Oh, Daddy, can’t you give her something to make her stop 
screaming?” asked Nick. 

No. I haven t any anasthetic,” his father said. “But her 
screams are not important. I don’t hear them because they are 
not important.” 

The husband m the upper bunk rolled over against the wall. 
The woman in the kitchen motioned to the doctor that the 
"v^ter was hot. Nick s father went into the kitchen and poured 
about half of the water out of the big kettle mto a basin Into 
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the water left in the kettle he put several things he unwrapped 
from a handkerchief 

“Those must boil/’ he said, and began to scrub his hands in 
the basin of hot water witli a cake of soap he had brought 
from the camp Nick watched his father’s hands scrubbing 
each other with the soap While his father washed his hands 
very carefully and tlioroughly, he talked. 

“You see, Nick, babies are supposed to be born head first 
but sometimes they’re not. When they’re not they make a lot 
of trouble for everybody. Maybe I’ll have to operate on this 
lady. We’ll know in a little while.” 

When he was satisfied with his hands he went in and went 
to work. 

“Pull back that quilt, will you, George he said. “I’d rather 
not touch It.” 

Later when he started to operate Uncle George and three 
Indian men held the woman still. She bit Uncle George on the 
arm and Uncle George said, “Damn squaw bitch*” and 'the 
young Indian who had rowed Uncle George over laughed at 
him. Nick held the basm for his father. It all took a long time 

His father picked the baby up and slapped it to make it 
breathe and handed it to the old woman. 

“See, it’s a boy, Nick,” he said. “How do you like bemg an 
mterne 

Nick said, “All right.” He was lookmg away so as not to see 
what his father was domg. 

“There. That gets it,” said his father and put something mto 
the basm. 

Nick didn’t look at it. 

“Now,” his father said, “there’s some stitches to put m. You 
can watch this or not, Nick, just as you like. I’m going to sew 
up the incision I made.” 

Nick did not watch. His curiosity had been gone for a long 
time. 

His father finished and stood up. Uncle George and the three 
Indian men stood up. Nick put the basin out m the kitchen. 
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Uncle George looked at his arm. The young Indian smiled 
reminiscently. 

“I’ll put some peroxide on that, George,” the doctor said. 

He bent over the Indian woman. She was quiet now and her 
eyes were closed. She looked very pale. She did not know what 
had become of the baby or anything. 

“I’ll be back in the mornmg,” the doctor said, standing up. 
“The nurse should be here from St. Ignace by noon and she’ll 
bring everythmg we need.” 

He was feeling exalted and talkative as football players arc 
in the dressing room after a game. 

“That’s one for tlie medical journal, George,” he said. “Do- 
mg a Caesarian with a jack-knife and sewing it up with nine- 
foot, tapered gut leaders.” 

Uncle George was standmg against the wall, looking at his 
arm. 

“Oh, jou’re a great man^ all right,” he said. 

“Ought to have a look at the proud father. They’re usually 
the worst sufferers in these little affairs,” the doctor said. “I 
must say he took it all pretty quietly.” 

He pulled back the blanket from the Indian’s head. His hand 
came away wet. He mounted on the edge of tlie lower bunk 
with the lamp in one hand and looked m. The Indian lay witli 
his face toward the wall. His throat had been cut from ear to 
ear. The blood had flowed down mto a pool where his body 
sagged the bunk. His head rested on his left arm. The open 
razor lay, edge up, in the blankets. 

“Take Nick out of the shanty, George,” the doctor said. 
There was no need of that Nick, standmg m the door of 
the kitchen, had a good view of the upper bunk when his 
father, the lamp in one hand, tipped the Indian’s head back. 

It was just beginning to be daylight when they walked along 
the logging road back toward the lake. 

“I’m terribly sorry I brought you along, Nickie,” said his 
father, all his post-operative exhilaration gone. “It was an awful 
mess to put you through ” 
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“Do ladies always have such a hard time having babies?” 
Nick asked. 

“No, that was very, very exceptional.” 

“Why did he kill himself, Daddy 

“I don’t know, Nick. He couldn’t stand thmgs, I guess.” 

“Do many men kill themselves, Daddy?” 

“Not very many, Nick.” 

“Do many women ^ 

“Haidly ever.” 

“Don’t tliey ever?” 

“Oh. ves Thev do sometimes.” 

“Daddy?” 

“Yes.” 

“Where did Uncle George go?” 

“He’ll turn up all right.” 

“Is dymg hard. Daddy?” 

“No, I think it’s pretty easy, Nick. It all depends.” 

They were seated m the boat,' Nick in the stern, his father 
rowing. The sun was coming up over the hills. A bass jumped, 
makmg a circle in the water. Nick trailed his hand m the 
water. It felt warm m the sharp chill of the morning. 

In the early mornmg on the lake sittmg m the stern of the 
boat with his father rowing, he felt quite sure that he would 
never die. 




Chapter II 


Minarets stuc\ up in the rain out of Adrianople across the 
mud flats. The carts were jammed for thirty miles along the 
Karagatch road. Water buffalo and cattle were hauling carts 
through the mud. No end and no beginning. Just carts loaded 
with everything they owned. The old men and women ^ soared 
through, walked along \eeping the cattle moving. The Maritza 
was running yellow almost up to the bndge. Carts were 
jammed solid on the bridge with camels bobbing along through 
them. Gree\ cavalry herded along the procession. Women and 
\ids were in the carts couched with mattresses, mirrors, sew- 
ing machines, bundles. There was a woman having a \id 
with a young girl holding a blan\et over her and crying. 
Scared sick^ looking at it. It rained all through the evacuation, 
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Dick Boulton came from the Indian camp to cut bp logs for 
Nick’s father. He brought his soon Eddy and another Indian 
. named Billy Tabeshaw with him. They came m through the 
back gate out of die woods, Eddy carrying the long cross-cut 
saw. It flopped over lus shoulder and made a musical sound as 
he walked. Billy Tabeshaw carried two big cant-hooks. Dick 
had three axes under his arm. 

He turned and shut the gate. The others went on ahead of 
him down to the lake shore where the logs were buried in the 
sand. 

The logs had been lost from the big log booms that were 
towed down the lake to the mill by the steamer Magic. They 
had drifted up onto the beach and if nothmg were done about 
them sooner or later the crew of the Magic would come along 
the shore in a rowboat, spot die logs, drive an iron spike with 
a rmg on it mto the end of each one and then tow them out 
into the lake to make a new boom. But the lumbermen might 
never come for them because a few logs were not worth the 
price of a crew to gather them If no one came for them they 
Vv^ould be left to waterlog and rot on the beach. 

Nick’s father always assumed that this was what would 
happen, and hired the Indians to come down from the camp 
and cut the logs up with the cross-cut saw and split them with 
a wedge to make cord wood and chunks for the open fireplace. 
Dick Boulton walked around past the cottage down to the 
lake. There were four big beech logs lymg almost buried in the 
sand. Eddy hung the saw up by one of its handles m the crotch 
of tree Dick put the diree axes down on the little dock Dick 
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was a half-breed and many of the farmers around the lake 
beheved he was really a white man. He was ■very lazy but a 
great worker once he was started He took a plug of tobacco 
out of his pocket, bit off a chew and spoke in Ojibway to Eddy 
and Billy Tabeshaw. 

They sunk the ends of their cant-hooks mto one of die logs 
and swung agamst it to loosen it in the sand. They swung 
their weight agamst the shafts of the cant-hooks. The log 
moved in the sand. Dick Boulton turned to Nick’s father. 

“Well, Doc,” he said, “that’s a mce lot of timber you’ve 
stolen.” 

“Don’t talk that way, Dick,” the doctor said. “It’s driftwood.” 
Eddy and Billy Tabeshaw had rocked the log out of the 
wet sand and rolled it toward the water. 

“Put It right in,” Dick Boulton shouted. 

“What are you domg that for?” asked the doctor. 

“Wash It off. Clean off the sand on account of the saw. I 
want to see who it belongs to,” Dick said. 

The log was just awash m the lake. Eddy and Billy Tabeshaw 
leaned on their cant-hooks sweatmg m the sun. Dick kneeled 
down in the sand and looked at the mark of the scaler’s ham- 
mer m the wood at the end of the log. 

“It belongs to White and McNally,” he said, standing up and 
brushmg off his trousers knees. 

The doctor was very uncomfortable. 

“You’d better not saw it up then, Dick,” he said, shortly. 
“Don’t get hufiy, Doc,” said Dick. “Don’t get huffy. I don’t 
care who you steal from. It’s none of my busmess.” 

If you think the logs are stolen, leave them alone and take 
your tools back to the camp,” the doctor said. His face was red. 
, Don t go off at half cock, Doc,” Dick said. He spat tobacco 
juice on the log. It slid off, thinnmg m the water. “You know 

they re stolen as well as I do. It don’t make an'v difference to 
me. 

All right If you think the logs are stolen, take your stuff 
and get out.” 
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“Now, Doc 

“Take your stuff and get out.” 

“Listen, Doc.” 

“If you call me Doc once again. I’ll knock your eye teeth 
down your throat.” 

“Oh, no, you won’t. Doc.” 

Dick Boulton looked at the doctor. Dick was a big man. He 
knew how big a man he was. He liked to get into fights. He 
was happy. Eddy and Billy Tabeshaw leaned on their cant- 
hooks and looked at the doctor. The doctor chewed the beard 
on his lower lip and looked at Dick Boulton. Then he turned 
away and walked up the hill to the cottage. They could see 
from his back how angry he was. They all watched him walk 
up the hill and go inside the cottage. 

Dick said somethmg in Ojibway. Eddy laughed but Billy 
Tabeshaw looked very serious. He did not understand Eng- 
hsh but he had sweat all the time the row was going on. He 
was fat with only a few hairs of mustache like a Chinaman. 
He picked up the two cant-hooks. Dick picked up the axes and 
Eddy took the saw down from the tree. They started off and 
walked up past the cottage and out the back gate into the 
woods. Dick left the gate open. Billy Tabeshaw went back and 
fastened it. They were gone through the woods. 

In the cottage the doctor, sittmg on the bed in his room, 
saw a pile of medical journals on the floor by the bureau. 
They were still m their wrappers unopened. It irritated him. 

“Aren’t you going back to work, dear asked the doctor s 
wife from the room where she was lying with the blmds drawn. 

“No!” 

“Was anything the matter?” 

“I had a row with Dick Boulton.” 

“Oh,” said his wife. “I hope you didn’t lose your temper, 
Henry.” 

“No,” said the doctor. 

“Remember, that he who ruletH his spirit is greater than he 
that taketh a city,” said his wife. She was a Christian Scien- 
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tist. Her Bible, her copy of Science and Health and her Quar- 
tcvly were on a table beside her bed in the darkened room. 

Her husband did not answer. He was sitting on his bed now, 
cleaning a shotgun. He pushed the magazine full of the heavy 
yellow shells and pumped them out again. They were scattered 
on the bed. 

“Henry,” his wife called. Then paused a moment, “Henryk 
“Yes,” the doctor said. 

“You didn’t say anything to Boulton to anger him, did you?” 
“No,” said the doctor. 

“Wliat was the trouble about, dear?” 

“Nothing much.” 

“Tell me, Henry. Please don’t try and keep anything from 
me. What was the trouble about?” 

“Well, Dick owes me a lot of money for pulling his squaw 
through pneumonia and I guess he wanted a row so he 
wouldn’t have to take it out m work.” 

His wife was silent. The doctor wiped his gun carefully with 
a rag. He pushed the shells back m agamst the spring of the 
magazme. He sat with the gun on his knees. He was very 
fond of it. Then he heard his wife’s voice from the darkened 
room. 

“Dear, I don’t think, I really don’t dunk that any one would 
really do a thmg like that.” 

“No^^” the doctor said. 

“No. I can’t really believe that any one would do a thing 
of that sort intentionally.” 

The doctor stood up and put the shotgun m the corner 
behind the dresser. 

“Are you gomg out, dear?” his wife said. 

“I think ril go for a walk,” the doctor said. 

If you see Nick, dear, will you tell him his mother wants 
to see him?” his wife said. 

The doctor went out on the porch. The screen door slammed 

behind him He heard his wife catch her breath when the door 
slammed. 
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“Sorry,” he said, outside her window with the blinds drawn. 

“It’s all right, dear,” she said. 

He walked in the heat out the gate and along the patli into 
the hemlock woods. It was cool in the woods even on such 
a hot day He found Nick sitting with his back against a tree, 
readmg. 

“Your mother wants you to come and see her,” the doctor 
said. 

“I want to go with you,” Nick said. 

His father looked down at him. 

“All right. Come on, then,” his father said. “Give me the 
book, ni put It in my pocket.” 

“I know where there’s black squirrels. Daddy,” Nick said. 

“All right,” said his father. “Let’s go there.” 




Chapter III 


We were in a garden at Mons. Young Bucliley came in with 
his patrol from across the river. The first German 1 saw 
climbed up over the garden wall. We waited till he got one leg 
over and then potted him. He had so much equipment on and 
loo\ed awfully surprised and fell down into the garden. Then 
three more came over further down the wall. We shot thenh 
They all came just li\e that. 
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THE END OF SOMETHING 


In the old days Hortons Bay was a lumbering town. No one 
who lived in it was out of sound of the big saws in the mill 
by the lake. Then one year there were no more logs to make 
lumber. Tlie lumber schooners came mto the bay and were 
loaded with the cut of tlie mill that stood stacked in the yard. 
All the piles of lumber were carried away. The big mill build- 
ing had all its machinery tliat was removable taken out and 
hoisted on board one of the schooners by the men who had 
worked m die mill. The schooner moved out of the bay toward 
the open lake carrymg the two great saws, die travelling car- 
riage that hurled the logs against the revolvmg, circular saws 
and all the rollers, wheels, belts and iron piled on a hull-deep 
load of lumber. Its open hold covered with canvas and lashed 
tight, the sails of the schooner filled and it moved out into the 
open lake, carrying with it everythmg that had made the mill 
a mill and Hortons Bay a town. 

The one-story bunk houses, the eating-house, the company 
store, the mill offices, and the big mill itself stood deserted in 
the acres of sawdust that covered the swampy meadow by the 
shore of the bay. 

Ten years later there was nothing of the mill left except the 
broken white limestone of its foundations showmg through the 
swampy second growth as Nick and Marjorie rowed along 
the shore. They were trolling along the edge of the channel- 
bank where the bottom dropped off suddenly from sandy 
shallows to twelve feet of dark water. They were trollmg on 
their way to the pomt to set night lines for rambow trout. 
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“There’s our old ruin, Nick,” Marjorie said. 

Nick, rowing, looked at the white stone in the green trees. 
“There it is,” he said. 

“Can you remember when it was a mill.?” Marjorie asked. 

“I can just remember,” Nick said. 

“It seems more like a castle,” Marjorie said. 

Nick said nothmg. They rowed on out of sight of the mill, 
followmg the shore Ime. Then Nick cut across the bay. 
“They aren’t striking,” he said. 

“No,” Marjorie said. She was intent on the rod all the time 
they trolled, even when she talked. She loved to fish. She loved 
to fish with Nick. 

Close beside the boat a big trout broke the surface of the 
water. Nick pulled hard on one oar so the boat would turn 
and the bait spinnmg far behmd would pass where the trout 
was feeding. As the trout’s back came up out of the water 
the minnows jumped wildly. They sprinkled the surface like 
a handful of shot thrown mto the water. Another trout broke 
water, feedmg on the other side of the boat. 

“They’re feedmg,” Marjorie said. 

“But they won’t strike,” Nick said. 

He rowed the boat around to troU past both the feeding fish, 

tten headed it for the point. Marjorie did not reel in until the 
boat touched the shore. 

They pulled 4 e boat up the beach and Nick lifted out a pail 
of live perch. The perch swam in the water in the pail. Nick 
caught three of them with his hands and cut their heads off 
wd skiMed them while Marjorie chased with her hands in 

it f I, ^ ^ perch, cut its head off and skinned 

It. Nick looked at her fish. 


he 1,11™ 1 ™/ want to take the ventral fin out,” he said. “It’U 
be all right for bmt but it’s better with the ventral fin m.” 

were ^fi! u ^^kinned perch through the tail. There 

iorie rowe^°t°h * attached to a leader on each rod. Then Mar- 
orie rowed the boat out over the channel-bank, holdmg the 

Ime in her teeth, and looking toward Nick, who stood on the 
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shore holding the rod and letting the line run out from the 
reel. 

“That’s about right,” he called. 

“Should I let it dropJ^” Marjorie called back, holding the 
Ime in her hand. 

“Sure. Let it go.” Marjorie dropped the line overboard and 
watched the baits go down tlirough the water. 

She came in with the boat and ran the second line out the 
same way. Each time Nick set a heavy slab of driftwood across 
the butt of die rod to hold it solid and propped it up at an 
angle with a small slab. He reeled m the slack line so the Ime 
ran taut out to where the bait rested on the sandy floor of the 
channel and set the click on the reel. When a trout, feeding 
on the bottom, took the bait it would run with it, taking line 
out of the reel in a rush and making the reel sing with the 
chck on. 

Marjorie rowed up the point a little way so she would not 
disturb the line. She pulled hard on the oars and the boat went 
way up the beach. Litde waves came in with it. Marjorie 
stepped out of the boat and Nick pulled the boat high up the 
beach. ' 

“What’s the matter, Nick Marjorie asked. 

“I don’t know,” Nick said, getting wood for a fire. 

They made a fire with driftwood Marjorie went to the boat 
and brought a blanket. The evening breeze blew the smoke 
toward the point, so Marjorie spread the blanket out between 
the fire and the lake. 

Marjorie sat on the blanket with her back to the fire and 
waited for Nick. He came over and sat down beside her on 
the blanket. In back of them was the close second-growth tim- 
ber of the pomt and in front was the bay with the mouth of 
Hortons Creek. It was not quite dark. The fire-light went as 
far as the water. They could both see the two steel rods at an 
angle over the dark water. The fire glmted on the reels. 

Marjorie unpacked the basket of supper. 

“I don’t feel like eating,” said Nick. 
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“Come on and eat, Nick.” 

“All right ” 

They ate without talkmg, and watched the two rods and 
the fire-light m the water. 

“There’s going to be a moon tonight,” said Nick. He looked 
across the bay to the hills that were beginnmg to sharpen 
against the sky. Beyond the hills he knew the moon was com- 
ing up. 

“I know It,” Marjorie said happily. 

“You know everythmg,” Nick said. 

“Oh, Nick, please cut it out! Please, please don’t be that 
way>” 

“I can’t help it,” Nick said. “You do. You know everything. 
That’s the trouble. You know you do.” 

Marjorie did not say anything. 

“I’ve taught you everythmg. You know you do. What don’t 
you know, anyway 

“Oh, shut up,” Marjorie said. “There comes the moon.” 

Hiey sat on the blanket without touching each other and 
watched the moon rise. 

“You don’t have to talk silly,” Marjorie said. “What’s really 
the matter?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“Of course you know.” 

“No I don’t.” 

“Go on and say it.” 

Nick looked on at the moon, coming up over the hills. 

“It isn’t fun any more.” 

He was afraid to look at Marjorie. Then he looked at her. 
She sat there with her back toward him He looked at her 
back. “It isn’t fun any more Not any of it.” 

She didn’t say anythmg. He went on. “I feel as diough every- 
thing was gone to hell mside of me. I don’t know. Marge. I 
don’t know what to say.” 

He looked on at her back. 

‘ Isn’t love any fun Marjorie said. 
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“No,” Nick said. Marjorie stood up. Nick sat there, his head 
in his hands. 

“I’m going to take tlie boat,” Marjorie called to him. “You 
can walk back around the point.” 

“All right,” Nick said. “I’ll push the boat off for you.” 

“You don’t need to,” she said She was afloat m the boat on 
the water with the moonlight on it. Nick went back and lay 
down with his face m the blanket by die fire. He could hear 
Marjorie rowing on the water. 

He lay there for a long time. He lay there while he heard 
Bill come into the clearing wallang around through the woods. 
He felt Bill coming up to the fire. Bill didn’t touch him, either. 

“Did she go all right.?” Bill said. 

“Yes,” Nick said, lying, his face on the blanket. 

“Have a scene.?” 

“No, there wasn’t any scene.” 

“How do you feel?” 

“Oh, go away, Bill I Go away for a while.” 

Bill selected a sandwich from the lunch basket and walked 
over to have a look at the rods. 




Chapter IV 


It u/as a frightfully hot day. We*d 'jammed an absolutely 
perfect barricade across the bridge. It was simply priceless. A 
big old wr ought-iron grating from the front of a house. Too 
heavy to lift and you could shoot through it and they would 
have to climb over it. It was absolutely topping. They tried 
to get over it, and we potted them from forty yards. They 
rushed it, and officers came out alone and worked on it. It 
was an absolutely perfect obstacle. Their officers were very 
fine. We were frightfully put out when we heard the flanJ{ 
had gone, and we had to fall bac\. 




THE THREE-DAY BLOW 


The rain stopped as Nick turned into the road that went up 
through the orchard. The fruit had been picked and the fall 
wind blew through the bare trees Nick stopped and picked 
up a Wagner apple from beside the road, shiny in the brown 
grass from the ram. He put the apple m the pocket of his 
Mackinaw coat. 

The road came out of the orchard on to the top of the hill. 
There was the cottage, the porch bare, smoke coming from the 
chimney. In back was the garage, the chicken coop and the 
second-growth timber like a hedge against the woods behind. 
The big trees swayed far over in the wind as he watched. It 
was the first of the autumn storms 
As Nick crossed die open field above the orchard the door 
of the cottage opened and Bill came out. He stood on the 
porch looking out. 

“Well, Wemedge,” he said 

“Hey, Bill,” Nick said, commg up the steps. 

They stood together, looking out across the country, down 
over the orchard, beyond the road, across the lower fields and 
the woods of the point to the lake. The wmd was blowmg 
straight down the lake. They could see the surf along Ten 
Mile point. 

“She’s blowing,” Nick said 

“She’ll blow like that for three days,” Bill said. 

“Is your dad m^” Nick said 

“No. He’s out with the gun Come on in ” 

Nick went inside the cottage There was a big fire in the 
fireplace. The wmd made it roar. Bill shut the door. 

213 



THE THREE-DAY BLOW 


214 

“Have a drink he said. 

He went out to the kitchen and came back with two glasses 
and a pitcher of water. Nick reached the whisky bottle from 
the shelf above the fireplace. 

“All right he said. 

“Good,” said Bill. 

They sat in front of the fire and drank the Irish whisky and 
water. 

“It’s got a swell, smoky taste,” Nick said, and looked at the 
fire through the glass. 

“That’s the peat,” Bill said. 

“You can’t get peat mto liquor,” Nick said. 

“That doesn’t make any difference,” Bill said. 

“You ever seen any peat*^” Nick asked. 

“No,” said Bill. 

“Neither have I,” Nick said. 

His shoes, stretched out on the hearth, began to steam in 
front of the fire. 

“Better take your shoes off,” Bill said. 

“I haven’t got any socks on.” 

“Take them off and dry them and I’ll get you some,” Bill 
said. He went upstairs mto the loft and Nick heard him walk- 
mg about overhead. Upstairs was open under the roof and was 
where Bill and his father and he, Nick, sometimes slept. In 
back was a dressing room They moved the cots back out of the 
rain and covered them with rubber blankets. 

Bill came down with a pair of heavy wool socks. 

‘It’s getting too late to go around without socks,” he said. 

“I hate to start them agam,” Nick said. He pulled the socks 
on and slumped back m the chair, putting his feet up on the 
screen in front of tlie fire. 

You 11 dent in the screen,” Bill said Nick swung his feet 
over to the side of the fireplace. 

“Got anything to read he asked. 

“Only the paper ” 

What did the Cards do^” * 
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“Dropped a double header to the Giants.” 

“That ought to cinch it for them.” 

“It’s a gift,” Bill said. “As long as McGraw can buy eveiy 
good ball player in the league there’s nothing to it.” 

“He can’t buy them all,” Nick said. 

“He buys all the ones he wants,” Bill said. “Or he makes 
them discontented so they have to trade them to him.” 

“Lilce Heinie Zim,” Nick agreed. 

“That bonehead will do him a lot of good.” 

Bill stood up. 

“He can hit,” Nick offered. The heat from the fire was bak- 
mg his legs. 

“He’s a sweet fielder, too,” Bill said. “But he loses ball 
games.” 

“Maybe that’s what McGraw wants him for,” Nick sug- 
gested. 

“Maybe,” Bill agreed. 

“There’s always more to it than we know about,” Nick said. 

“Of course. But we’ve got pretty good dope for being so far 
away.” 

“Like how much better you can pick them if you don’t see 
the horses.” 

“That’s It.” 

Bill reached down the whisky bottle. His big hand went 
all the way around it He poured the whisky ^nto the glass 
Nick held out 

“How much water?” 

“Just the same.” 

He sat down on the floor beside Nick’s chair. 

“It’s good when the fall storms come, isn’t it ? ’ Nick said. 

“It’s swell ” 

“It’s the best time of year,” Nick said. 

“Wouldn’t it be hell to be ‘in town?” Bill said. 

“I’d like to see the World Series,” Nick said 

“Well, they’re always in New York or Philadelphia now. 
Bill said “That doesn’t do us any good.” 
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“I wonder if the Cards will ever win a pennant?” 

“Not in our lifetime,” Bill said. 

“Gee, they’d go crazy,” Nick said. 

“Do you remember when they got going that once before 
they had the tram wreck 

“Boy!” Nick said, remembermg. 

Bill reached over to the table under the window for the book 
chat lay there, face down, where he had put it when he went 
to the door. He held his glass m one hand and the book m 
the other, leamng back agamst Nick’s chair. 

“What are you readmg?” 

'^Rickard Tevereiy 

“I couldn’t get mto it.” 


“It’s all right,” Bill said. “It ain’t a bad book, Wemedge.” 

“What else have you got I haven’t read?” Nick asked. 

“Did you read the Rarest Lovers?” 

Yup. ITiat s the one where they go to bed every night with 
the naked sword between them.” 

That s a good book, Wemedge.” 

Its a swell book. What I couldn’t ever understand was 
w at good the sword would do. It would have to stay edge up 
axl the time because if it went over flat you could roll right 
over it and it wouldn’t make any trouble.” 

“It’s a symbol,” Bill said. 

^^Sure, said Nick, “but it isn’t practical.” 

“Did you ever read Fortitude?” 


^ ^^^1 book. That’s where his 

Jwalpofe?^'' 

"Rn “If’® Russia. 

What does he know about Russia?” Nick asked. 

he now. You can t ever tell about those guys Maybe 

he was there when he was a boy. He’s got a lot of dope 

J rf like to meet Chesterton,” Bill said. 
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“I Wish he was here now,” Nick said. “We’d take him fish- 
ing to the ’Voix tomorrow.” 

“I wonder i£ he’d like to go fishmg,” Bill said. 

“Sure,” said Nick. “He must be about the best guy there is. 
Do you remember the Flying Inn?’' 

“ ‘If an angel out of heaven 
Gives you something else to drink. 

Thank him for his kind intentions; 

Go and pour them down the sink.’ ” 

“That’s right,” said Nick. “I guess he’s a better guy than 
Walpole.” 

“Oh, he’s a better guy, all right,” Bill said 
“But Walpole’s a better writer.” ' 

“I don’t know,” Nick said. “Chesterton’s a classic ” 
“Walpole’s a classic, too,” Bill insisted. 

“I wish we had them both here,” Nick said. “We’d take them 
both fishing to the ’Voix tomorrow.” 

“Let’s get drunk,” Bill said. 

“All right,” Nick agreed. 

“My old man won’t care,” Bill said. 

“Are you sure?” said Nick. 

“I know It,” Bill said. 

“I’m a little drunk now,” Nick said. 

“You aren’t drunk,” Bill said. 

He got up from the floor and reached for the whisky bottle. 
Nick held out his glass. His eyes fixed on it while Bill poured. 
Bill poured the glass half full of whisky. 

“Put m your own water,” he said “There’s just one more 
shot.” 

“Got any more?” Nick asked 

“There’s plenty more but dad only likes me to drink what’s 
open.” 

“Sure,” said Nick. 

“He says opening bottles is what makes drunkards,” Bill 
explamed. 
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“That’s right,” said Nick He was impressed. He had never 
thought of that before. He had always thought it was solitary 
drinking that made drunkards. 

“How IS your dad?” he asked respectfully. 

“He’s all right,” Bill said. “He gets a little wild sometimes.” 
“He’s a swell guy,” Nick said. He poured water mto his 
glass out of the pitcher. It mixed slowly with the whisky. 
There was more whisky than water. 

“You bet your life he is,” Bill said. 

“My old man’s all right,” Nick said. 

“You’re damn right he is,” said Bill. 

“He claims he’s never taken a drink m his life,” Nick said, 
as though announcing a scientific fact. 

“Well, he’s a doctor. My old man’s a pamter. That’s dif- 
ferent.” 

“He’s missed a lot,” Nick said sadly. 

“You can’t tell,” Bill said. “Everythmg’s got its compensa- 
tions.” 

“He says he’s missed a lot himself,” Nick confessed. 

“Well, dad’s had a tough time,” Bill said. 

“It all evens up,” Nick said. 

They sat looking into the fire and thinkmg of this profound 
truth. 

“I’ll get a chunk from the back porch,” Nick said. He had 
noticed while lookmg mto the fire that the fire was dymg 
down. Also he wished to show he could hold his liquor and be 
practical. Even if his, father had never touched a drop Bill was 
not going to get him drunk before he himself was drunk. 

Bring one of the big beech chunks,’’ Bill said. He was also 
being consciously practical 

Nick came m with the log through the kitchen and m pass- 
mg knocked a pan off the kitchen table. He laid the log down 
and picked up the pan. It had contained dried apricots, soakmg 
m watei. He carefully picked up all the apricots off the floor, 
some of them had gone under the stove, and put them back 
in die pan He dipped some more water onto them from the 
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pail by the table. He felt quite proud of himself. He had been 
thoroughly practical. 

He came m carrying die log and Bill got up from the chair 
and helped him put it on the fire. 

“That’s a swell log,” Nick said 

“I’d been saving it for die bad weather,” Bill said. “A log 
liice that will burn all night.” 

“There’ll be coals left to start die fire m the morning,” 
Nick said. 

“That’s right,” Bill agreed. They were conducting die con- 
versation on a high plane. 

“Let’s have anodier drmk,” Nick said. 

“I thmk there’s another bottle open m the locker,” Bill said. 

He kneeled down in the corner m front of the locker and 
brought out a square-faced bottle. 

“It’s Scotch,” he said. 

“I’ll get some more water,” Nick said. He went out into the 
kitchen agam. He filled die pitcher with the dipper dippmg 
cold spring water from the pad. On his way back to die living 
room he passed a mirror m die dmmg room and looked in it. 
His face looked strange. He smiled at the face m the mirror 
and It grmned back at him. He winked at it and went on. It 
was not his face but it didn’t make any difference. 

Bill had poured out the drmks. 

“That’s an awfully big shot,” Nick said 

“Not for us, Wemedge,” Bill said. 

“What’ll we drink to Nick asked, holding up the glass. 

“Let’s drink to fishmg,” Bill said. 

“All right,” Nick said. “Gentlemen, I give you fishmg,” 

“All fishing,” Bill said. “Everywhere ” 

“Fishing,” Nick said. “That’s what we drink to ” 

“It’s better than baseball,” Bill said 

“There isn’t any comparison,” said Nick. “How did we ever 
get talking about baseball 

“It was a mistake,” Bill said “Baseball is a game for louts. 

They drank all that was in their glasses. 
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“Now let’s drink to Chesterton.” 

“And Walpole,” Nick interposed. 

Nick poured out the liquor. Bill poured in the water. They 

looked at each other. They felt very fine. 

“Gentlemen,” Bill said, “I give you Chesterton and Wal- 
pole.” 

“Exactly, gentlemen,” Nick said. 

They drank. Bill filled up the glasses. They sat down in the 
big chairs in front of the fire. 

“You were very wise, Wemedge,” Bill said. 

“What do you mean?” asked Nick. 

“To bust ofi that Marge business,” Bill said. 

“I guess so,” said Nick. 

“It was the only thing to do. If you hadn’t, by now you’d be 
back home workmg trymg to get enough money to get mar- 
ried.” 

Nick said nothing. 

“Once a man’s married he’s absolutely bitched,” Bill went on. 
“He hasn’t got anything more. Nothing. Not a damn thmg. 
He’s done for. You’ve seen the guys that get married.” 

Nick said nothmg. 

“You can tell them,” Bill said. “They get this sort of fat 
married look. They’re done for.” 

“Sure,” said Nick. 

“It was probably bad busting it off,” Bill said. “But you 
always fall for somebody else and then it’s all right. Fall for 
them but don’t let them ruin you.” 

“Yes,” said Nick. 

* If you’d have married her you would have had to marry 
the whole family. Remember her mother and that guy she 
married.” 

Nick nodded. 

Imagine having them around the house all the time and 
going to Sunday dinners at their house, and havmg them over 

to dinner and her tellmg Marge all the time what to do and 
how to act ” 
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Nick sat quiet. 

“You came out of it damned well/’ Bill said. “Now she can 
marry somebody of her own sort and settle down and be 
happy. You can’t mix oil and water and you can’t mix that 
sort of thmg any more than if I’d marry Ida that works for 
Strattons She’d probably like it, too ” 

Nick said nothmg. The liquor had all died out of him and 
left him alone. Bill wasn’t there. He wasn’t sitting in front of 
the lire or going fishing tomorrow with Bill and his dad or 
anything. He wasn’t drunk. It was all gone. All he knew was 
tliat he had once had Marjorie and that he had lost her. She 
was gone and he had sent her away. That was all that mattered. 
He might never see her again. Probably he never would. It 
was all gone, finished. 

“Let’s have another drink,” Nick said. 

Bill poured it out. Nick splashed in a little water. 

“If you’d gone on that way we wouldn’t be here now,” Bill 
said. 

That was true. His origmal plan had been to go down home 
and get a job. Then he had planned to stay m Charlevoix all 
wmter so he could be near Marge. Now he did not know what 
he was going to do. 

“Probably we wouldn’t even be going fishing tomorrow,” 
Bill said. “You had the right dope, all right.” 

“I couldn’t help it,” Nick said 

“I know. That’s the way it works out,” Bill said 

“All of a sudden everything was over,” Nick said. “I don’t 
know why it was I couldn’t help it. fust like when the three- 
day blows come now and rip all the leaves off the trees ” 

“Well, It’s over. That’s the point,” Bill said 

“It was my fault,” Nick said. 

“It doesn’t make any difference whose fault it was,” Bill said. 

“No, I suppose not,” Nick said 

The big thmg was that Marjorie was gone and that prob- 
ably he would never see her again He had talked to her about 
how they would go to Italy together and the fun they would 
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have. Places they would be together. It was all gone^ now. 

“So long as it’s over that’s all that matters,” Bill said. “I tell 
you, Wemedge, I was worried wlnle it was going on. You 
played it right. I understand her mother is sore as hell. She told 
a lot of people you were engaged.” 

“We weren’t engaged,” Nick said. 

“It was all around that you were.” 

“I can’t help it,” Nick said. “We weren’t.” 

“Weren’t you gomg to get married?” Bill asked. 

“Yes But we weren’t engaged,” Nick said. 

“What’s the difference?” Bill asked judicially. 

“I don’t know. There’s a difference.” 

“I don’t see it,” said Bill. 

“All right,” said Nick “Let’s get drunk.” 

“All right,” Bill said. “Let’s get really drunk.” 

“Let’s get drunk and then go swimming,” Nick said. 

He drank off his glass 

'I’m sorry as hell about her but what could I do?” he said. 
'T ou know what her mother was hke^” 

“She was terrible,” Bill said. 

“All of a sudden it was over,” Nick said. “I oughtn’t to talk 
about It.” 

“You aren’t,” Bill said. “I talked about it and now I’m 
through. We won’t ever speak about it agam. You don’v want 
to think about it. You might get back into it again.” 

Nick had not thought about that. It had seemed so absolute. 
That was a thought. That made him feel better. 

“Sure,” he said. “There’s always that danger.” 

He felt happy now. There was not anythmg that was ir- 
revocable He might go mto town Saturday mght. Today was 
Thursday. 

“There’s always a chance,” he said. 

“You’ll have to watch yourself,” Bill said. 

“ni watch myself,” he said. 

He felt happy. Nothing was finished. Nothing was ever lost. 
He would go ipto town on S'^turdoy He felt lighter, as he had 
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felt before Bill started to talk about it. There was always a 
way out. 

“Let’s take the guns and go down to the point and look for 
your dad,” Nick said. 

“All right.” 

Bill took down the two shotguns from the rack on the wall. 
He opened a box of shells. Nick put on his Mackinaw coat and 
his shoes. His shoes were stiff from the drying. He was still 
quite drunk but his head was clear. 

“How do you feel Nick asked. 

“Swell. I’ve just got a good edge on.” Bill was buttoning lip 
his sweater. 

“There’s no use gettmg drunk.” 

“No. We ought to get outdoors.” 

They stepped out the door. The wind was blowing a gale. 

“The birds will lie right down m the grass with this,” Nick 
said. 

They struck down toward the orchard. 

“I saw a woodcock this morning,” Bill said. 

“Maybe we’ll jump him,” Nick said. 

“You can’t shoot in this wmd,” Bill said. 

Outside now the Marge business was no longer so tragic. It 
was not even very important. The wind blew everythmg like 
that away. 

“It’s commg right off the big lake,” Nick said. 

Agamst the wmd they heard the thud of a shotgun. 

-“That’s dad,” Bill said. “He’s down m the swamp.” 

“Let’s cut down that way,” Nick said. 

“Let’s cut across the lower meadow and see if we jump any- 
thing,” Bill said. 

“All right,” Nick said. 

None of it was important now. The wind blew it out of his 
head. Still he could always go mto town Saturday night. It 
was a good tlimg to have in reserve. 




chapter V 


They shot the six cabinet ministers at half -past six in the 
morning against the wall of a hospital. There were pools of 
water in the courtyard. There were wet dead leaves on the 
paving of the comtyard. It rained hard. All the shutters of 
the hospital were nailed shut. One of the ministers was sic\ 
with typhoid. Two soldiers carried him downstairs and out 
into the lain. They tried to hold him up against the wall but 
he sat down in a puddle of water. The other five stood very 
quietly against the wall. Finally the officer told the soldiers 
It was no good trying to maJ{e him stand up. When they 
fired the first volley he was sitting down in the water with hit 
head on his \nees. 
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Nick stood up. He was all right. He looked up the track at the 
lights of the caboose going out of sight around the curve. There 
was water on both sides of the track, then tamarack swamp. 

He felt of his knee. The pants were torn and the skin was 
barked. His hands were scraped and there were sand and 
cinders driven up under his nails. He went over to the edge of 
the track down the little slope to die water and washed his 
hands. He washed them carefully in the cold water^ getting 
the dirt out from the nails. He squatted down and bathed his 
knee 

That lousy crut of a brakeman. He would get him some day. 
He would know him again. That was a fine way to act. 

“Come here, kid,” he said. “I got somethmg for you.” 

He had fallen for it. What a lousy kid thing to have done. 
They would never suck him in that way agam. 

“Come here, kid, I got somethmg for you ” Then wham and 
he lit on his hands and knees beside the track. 

Nick rubbed his eye. There was a big bump coming up. He 
would have a black eye, all right. It ached already That son of 
a cruttmg brakeman. 

He touched the bump over his eye with his lingers. Oh, well, 
it was only a black eye. That was all he had gotten out of it 
Cheap at the price. He wished he could see it. Could not see 
it lookmg mto the water, though. It was dark and he was a 
long way ofiE from anywhere. He wiped his hands on his 
trousers and stood up, then climbed the embankment to the 
rails. 

He started up the track. It was well ballasted and made easy 
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walking, sand and gravel packed between the tics, solid walk- 
ing. The smootli roadbed like a causeway went on ahead 
through the swamp. Nick walked along. He must get to some- 
where. 

Nick had swung on to die freight train when it slowed down 
for the yards outside of Walton Junction. The train, with Nick 
on It, had passed through Kalkaska as it started to get dark. 
Now he must be nearly to Mancclona. Three or four miles of 
swamp. He stepped along die track, walking so he kept on the 
ballast between the ties, die swamp ghostly in the rising mist. 
His eye ached and he was hungry. He kept on hiking, putting 
the miles of track back of him. The swamp was all die same on 
both sides of the track. 


Ahead there was a bridge. Nick crossed it, his boots ringing 
hollow on the iron. Down below the water showed black be- 
tween the slits of ties. Nick kicked a loose spike and it dropped 
mto the water. Beyond the bridge were hills. It was high and 
dark on both sides of the track. Up the track Nick saw a fire. 

He came up the track toward the fire carefully. It was off to 
one side of the track, below the railway embankment. He had 
only seen the light from it. The track came out through a cut 
and where the fire was burning die country opened out and 
fell away mto woods. Nick dropped carefully down die em- 
ankment and cut mto die woods to come up to the fire 
through the trees. It was a beechwood forest and the fallen 
beechnut burrs were under his shoes as he waUced between 
me trees. The fire was bright now, just at die edge of the trees. 
There ivas a man sitting by it. Nick waited behmd the tree and 
watched. The man looked to be alone. He was sittmg diere 
with lus head m his hands lookmg at die fire. Nick stepped 
out and walked mto the firelight. 

The man sat there lookmg mto the fire. When Nick stopped 
quite close to him he did not move 
"Hello 1” Nick said. 

The man looked up. 

“Where did you get the shiner?” he said. 
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“A brakeman busted me.” 

“Off the through freight?” 

“Yes.” 

“I saw the bastard,” the man said. “He went through here 
'bout an hour and a half ago. He was walking along the top 
of the cars slapping his arms and smgmg.” 

“The bastard!” 

“It must have made him feel good to bust you,” the man said 
seriously. 

“I’ll bust him.” 

“Get him with a rock sometime when he’s going through, 
the man advised. 

“I’ll get him,” 

“You’re a tough one, aren’t you?” 

“No,” Nick answered. 

“All you kids are tough.” 

“You got to be tough,” Nick said. 

“That’s what I said.” 

The man looked at Nick and smiled. In the firelight Nick 
saw that his face was misshapen. His nose was sunken, his eyes 
were slits, he had queer-shaped lips. Nick did not perceive all 
this at once, he only saw the man’s face was queerly formed 
and mutilated. It was like putty in color. Dead looking in the 
firelight. 

“Don’t you like my pan?” the man asked. 

Nick was embarrassed. 

“Sure,” he said. 

“Look here!” the man took off his cap. 

He had only one ear. It was thickened and tight against the 
side of his head. Where the other ear should have been there 
was a stump. 

“Ever see one like that?” 

“No,” said Nick. It made him a little sick. 

“I could take it,” the man said. “Don’t you think I could 
take it, kid?” 

“You bet!” 
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“They all bust their hands on me,” the little man said. “They 
couldn’t hurt me.” 

He looked at Nick. “Sit down,” he said. “Want to eat?” 
“Don’t bother,” Nick said. “I’m gomg on to the town.” 
“Listen the man said. “Call me Ad.” 

“Sure I” 

“Listen,” the litde man said. “I’m not quite right.” 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m crazy.” 

He put on his cap. Nick felt like laughmg. 

“You’re all right,” he said. 

“No, I’m not. I’m crazy. Listen, you ever been crazy ?” 

“No,” Nick said. “How does it get you?” 

“I don’t know,” Ad said. “When you got it you don’t know 
about it. You know me, don’t you?” 

“No.” 

“I’m Ad Francis.” 

“Honest to God?” 

“Don’t you believe it?” 

“Yes.” 

Nick knew it must be true. 

“You know how I beat them ?” 

“No,” Nick said. 

“My heart’s slow. It only beats forty a mmute. Feel it.” 

Nick hesitated. 

“Come on,” the man took hold of his hand. “Take hold of 
my wrist. Put your fingers there.” 

The little man’s wrist was tliick and the muscles bulged above 
the bone. Nick felt the slow pumpmg under his fingers. 

“Got a watch?” 

“No.” 

‘ Neither have I,” Ad said. “It am’t any good if you haven’t 
got a watch.” 

Nick dropped his wrist. 

^ Listen, Ad Francis said “Take ahold again. You count and 
I’ll count up to sixty.” 
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Feeling the slow hard throb under his fingers Nick started 
to count. He heard the little man counting slowly, one, two, 
three, four, five, and on— aloud. 

“Sixty,” Ad finished. “That’s a mmute. What did you make 
it.?” 

“Forty,” Nick said. 

“That’s right,” Ad said happily. “She never speeds up.” 

A man dropped down the railroad embankment and came 
across the clearing to the fire. 

“Hello, Bugsf” Ad said. 

“Hello!” Bugs answered. It was a negro’s voice. Nick knew 
from the way he walked that he was a negro. He stood with 
his back to them, bending over the fire. He straightened up. 

“This IS my pal Bugs,” Ad said. “He’s crazy, too.” 

“Glad to meet you,” Bugs said. “Where you say you’re 
from?” 

“Chicago,” Nick said. 

“That’s a fine town,” the negro said, “I didn’t catch your 
name.” 

“Adams. Nick Adams.” 

“He says he’s never been crazy. Bugs,” Ad said. 

“He’s got a lot commg to him,” the negro said. He was um 
wrappmg a package by the fire. 

* “When are we going to eat, Bugs?” the prizefighter asked. 

“Right away.” 

“Are you hungry, Nick ?” 

“Hungry as hell.” 

“Hear that. Bugs ?” 

“I hear most of what goes on.” 

“That ain’t what I asked you.” 

“Yes. I heard what the gentleman said.” 

Into a skillet he was laying slices of ham. As the skillet grew 
hot the grease sputtered and Bugs, crouchmg on long nigger 
legs over the fire, turned the ham and broke eggs mto the 
skillet, tipping it from side to side to baste the eggs with the 
hot fat 
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‘‘Will you cut some bread out of that bag, Mister Adams? 
Bugs turned from the fire. 

“Sure” 

Nick reached in the bag and brought out a loaf of bread. He 
cut six slices. Ad watched him and leaned forward. 

“Let me take your knife, Nick,” he said. 

“No, you don’t,” the negro said. “Hang onto your knife, 

Mister Adams.” 

The prizefighter sat back. 

“Will you bring me the bread. Mister Adams?” Bugs asked. 
Nick brought it over. 

“Do you like to dip your bread in the ham fat?” the negro 
asked. 

“You bet!” 

“Perhaps we’d better wait until later. It’s better at the finish 
of the meal. Here.” 

The negro picked up a slice of ham and laid it on one of 
the pieces of bread, then slid an egg on top of it. 

“]ust close that sandwich, will you, please, and give it to 
Mister Francis.” 

Ad took the sandwich and started eatmg. 

“Watch out how that egg runs,” the negro warned. “This is 
for you. Mister Adams, The remamder for myself.” 

Nick bit into the sandwich. The negro was sitting opposite 
him beside Ad. The hot fried ham and eggs tasted wonderful. 

“Mister Adams is right hungry,” the negro said. The litdc 
man whom Nick knew by name as a former champion fighter 
was silent. He had said nothmg since the negro had spoken 
about the knife. 

“May I offer you a shce of bread dipped right in the hot 
ham fat?” Bugs said. 

“Thanks a lot.” 

The litde white man looked at Nick 
“Will you have some, Mister Adolph Francis?” Bugs d 
fered from the skillet. 

Ad did not answer. He was looking at Nick. 



THE BATTLER 


233 


“Mister Francis?” came the nigger’s soft voice. 

Ad did not answer. He was lookmg at Nick. 

“I spoke to you, Mister Francis,” the nigger said softly. 

Ad kept on looking at Nick. He had his cap down over his 
eyes. Nick felt nervous. 

“How the hell do you get that way?” came out from under 
the cap sharply at Nick. 

“Who die hell do you thmk you are? You’re a snotty bas- 
tard. You come m here where nobody asks you and eat a man’s 
food and when he asks to borrow a knife you get snotty.” 

He glared at Nick, his face was white and his eyes almost 
out of sight under die cap. 

“You’re a hot sketch. Who the hell asked you to butt in 
here?” 

“Nobody.” 

“You’re damn right nobody did. Nobody asked you to stay 
either. You come m here and act snotty about my face and 
smoke my cigars and drink my liquor and then talk snotty. 
Where the hell do you thmk you get off ?” 

Nick said nothing. Ad stood up. 

“I’ll tell you, you yellow-livered Chicago bastard. You’re 
going to get your can knocked off. Do you get that?” 

Nick stepped back. The little man came toward him slowly, 
stepping flat-footed forward, his left foot steppmg forward, his 
right dragging up to it. 

“Hit me,” he moved his head. “Try and hit me.” 

“I don’t want to hit you ” 

“You won’t get out of it that way. You’re going to take a 
beating, see? Come on and lead at me.” 

“Cut it out,” Nick said 

“All right, then, you bastard.” 

The little man looked down at Nick’s feet. As he looked 
down the negro, who had followed behind him as he moved 
away from the fire, set himself and tapped him across the base 
of the skull He fell forward and Bugs dropped the cloth- 
wrapped blackjack on the grass. The little man lay there, his 
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face in the grass. The negro picked him up, his head hanging, 
and carried him to the fire. His face looked bad, the eyes open. 
Bugs laid him down gently. 

“Will you bring me the water m the bucket, Mister Adams,” 
he said. “Fm afraid I hit him jUst a little hard.” 

The negro splashed water with his hand on tlie man’s face 
and pulled his ears gently. The eyes closed. 

Bugs stood up. 

“He’s all right,” he said. “There’s nothing to worry about. 
I’m sorry, Mister Adams ” 

“It’s all right.” Nick was looking down at the little man. He 
S9W the blackjack on the grass and picked it up. It had a 
flexible handle and was limber m his hand. It was made of worn 
black leather with a handkerchief wrapped around the heavy 
end. 

“That’s a whalebone handle,” the negro smiled. “They don’t 
make them any more. I didn’t know how well you could take 
care of yourself and, anyway, I didn’t want you to hurt lum 
or mark him up no more than he is.” 

The negro smiled agam. 

“You hurt him yourself.” 

“I know how to do it. He won’t remember nothing of it. I 
have to do it to change him when he gets that way.” 

Nick was still looking down at the little man, lying, his 
eyes closed in the firelight Bugs put some wood on the fire. 

“Don’t you worry about him none, Mister Adams. I seen him 
like this plenty of times before.” 

“What made him crazy?” Nick asked. 

“Oh, a lot of things,” the negro answered from the fire. 
“Would you like a cup of this coffee, Mister Adams?” 

He handed Nick the cup and smoothed the coat he had 
placed under the unconscious man’s head 
“He took too many beatings, for one thing,” the negro sipped 
the coffee. ‘But that just made him sort of simple. Then his 
sister was his manager and they was always being written up 
in die papers all about brothers and sisters and how she loved 
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her brother and how he loved his sister, and then they got 
married m New York and that made a lot of unpleasant- 
ness.” 

“I remember about it.” 

“Sure. Of course they wasn’t brother and sister no more than 
a rabbit, but there was a lot of people didn’t like it either way 
and they commenced to have disagreements, and one day she 
just went off and never come back.” 

He drank the coffee and wiped his lips with the pink palm 
of his hand. 

“He just went crazy. Will you have some more coffee, Mi^ 
ter Adams'^” 

“Thanks.” 

“I seen her a couple of times,” the negro went on. She was 
an awful good-lpoking woman. Looked enough like him to 
be twins. He wouldn’t be bad-looking without his face all 
busted.” 

He stopped. The story seemed to be over. 

“Where did you meet him asked Nick. 

“I met him in jail,” the negro said “He was busting people 
all the time after she went away and tliey put him in jail. I 
was in for cuttm’ a man.” 

He smiled, and went on soft-voiced: 

“Right away I liked him and when I got out I looked him 
up. He likes to thmk I’m crazy and I don’t mmd. I Mce to be 
with Inm and I like seeing the country and I don’t have to 
commit no larceny to do it. I lilce livmg like a gentleman. 

“What do you all do Nick asked. 

“Oh, nothing. Just move around. He’s^ got money. 

“He must have made a lot of money. 

“Sure. He spent all his money, though Or they took it 
away from him. She sends him money. 

He poked up the fire. , , , 1. 

“She’s a mighty fine woman,” he said. “She looks enough 

like him to be his own twm ” 1 1 • 

The negro looked over at tlie litde man, lying breathing 
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heavdy. His blond hair was down over his forehead. His mu- 
tilated face looked childish in repose. 

“I can wake him up any time now, Mister Adams. If you 
don’t mind I wish you’d sort of pull out. I don’t like to not 
be hospitable, but it might disturb him back again to see you. 
I hate to have to thump hun and it’s the only thing to do 
when he gets started. I have to sort of keep him away from 
people. You don’t mmd, do you. Mister Adams'^ No, don’t 
thanlc me, Mister Adams. I’d have warned you about him but 
he seemed to have taken such a liking to you and I tliought 
things were going to be all right. You’ll hit a town about two 
miles up the track. Mancelona they call it. Good-bye. I wish 
we could ask you to stay the night but it’s just out of the ques- 
tion. Would you like to take some of that ham and some bread 
V7ith you? No? You better take a sandwich,” ^11 this in a low, 
smooth, polite nigger voice. 

“Good. Well, good-bye. Mister Adams. Good-bye and good 
lucki” 

Nick walked away from the fire across the clearing to the 
railway tracks. Out of the range of the fire he listened. The 
low soft voice of the negro was talkmg. Nick could not hear 
the words. Then he heard the little man say, “I got an awful 
headache. Bugs.” 

You 11 feel better. Mister Francis,” the negro’s voice soothed. 
“Just you drink a cup of this hot coffee.” 

Nick climbed the embankment and started up the track. He 
found he had a ham sandwich m his hand and put it in his 
pocket. Looking back from the mounting grade before the 

track curved- mto the hills he could see the firelight in the 
clearing. 



Chapter VI 


Ntc\ sat against the wall of the church where they had 
dragged him to be clear of machine-gun fire in the streeU 
Both legs stuc\ out awkwardly. He had been hit in the spine. 
His face was sweaty and dirty. The sun shone on his face. The 
day was very hot. Rinaldi, big bodged, his equipment sprawl- 
mg, lay face downward against the wall. Nic\ looked straight 
ahead brilliantly. The pin\ wall of the house opposite had 
fallen out from the roof, and an iron bedstead hung twisted 
toward the street. Two Austrian dead lay in the rubble in thd 
shade of the house. Up the street were other dead. Things 
were getting forward m the town. It was going well. Stretcher 
bearers would be along any time now. Nic\ twned his head 
carefully and looked at Rinaldi. ^‘Senta Rinaldi. Senta. You 
and me we've made a separate peace.” Rinaldi lay still in the 
sun breathing with difificulty. 'Hot patriots.” Nick turned his 
head carefully awav smiling sweatily. Rinaldi was a disap- 
pointing audience. 




A VERY SHORT STORY 


One hot evening in Padua they carried him up onto the roof 
and he could look out over the top of the town. There were 
chimney swifts in tlie sky. After a while it got dark and the 
searchlights came out. The others went down and took the 
bottles with them. He and Luz could hear them below on the 
balcony. Luz sat on the bed. She was cool and fresh m the 
hot night. 

T ,uz stayed on night duty for three months. They were glad 
to let her. When they operated on him she prepared him for 
the operating table; and they had a joke about friend or enema 
He went under the anesthetic holding tight on to himself so 
he would not blab about anything during the silly, talky time. 
After he got on crutches he used to take the temperatures 
50 Luz would not have to get up from the bed. There were 
only a few patients, and they all knew about it. They all liked 
Luz As he walked back along tlie halls he thought of Luz m 
his bed. 

Before he went back to the front tliey went into the Duomo 
and prayed. It was dim and quiet, and tliere were other people 
praying. They wanted to get married, but there was not enough 
time for the banns, and neither of them had birth certificates. 
They felt as though they were married, but they wanted every 
one to know about it, and to make it so they could not lose it. 

Luz wrote him many letters that he never got until after 
the armistice. Fifteen came in a bunch to the front and he 
sorted them by the dates and read them all straight through. 
They were all about the hospital, and how much she loved 
him and how it was impossible to get along without him and 
how terrible it was missing lum at night. 
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After the armistice they agreed he should go home to get a 
job so diey might be married. Luz would not come home until 
he had a good job and could come to New York to meet her. 
It was understood he would not drink, and he did not want 
to see his friends or any one in the States Only to get a job 
and be married. On the tram from Padua to Milan tliey quar- 
relled about her not bemg willing to come home at once. 
When they had to say good-bye, in the station at Milan, they 
kissed good-bye, but were not finished with the quarrel. He 
felt sick about saymg good-bye like that. 

He went to America on a boat from Genoa. Luz went back 
to Pordonone to open a hospital. It was lonely and rainy there, 
and there was a battalion of arditi quartered m the town. Liv- 
ing m the muddy, ramy town in the wmter, die major of the 
battalion made love to Luz, and she had never known Italians 
before, and finally wrote to the States that theirs had been 
only a boy and girl affair. She was sorry, and she knew he 
would probably not be able to understand, but might some 
day forgive her, and be grateful to her, and she expected, 
absolutely unexpectedly, to be married in the sprmg. She loved 
him as always, but she realized now it was only a boy and girl 
love. She hoped he would have a great career, and believed in 
him absolutely. She knew it was for the best. 

The major did not marry her in the spring, or any odier 
time Luz never got an answer to the letter to Chicago about 
It. A^ short time after he contracted gonorrhea from a sales 
girl in a loop department store while ndmg in a taxicab 
through Lmcoln Park. 



Chapter VII 


While the bombardment was \nocbing the trench to pieces 
at Vossalta, he lay very flat and sweated and prayed oh jesus 
chnst get me out of heie. Dear 'jesus please get me out. Christ 
please please please chnst. If yovJll only beep me from getting 
billed YU do anything you say. 1 believe in you and YU tell 
every one in the world that you are the only one that matters. 
Please please deai jesus. The shelling moved further up the 
line. We went to woi b ihe trench and in the morning the 
sun came up and the day was hot and muggy and cheerful 
and quiet. The next night bacb at Mestre he did not tell the 
girl he went upstairs with at the Villa Rossa about Jesus. And 
he never told anybody. 




SOLDIER’S HOME 


Krxbs went to the war from a Methodist college in Kansas. 
There is a picture which shows him among Ins fraternity 
brothers^ all of them wearing exactly the same height and style 
collar. Fie enlisted m the Marmes in 1917 and did not return 
to the United States until the second division returned from 
the Rhine m die summer of 1919. 

There is a picture which shows him on the Rhine with 
two German girls and another corporal. Krebs and the corporal 
look too big for their uniforms. The German girls aie not 
beautiful. The Rhme does not show in the picture. 

By die time Krebs returned to his home town in Oklahoma 
the greeting of heroes was over. He came back much too late. 
The men from the town who had been drafted had all been 
welcomed elaborately on dieir return. There had been a gieat 
deal of hysteria. Now the reaction had set m. People seemed 
to think it was rather ridiculous for Krebs to be getting back 
so late, years after the war was over. 

At Brst Krebs, who had been at Belleau Wood, Soissons, the 
Ch^pagne, St. Mihiel and m the Argonne did not want to 
talk about the war at 'all. Later he felt the need to talk but no 
one wanted to hear about it His town had heard too many 
atrocity stories to be thrilled by actualities. Krebs found that 
to be listened to at all he had to he, and after he had done 
this twice he, too, had a reaction against the war and against 
talking about it. A distaste for everything that had happened 
to him m the war set in because of the lies he had told. All 
of the times that had been able to make him feel cool and 
clear himself when he thought of them; the times so 

long back when he had done the one thing, the only thing for 
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a man to do, easily and naturally, when he might have done 
something else, now lost their cool, valuable quality and then 
were lost themselves. 

His lies were quite unimportant lies and consisted in attrib- 
uting to himself thmgs other men had seen, done or heard 
of, and statmg as facts certain apocryphal incidents familiar to 
all soldiers. Even his lies were not sensational at tlic pool room. 
His acquaintances, who had heard detailed accounts of Ger- 
man women found chained to machine guns in the Argonne 
forest and who could not comprehend, or were barred by their 
patriotism from interest in, any German machine gunners 
who were not chamed, were not tlirillcd by his stories. 

Krebs acquired the nausea in regard to experience that is 
die result of untruth or exaggeration, and when he occasionally 
met anodier man who had really been a soldier and they talked 
a few minutes in the dressing room at a dance he fell into the 
easy pose of the old soldier among other soldiers: that he had 
been badly, sickenmgly frightened all the time. In this way 
he lost everythmg. 

During this time, it was late summer, he was sleeping late 
in bed, getting up to walk down town to the library to get a 
book, eatmg lunch at home, reading on die front porch untd 
he became bored and then walkmg down through the town 
to spend the hottest hours of the day in the cool dark of the 
pool room. He loved to play pool. 

In the evening he practised on his clarinet, strolled down 
town, read and went to bed. He was still a hero to his two 
young sisters. His mother would have given him breakfast 
in bed if he had wanted it. She often came in when he was 
in bed and asked him to tell her about the war, but her 
attention always wandered. His father was non-committal. 

Before Krebs went away to the war he had never been 
allowed to drive the family motor car. His father was in the 
real estate business and always wanted the car to be at his 
command when he required it to take clients out into the 
country to show them a piece of farm property. The car always 
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stood outside the First National Bank building where his father 
had an oflSce on the second floor. Now, after the war, it was 
still the same car. 

Nothing was changed in the town except that the young 
girls had grown up. But they lived in such a complicated world 
of already defined alliances and shiftmg feuds that Krebs did 
not feel the energy or the courage to break mto it. He liked 
to look at them, though. There were so many good-looking 
young girls. Most of them had their hair cut short. When he 
went away only little girls wore their hair like that or girls 
that were fast. They all wore sweaters and shirt waists with 
round Dutch collars. It was a pattern. He liked to look at them 
from the front porch as they walked on the other side of the 
street. He liked to watch them walkmg under the shade of the 
trees. He liked the round Dutch collars above tlieir sweaters. 
He liked their silk stockings and flat shoes He Heed their 
bobbed hair and the way they walked. 

When he was m town dieir appeal to him was not very 
strong. He did not like them when he saw them m the 
Greek’s ice cream parlor. He did not want them themselves 
really. They were too complicated. There was something else. 
Vaguely he wanted a girl but he did not want to have to 
work to get her. He would have liked to have a girl but he did 
not want to have to spend a long time getting her. He did 
not want to get into the intrigue and the politics. He did not 
want to have to do any courtmg. He did not want to tell any 
more lies. It wasn’t worth it. 

He did not want any consequences. He did not want any 
consequences ever again. He wanted to live along without 
consequences. Besides he did not really need a girl. The army 
had taught him that. It was all right to pose as though you 
had to have a girl. Nearly everybody did that. But it wasn’t 
true. You did not need a girl. That was the funny thmg. First 
a fellow boasted how girls mean iiothmg to him, tliat he never 
thought of them, that they could not touch him. Then a fellow 
boasted that he could not get along without girls, that he had to 



have them all tlie time, that he could not go to sleep without 
them. 

That was all a lie. It was all a he both ways. You did not 
need a girl unless you thought about them. He learned that 
in the army. Then sooner or later you always got one. When 
you were really ripe for a girl you always got one. You did 
not have to think about it. Sooner or later it would come. He 
had learned drat m the army. 

Now he would have liked a girl if she had come to him 
and not wanted to talk. But here at home it was all too 
complicated He knew he could never get through it all agam. 
It was not worth die trouble. That was die dimg about French 
girls and German girls. There was not all this talking. You 
couldn’t talk much and you did not need to talk. It was 
simple and you were friends. He thought about France and 
then he began to think about Germany. On the whole he had 
hked Germany better. He did not want to leave Germany. 
He did not want to come home. Still, he had come home. 
He sat on the front porch. 

He hked the girls that were walkmg along the other side of 
the street. He hked die look of them much better than die 
French girls or the German girls. But die world they were 
in was not the world he was m. He would like to have one 
of them But it was not worth it. They were such a mce 
pattern. He hked the pattern. It was excitmg. But he would 
not go through all the talkmg. He did not want one badly 
enough He liked to look at them all, diough. It was not 
worth it. Not now when thmgs were getting good again. 

He sat there on the porch readmg a book on the war. It 
was a history and he was readmg about all the engagements 
he had been in. It was the most mterestmg readmg he had 
ever done. He wished there were more maps. He looked for- 
ward with a good feelmg to readmg all the really good histones 
when diey would come out widi good detail maps. Now he 
was really learnmg about the war. He had been a good soldier. 
T hat made a difference. 
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One morning after he had been home about a month his 
mother came into his bedroom and sat on the bed. She 
smoothed her apron. 

“I had a talk with your father last night, Harold,” she said, 
“and he is willing for you to take the car out m the evenmgs.” 

“Yeah?” said Krebs, who was not fully awake. “Take the 
car out? Yeah?” 

“Yes. Your father has felt for some time that you should 
be able to take the car out in the evenmgs whenever you 
wished but we only talked it over last night.” 

“I’ll bet you made him,” Krebs said. 

“No. It was your father’s suggestion that we talk the matter 
over.” 

“Yeah I’ll bet you made him,” Krebs sat up m bed. 

“Will you come down to breakfast, Harold.?” his mother 
said. 

“As soon as I get my clothes on,” Krebs said. 

His mother went out of the room and he could hear her 
frying something downstairs while he washed, shaved and 
dressed to go down into the dming-room for breakfast. While 
he was eating breakfast his sister brought m the mail. 

“Well, Hare,” she said. “You old sleepy-head. What do you 
ever get up for?” 

Krebs looked at her. He liked her. She was his best sister. 

“Have you got the paper?” he asked. 

She handed him The Kansas City Star and he shucked off 
Its brown wrapper and opened it to the sporting page. He 
folded The Star open and propped it agamst the water pitcher 
With his cereal dish to steady it, so he could read while he 
ate. 

“Harold,” his mother stood m the kitchen doorwaj^, “Harold, 
please don’t muss up the paper. Your father can’t read his 
Star if it’s been mussed.” 

“I won’t muss it,” Krebs said. 

His sister sat down at the table and watched him while he 
read 



“We’re playing indoor over at school this afternoon,” she 
said. “I’m going to pitch ” 

“Good,” said Krebs. “How’s the old wing?” 

“I can pitch better than lots of the boys I tell them all you 
taught me. The other girls aren’t much good.” 

“Yeah?” said Krebs. 

“I tell them all you’re my beau. Aren’t you my beau, 
Hare?” 

“You bet.” 

Couldn’t your brother really be your beau just because 
he’s your brother?” 

“I don’t know.” 

Sure you know. Couldn’t you be my beau, Hare, if I was 
old enough and if you wanted to?” 

“Sure You’re my girl now.” 

“Am I really your girl?” 

“Sure.” 

“Do you love me?” 

“Uh, huh ” 

Will you love me always^” 

“Sure.” 

“Will you come over and watch me play mdoor?” 

“Maybe.” 

Aw, Hare, you don t love me. If you loved me, you’d want 
to come over and watch me play indoor.” 

Kreb s mother came into the dimng-room from tlie kitchen. 
She carried a plate with two fried eggs and some crisp bacon 
on it and a plate of buckwheat cakes. 

You run dong, Helen,” she said. “I want to talk to Harold.” 

hrr.nnt,?”'' ^ and bacon down in front of him and 
™ ^ T ^ ^ tnaple syrup for the buckwheat cakes. 

I lien she sat down across tlie table from ICrebs. 

wish you’d put down die paper a minute, Harold,” she 


Krebs took down the paper and folded it. 

his motLl™ to do yet, Harold?” 

his mother said, taking ofi her g las.e. 
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“No;’ said Krebs; 

“Don’t you think it’s about time?” His mother did not say 
this m a mean way. She seemed worried. 

“I hadn’t thought about it,” Krebs said. 

“God has some work for every one to do,” his mother said. 
“Tliere can be no idle hands m His Kingdom.” 

“I’m not m His Kingdom,” Kurebs said. 

“We are all of us in His Kingdom.” 

Krebs felt embarrassed and resentful as always. 

“I’ve worried about you so much, Harold,” his mother went 
on. “I know the temptations you must have been exposed to. I' 
know how weak men are. I know what your own dear grand- 
father, my own fadier, told us about the Civil War and I have 
prayed for you. I pray for you all day long, Harold.” 

Krebs looked at the bacon fat hardenmg on his plate. 

“Your father is worried, too,” his mother went on. “He 
thinks you have lost your ambition, that you haven’t got a 
definite aim in life. Charley Simmons, who is just your age, 
has a good job and is going to be married. The boys are all 
settling down; they’re all determined to get somewhere; you 
can see that boys like Charley Simmons are on their way to 
being really a credit to the community.” 

Krebs said nothing. 

“Don’t look that way, Harold,” his mother said. “You know 
we love you and I want to tell you for your own good how 
matters stand. Your father does not want to hamper your free- 
dom. He thinks you should be allowed to drive the car. If you 
want to take some of the nice girls out riding with you, we are 
only too pleased. We want you to enjoy yourself. But you are 
going to have to settle down to work, Harold. Your father 
doesn’t care what you start in at All work is honorable as he 
says. But you’ve got to make a start at something. He asked 
me to speak to you this morning and then you can stop in and 
sec him at his office.” 

“Is that all ?” Krebs said. 

‘Y'es. Don’t you love your mother, dear boy?” 
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“No,” Krebs said. 

His mother looked at him across the table. Her eyes were 

shiny. She started crying. 

“I don’t love anybody,” Krebs snid. 

It wasn’t any good. He couldn’t tell her, he couldn’t make 
her see it. It was silly to have said it. He had only hurl her. 
He went over and took hold of her arm. Slie was crying with 
her head in her hands. 

“I didn’t mean it,” he said. “I was just angry at something. 
I didn’t mean I didn’t love you.” 

His motlicr went on crying. Krebs put his arm on her 
shoulder. 

“Can’t you believe me, mother?” 

His mother shook her head. 

“Please, please, mother. Please believe me.” 

“All right,” his mother said chokily. She looked up at him. 
“I believe you, Harold.” 

Krebs kissed her hair. She put her face up to him. 

“I’m your mother,” she said. “I held you next to my heart 
when you were a tiny baby.” 

Krebs felt sick and vaguely nauseated. 

“I know, Mummy,” he said. “I’ll try and be a good boy for 
you.” 

“Would you kneel and pray with me, Harold ?” his motlicr 
asked. 

They knelt down beside the dining-room table and Krebs’s 
mother prayed. 

“Now, you pray, Harold,” she said. 

“I can’t,” Krebs said. 

“Try, Harold.” 

“I can’t.” 

“Do you want me to pray for you 
“Yes ” 

So his mother prayed for him and then they stood up and 
Krebs kissed his mother and went out of the house. He had 
tried so to keep his life from being complicated. Still, none of 
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It had touched him. He had felt sorry for his mother and she 
had made him lie. He would go to Kansas City and get a job 
and she would feel all right about it There would be one more 
scene maybe before he got away. He would not go down to his 
father’s office. He would miss that one He wanted his life to 
go smoothly. It had just gotten going that way. Well, tliat 
was all over now, anyway. He would go over to the schoolyard 
and watch Helen play indoor baseball. 




Chapter VIII 


At two o*cloc\ ill the morning two Hungarians got into a 
cigar store at Fifteenth Street and Grand Avenue. Drevitts 
and Boyle drove up ft om the Fifteenth Street police station in 
a Ford. The Hungattans were baching their wagon out of an 
alley. Boyle shot one off the seat of the wagon and one out 
of the wagon box. Drevitts got frightened when he found 
they were both dead. Hell Jimmy, he said, you oughtn’t to 
have done it. There’s liable to be a hell of a lot of trouble. 

—They’re croo\Sy ain’t they? said Boyle. They’re wops, ain’t 
they? Who the hell is going to ma\e any trouble? 

— That’s all right maybe this time, said Drevitts, but how 
did you \now they were wops when you bumped them? 

WopSj said Boyle, I can tell wops a mile off. 




THE REVOLUTIONIST 


In 1919 HE was tra\ elling on the railroads in Italy, carrying a 
square of oilcloth from the headquarters of the party written 
in indelible pencil and saying here was a comrade who had 
suffered very much under the Whites in Budapest and request- 
ing comrades to aid him in any way. He used this mstead of 
a ticket. He was very shy and quite young and tlie tram men 
passed him on from one crew to another. He had no money, 
and they fed him behind the counter m railway eating houses. 

He was delighted widi Italy. It was a beautiful country, he 
said. The people were all kmd He had been m many towns, 
v/alked much, and seen many pictures. Giotto, Masaccio, and 
Piero della Francesca he bought reproductions of and carried 
them wrapped in a copy of Avantt. Mantegna he did not like. 

He reported at Bologna, and I took him with me up mto the 
Romagna where it was necessary I go to see a man. We had 
a good trip together. It was early September and the country 
was pleasant. He was a Magyar, a very nice boy and very shy. 
Horthy’s men had done some bad things to him. Fle talked 
about It a little. In spite of Hungary, he believed altogether in 
the world revolution. 

“But how is the movement going m Italy he asked. 

“Very badly,” I said 

“But It will go better,” he said. “You have everything here. 

It is the one country that every one is sure of. It will be the 
starting pomt of everything.” 

I did not say anything. 

At Bologna he said good-bye to us to go on tlie tram to 
Milano and then to Aosta to walk over the pass mto Switzer- 
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land. I spoke lo him about the Mantegnas in Milano. '‘No,’* 
he said, very shyly, lie did not Idee Mantegna. I wrote out for 
him where to cat in Milano and the addresses of comrades. 
He thanked me very much, but his mind was already looking 
forward to walking over the pass. He was \cr\ eager to walk 
over the pass while the weather held good. He loved the moun- 
tains in the autumn. The last I heard of him the Swiss had 
him in jail near Sion. 



Chapter IX 


The first matador got the horn through his sword hand 
and the crowd hooted him. The second matador slipped and 
the bidl caught him through the belly and he hung on to the 
horn with one hand and held the other tight against the place, 
and the bull rammed him wham against the wall and the 
horn came out, and he lay in the sand, and then got up li\e 
crazy drun\ and tried to slug the men carrying him away and 
yelled for his sword but he fainted. The hid came out and 
had to hfill five bulls because you caidt have more than three 
matadors, and the last bull he was so tired he couldn^t get 
the sword in. He couldn’t hardly lift his arm. He tried five 
times and the crowd was quiet because it was a good bull 
and It looked hhe him or the bull and then he finally made it. 
He sat down in the sand and puhed and they held a cape 
over him while the crowd hollered and threw things down 
into the bull ring. 




MR. AND MRS. ELLIOT 


* 


Mr. and Mrs. Elliot tried very hard to have a baby. They 
tried as often as Mrs. Elliot could stand it. They tried in Boston 
after they were married and they tried coming over on the 
boat. They did not try very often on the boat because Mrs 
-Elliot was quite sick. She was sick and when she was sick she 
was sick as Southern women are sick. That is women from 
the Southern part of the United States. Like all Southern 
women Mrs. Elliot disintegrated very quickly under sea sick- 
ness, travellmg at night, and getting up too early m the morn- 
ing. Many of tlie people on tire boat took her for Elliot’s 
mother. Other people who knew they were married believed 
she was going to have a baby. In reality she was forty years old. 
Her years had been precipitated suddenly when she started 
travelling. 

She had seemed much younger, m fact she had seemed not 
to have any age at all, when Elliot had married her after several 
weeks of making love to her after knowmg her for a long time 
in her tea shop before he had kissed her one evening. 

Hubert Elliot was taking postgraduate work in law at 
Harvard when he was married. He was a poet with an mcome 
of nearly ten thousand dollars a year. He wrote very long 
poems very rapidly. He was twenty-five years old and had never 
gone to bed with a woman until he married Mrs. Elliot. He 
wanted to keep himself pure so that he could bring to his wife 
the same purity of mind and body that he expected of her. He 
called It to himself living straight He had been m love with 
various girls before he kissed Mrs. Elliot and always told them 
sooner or later that he had led a clean life. Nearly all the girls 
lost interest in him He was shocked and really horrified at tk^ 
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w£iy girls would become engaged to 3nd msrry men wliom 
they must know had dragged themselves through the gutter. 
He once tried to warn a girl he knew against a man of whom 
he had almost proof that he had been a rotter at college and a 
very unpleasant incident had resulted. 

Mrs. Elliot’s name was Cornelia. She had taught him to call 
her Calutina, which was her family nickname in the South. 
His mother cried when he brought Cornelia home after their 
marriage but brightened very much when she learned they 
were going to live abroad. 

Cornelia had said, “You dear sweet boy,” and held him closer 
dian ever when he had told her how he had kept himself clean 
for her. Cornelia was pure too. “Kiss me again like that,” she 
said. 

Hubert explained to her that he had learned that way of 
kissing from hearmg a fellow tell a story once. He was de- 
lighted with his experiment and they developed it as far as 
possible. Sometimes when they had been kissmg togetlier a 
long time, Cornelia would ask lum to tell her again that he had 
kept himself really straight for her. The declaration always set 
her off again. 

At first Hubert had no idea of marrymg Cornelia. He had 
never thought of her that way. She had been such a good friend 
of his, and then one day in the little back room of the shop 
they had been dancing to the gramophone while her girl friend 
was in the front of the shop and she had looked up into his eyes 
and he had kissed her. He could never remember just when 
it was decided that they were to be married. But they were 
married. 

They spent the night of the day they were married in a 
Boston hotel. They were both disappointed but finally Corneha 
went to sleep. Hubert could not sleep and several times went 
out and walked up and down the corridor of the hotel in his 
new Jaeger bathrobe that he had bought for his weddmg trip. 

s e walked he saw all the pairs of shoes, small shoes and 
big shoes, outside the doors of the hotel rooms. This set his 
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heart to pounding and lie hurried back to his own room but 
Cornelia was asleep. He did not like to waken her and soon 
everythmg was quite all right and he slept peacefully. 

The next day they called on his mother and the next day 
they sailed for Europe. It was possible to try to have a baby 
but Cornelia could not attempt it very often although they 
wanted a baby more than anythmg else in the world. They 
landed at Cherbourg and came to Paris. They tried to have a 
baby in Paris. Then tliey decided to go to Dijon where there 
was summer school and where a number of people who crossed 
on the boat with them had gone. They found there was nothing 
to do in Dij'on. Hubert, however, was writmg a great number 
of poems and Cornelia typed them for him. They were all very 
long poems. He was very severe about mistakes and would 
make her re-do an entire page if there was one mistake. She 
cried a good deal and they tried several times to have a baby 
before they left Dijon. 

They came to Pans and most of their friends from tlie boat 
came back too. They were tired of Dijon and anyway would 
now be able to say that after leavmg Harvard or Columbia or 
Wabash they had studied at the University of Dijon down in 
the Cote d’Or. Many of them would have preferred to go to 
Languedoc, Montpellier or Perpignan if there are universities 
there. But all those places are too far away. Dijon is only four 
and a half hours from Pans and there is a diner on the tram. 

So they all sat around the Cafe du Dome, avoidmg the 
Rotonde across the street because it is always so full of for- 
eigners, for a few days and then the Elliots rented a chateau 
in Tourame through an advertisement m the New York 
Herald. Elliot had a number of friends by now all of whom 
admired his poetry and Mrs. Elliot had prevailed upon him to 
send over to Boston for her girl friend who had been in the 
tea shop. Mrs Elliot became much brighter after her girl friend 
came and they had many good cries together. The girl friend 
was several years older than Cornelia and called her Honey 
She too came from a very old Southern family. 
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The three of them, with several of Elliot’s friends who called 
(iim Hubie, went down to the chateau in Tourainc. They found 
Tourame to be a very flat hot country very much like Kansas. 
Elliot had nearly enough poems for a book now. He was 
gomg to brmg it out in Boston and had already sent his check 
to, and made a contract with, a publisher. 

In a short time the friends began to drift back to Paris. 
Touraine had not turned out the way it looked when it started. 
Soon all the friends had gone off witli a rich young and un- 
married poet to a seaside resort near Trouville. There they 
were all very happy. 

Elliot kept on at the chateau in Touraine because he had 
taken it for all summer. He and Mrs. Elliot tried ver)^ hard 
to have a baby in the big hot bedroom on tlie big, hard bed. 
Mrs. Elliot was learning the touch system on the typewriter, 
but she found that while it increased tlie speed it made more 
mistakes. The girl friend was now typmg practically all of the 
manuscripts. She was very neat and efficient and seemed to 
enjoy it. 

Elliot had taken to drinking white wine and lived apart in 
his own room. He wrote a great deal of poetry durmg tlie 
mght and m the mornmg looked very exhausted. Mrs. Elliot 
and the girl friend now slept together in the big mediaeval 
bed. They had many a good cry together. In tlie evening they 
all sat at dinner together in the garden under a plane tree 
and the hot evening wmd blew and Elliot drank white wine 
and Mrs. Elliot and the girl friend made conversation and 
they were all quite happy. 



Chapter X 


They whac\—u/hacJ{ed the white horse on the legs and he 
\need himself up. The picador twisted the stirrups straight 
and pulled and hauled up into the saddle. The horse’s entrails 
hung down in a blue bunch and swung backward and for- 
ward as he began to canter, the monos whac\ing him on the 
bac\ of his legs with the lods. He cantered jerkily along the 
ban ei a. He stopped stiff and one of the monos held his bridle 
and walked him forward. The picador \ic\ed in his spurs, 
leaned forward and shook, his lance at the bull. Blood pumped 
regularly ft om between the horse’s front legs. He was nervously 
wobbly. The bull could not make up his mind to charge. 




CAT IN THE RAIN 


There were only two Americans stopping at the hotel. They 
did not know any of the people they passed on the stairs on 
their way to and from their room. Their room was on the 
second floor facmg tlie sea. It also faced the public garden and 
the war monument. There were big palms and green benches 
in the public garden. In the good weather there was always 
an artist with his easel. Artists liked the way the palms grew 
and tlie bright colors of the hotels facing the gardens and the 
sea. Italians came from a long way oif to look up at the 
war monument. It was made of bronze and glistened m the 
rain. It was raining. The rain dripped from the palm trees. 
Water stood in pools bn the gravel paths. The sea broke in a 
long Ime in the rain and slipped back down the beach to come 
up and break again in a long line m the rain. The motor cars 
were gone from the square by the war monument. Across the 
square in the doorway of the cafe a waiter stood lookmg out at 
the empty square. 

The American wife stood at the wmdow looking out. Out- 
side right under their window a cat was crouched under one 
of the dripping green tables. The cat was trying to make her- 
self so compact that she would not be dripped on. ' 

“I’m going down and get that kitty,” the American wife 
said. 

“I’ll do it,” her husband offered from the bed. 

“No, I’ll get it. The poor kitty out trymg to keep dry under 
a table.” 

The husband went on reading, lying propped up with the two 

pillows at the foot of the bed. 
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“Don’t get wetj” lie said. 

The wife went downstairs and the hotel owner stood up and 
bowed to her as she passed the office. His desk was at die far 
end of the office. He was an old man and very tall. 

“II piove,” the wife said. She liked the hotel-keeper. 

“Si, SI, Signora, brutto tempo. It’s very bad v/eather.” 
He stood behmd his desk in the far end of the dim room. 
The wife liked him She liked the deadly serious way he 
received any complaints. She liked his dignity. She liked the 
way he wanted to serve her. She liked the way he felt about 
being a hotel-keeper. She liked his old, heavy face and big 
hands. 

Likmg him she opened the door and looked out. It was rain- 
ing harder. A man m a rubber cape was crossing the empty 
square to the cafe. The cat would be around to tlie right. 
Perhaps she could go along under the eaves. As she stood in 
the doorway an umbrella opened behind her. It was the maid 
who looked after their room. 

“You must not get wet,” she smiled, speaking Itahan. Of 
course, the hotel-keeper had sent her. 

With the maid holding the umbrella over her, she walked 
along the gravel path until she was under their wmdow. The 
table was there, washed bright green m the ram, but the cat 
was gone. She was suddenly disappomted. The maid looked up 
at her 

“Ha perduto qualque cosa, Signora?” 

“There was a cat,” said the American girl. 

“A cat?” 

“Si, il gatto ” 

“A cat?” the maid laughed. “A cat m the rain?” 

Yes, she said, ‘under the table.” Tlien, “Oh, I wanted it so 
much. I wanted a kitty.” 

When she talked English the maid’s face tightened. 

Come, Signora,” she said. “We must get back inside. You 
will be wet.” 

“I suppose so, said the American girL 
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Tiiey went back along die gravel path and passed in the 
door. The maid stayed outside to close die umbrella. As the 
American girl passed the office, the padrone bowed from his 
desk. Something felt very small and tight mside die girl. The 
padrone made her feel very small and at the same time really 
important. She had a momentary feelmg of being of supreme 
importance. She went on up the stairs. She opened the door 
of the room. George was on the bed, reading. 

“Did you get the cat^” he asked, putting the book down. 

“It was gone.” 

“Wonder where it went to,” he said, resting his eyes from 
reading. 

She sat down on the bed. 

“I wanted it so much,” she said. “I don’t know why I wanted 
it so much. I wanted that poor kitty. It isn’t any fun to be a 
poor kitty out in die ram.” 

George was reading again. 

She went over and sat in front of the mirror of the dress- 
ing table lookmg at herself with the hand glass. She studied 
her profile, first one side and then the other. Then she studied 
the back of her head and her neck. 

“Don’t you dunk it would be a good idea if I let my hair 
grow out?” she asked, lookmg at her profile again. 

George looked up and saw the back of her neck, clipped close 
like a boy’s. 

“I like it 'the way it is.” 

“I get so tired of it,” she said. “I get so tired of looking like 
a boy” 

George shifted his position in the bed. He hadn’t looked 
away from her smee she started to speak. 

“You look pretty darn nice,” he said. 

She laid the mir ror down on the dresser and went over to 
the wmdow and looked out. It was getting dark. 

“I want to pull my hair back tight and smooth and make a 
big knot at the back that I can feel,” she said “I want to have 
a kitty to sit on my lap and purr when I stroke her.” 
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“Yeah?” George said from the bed. 

“And I want to eat at a table with my own silver and I want 
candles. And I want it to be spring and I want to brush my 
hair out in front of a mirror and I want a kitty and I want 
some new clothes.” 

“Oh, shut up and get something to read,” George said. He 
was reading again. 

His wife was looking out of the window. It was quite dark 
now and still rainmg in the palm trees. 

“Anyway, I want a cat,” she said, “I want a cat. I want a cat 
now. If I can’t have long hair or any fun, I can have a cat.” 

George was not Hstening. He was reading his book. His wife 
looked out of the window where the light had come on in the 
square. 

Someone knocked at the door. 

“Avanti,” George said. He looked up from his book. 

In the doorway stood the maid. She held a big tortoise-shell 
cat pressed tight against her and swung down against her body. 

“Excuse me,” she pid, “the padrone asked me to bring this 
for the Signora.” 



Chapter XI 


The crowd shouted all the time and threw pieces of bread 
down into the itng, then cushions and leather wine bottles, 
heaping up whistling and yelling. Finally the bull was too 
tired from so much bad sticking and folded his hjiees and lay 
down and one of the cuadnlla leaned out over his nec\ and 
hilled him with the puntillo. The crowd came over the bar- 
rera and around the torero and two men grabbed him and 
held him and some one cut off his pigtail and was waving 
it and a l^id grabbed it and ran away with it. Afterwards I 
saw him at the cafe. He was very short with a brown face and 
quite drun\ and he said after all it has happened before h\e 
that. 1 am not really a good bull -fighter. 




OUT OF SEASON 


On the four lire Peduzzi had earned by spading the hotel 
garden he got quite drunk. He saw the young gentleman com- 
ing down the patli and spoke to him mysteriously. The young 
gentleman said he had not eaten but would be ready to go as 
soon as lunch was finished. Forty mmutes or an hour. 

At the cantina near the bridge they trusted him for three 
more grappas because he was so confident and mysterious about 
liis job for the afternoon. It was a windy day with the sun 
coming out from behmd clouds and then going under in 
sprinkles of ram. A wonderful day for trout fishing. 

The young gentleman came out of the hotel and asked him 
about the rods. Should Ins wife come behind with the rods? 
“Yes,” said Peduzzi, “let her follow us.” The young gentle- 
man went back into the hotel and spoke to his wife. He and 
Peduzzi started down the road. The young gentleman had a 
musette over lus shoulder. Peduzzi saw the wife, who looked 
as young as the young gendeman, and was wearing mountam 
boots and a blue beret, start out to follow them down the 
road, carrying the fishmg rods, unjomted, one in each hand. 
Peduzzi didn’t like her to be way back there. “Signorina,” he 
called, winking at the young gentleman, “come up here and 
walk with us. Signora, come up here. Let us all walk to- 
gether.” Peduzzi wanted them all three to walk down the 
street of Cortma together. 

The wife stayed behind, following rather sullenly. “Si- 
gnorina,” Peduzzi called tenderly, “come up here with us.” The 
young gentleman looked back and shouted something. The 
wife stopped lagging behind and walked up 
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Everyone tliey met walking through the main street of the 
town Peduzzi greeted elaborately. Buon’ di, Arturo! Tipping 
his hat. The bank clerk stared at him from the door of the 
Fascist cafe. Groups of three and four people standmg in front 
of the shops stared at the three. The workmen in their stone- 
powdered jackets workmg on the foundations of the new 
hotel looked up as they passed. Nobody spoke or gave any sign 
to them except the town beggar, lean and old, with a spittle- 
thickened beard, who hfted his hat as they passed. 

Peduzzi stopped in front of a store with the window full 
of bottles and brought his empty grappa bottle from an inside 
pocket of his old military coat. “A little to drink, some marsala 
for the Signora, somethmg, something to drink.” He gestured 
With the bottle. It was a wonderful day. “Marsala, you like 
marsala, Signorina? A little marsala?” 

The wife stood sullenly. “You’ll have to play up to this,” 
she said. “I can’t understand a word he says. He’s drunk, isn’t 
he?” 

Tlie young gentleman appeared not to hear Peduzzi. He 
was thinking, what m hell makes him say marsala? That’s 
what Max Beerbohm drinks. 

“Geld,” Peduzzi said finally, taking hold of the young gen- 
deman’s sleeve. “Lire.” He smiled, reluctant to press the sub- 
ject but needmg to brmg the young gendeman into action. 

The young gentleman took out his pocketbook and gave him 
a ten-lira note. Peduzzi went up the steps to the door of the 
Specialty of Domestic and Foreign Wmes shop. It was locked. 

It is closed until two,” someone passing m the street said 
scornfully. Peduzzi came down the steps. He felt hurt. Never 
mind, he said, we can get it at the Concordia. 

They walked down the road to the Concordia three abreast. 
On the porch of the Concordia, where the rusty bobsleds were 
stacked, the young gendeman said, “Was wollen sie?” Peduzzi 
handed him the ten-lira note folded over and over. “Nothing,” 
he said, anything” He was embarrassed. “Marsala, maybe. I 
don’t know. Marsala?” 
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The door of the Concordia shut on the young gendeman 
and the wife. “Three marsalas/’ said the young gentleman to 
the girl behind the pastry counter. “Two, you mean.?*” she 
asked. “No,” he said, “one for a vecchio.” “Oh,” she said, “a 
vecchio,” and laughed, gettmg down the botde. She poured 
out the three muddy lookmg drinks into three glasses. The 
wife was sitting at a table under the Ime of newspapers on 
sticks. The young gendeman put one of the marsalas m front 
of her. “You might as well drmk it,” he said, “maybe it’ll 
make you feel better.” She sat and looked at the glass. The 
young gentleman went outside the door with a glass for Pe- 
duzzi but could not see him. 

“I don’t know where he is,” he said, coming back mto the 
pastry room carrying the glass. 

“He wanted a quart of it,” said die wife. 

“How much is a quarter htre.?^” the young gendeman asked 
the girl. 

“Of the bianco ? One lira.” 

“No, of the marsala. Put these two in, too,” he said, givmg 
her his own glass and the one poured for Peduzzi. She filled 
the quarter htre wine measure with a funnel. “A bottle to 
carry it,” said the young gendeman. 

She went to hunt for a botde. It all amused her. 

“I’m sorry you feel so rotten, Tmy,” he said. “I’m sorry I 
talked the way I did at lunch. We were both gettmg at the 
same thmg from different angles.” 

“It doesn’t make any difference,” she said “None of it makes 
any difference.” 

“Are you too, cold.?” he asked. “I wish you’d worn another 
sweater.”, 

“I’ve got on three sweaters.” 

The girl came m with a very slim brown bottle and poured 
the marsala mto it. The young gentleman paid five lira more. 
They went out the door. The girl was amused. Peduzzi was 
wakmg up and down at the odier end out of the wmd and 
holdmg the rods. 
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“Come on,” he said, “I will carry the rods. What difference 
does it make if anybody sees them.? No one will trouble us 
No one will make any trouble for me in Cortina. I know them 
at the mumcipio. I have been a soldier. Everybody in this town 
likes me. I sell frogs. What if it is forbidden to fish? Not a 
thing. Nothing. No trouble. Big trout, I tell you. Lots of them.” 

They were walking down the hill toward the river. The 
town was in back of them. The sun had gone under and it was 
spnnldmg rain. “There,” said Peduzzi, pointing to a girl in the 
doorway of a house they passed “My dauglitcr.” 

“His doctor,” the wife said, “has he got to show us his doc- 
tor?” 

“He said his daughter,” said the young gentleman. 

The girl went into the house as Peduzzi pointed. 

They walked down tlie hill across the fields and then turned 
to follow the river bank. Peduzzi talked rapidly with much 
wmkmg and knowingness. As they walked three abreast the 
wife caught his breath across the wind. Once he nudged her m 
the ribs Part of the time he talked m d’Ampezzo dialect and 
sometimes in Tyroler German dialect. He could not make out 
which the young gentleman and his wife understood tlie best 
so he was bemg bilmgual But as the young gentleman said, 
Ja, Ja, Peduzzi decided to talk altogetlier in Tyroler. The 
young gendeman and the wife understood nodimg. 

“Everybody m the town saw us going through with these 
rods. We’re probably being followed by the game police 
now. I wish we weren’t m on diis damn thing. This damned 
old fool is so drunk, too.” 

Of course you haven’t got die guts to just go back,” said 
the wife. “Of course you have to go on.” 

“Why don’t you go back? Go on back. Tiny.” 

I m going to stay with you. If you go to lail we might as 
well both go.” 

They turned sharp down the bank and Peduzzi stood, his 
coat blowing in the wind, gesturmg at the river. It was brown 
and muddy. Off on the right there was a dump heap. 
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“Say it to me in Italian,” said the young gentleman. 

“Un’ mezz’ ora. Piu d’ un’ mezz’ ora ” 

“He says it’s at least a half hour more. Go on back, Tiny. 
You’re cold m this wind anyway. It’s a rotten day and we 
aren’t going to have any fun, anyway.” 

“All right,” she said, and climbed up the grassy bank 

Peduzzi was down at the river and did not notice her till 
she was almost out of sight over die crest. “Frau I” he shouted. 
“Frau! Frauleml You’re not going.” 

She went on over the crest of the hill. 

“She’s gone*” said Peduzzi. It shocked him 

He took off the rubber bands that held the rod segments 
togedier and commenced to jomt up one of the rods. 

“But you said it was half an hour further.” 

“Oh, yes. It is good half an hour down. It is good here, too.” 

“Really?” 

“Of course. It is good here and good there, too.” 

The young gentleman sat down on the bank and jomced 
up a rod, put on the reel and threaded the line through the 
guides. He felt uncomfortable and afraid that any minute a 
gamekeeper or a posse of citizens would come over the bank 
from die town. He could see the houses of the town and the 
campanile over the edge of the hill. He opened his leader box 
Peduzzi leaned over and dug his flat, hard thumb and fore- 
finger in and tangled the moistened leaders. 

“Have you some lead 

“No.” 

“You must have some lead.” Peduzzi was excited. “You must 
have piombo Piombo. A little piombo. Just here Just above 
the hook or your bait will float on the water. You must have 
It. Just a little piombo.” 

“Have you got some?” 

“No” He looked through his pockets desperately Sifting 
through the cloth dirt in the linings of his mside military 
pockets. “I haven’t any. We must have piombo ” 

“We can’t fish then,” said the young gentleman, and un- 
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jointed the rod, reeling the line back through tlic guides. 
“We’ll get some piombo and fish tomorrow.” 

“But listen, caro, you must have piombo. The line will lie 
flat on the water.” Peduzzi’s day was going to pieces before his 
eyes. “You must have piombo. A little is enough. Your stuff 
IS all clean and new but you have no lead. I would have brought 
some. You said you had everything.” 

The young gentleman looked at the stream discolored by 
the melting snow. “I know,” he said, “we’ll get some piombo 
and fish tomorrow.” 

“At what hour in the mornmg.? Tell me that.” 

“At seven.” 


The sun came out. It was warm and pleasant. The young 
gentleman felt relieved. He was no longer breaking the law. 
Sitting on the bank he took the bottle of marsala out of his 
pocket and passed it to Peduzzi. Peduzzi passed it back. The 
young gentleman took a drink of it and passed it to Peduzzi 
again. Peduzzi passed it back agam. “Drink,” he said, “drink. 
It s your marsala. After another short drink the young gentle- 
man handed the bottle over. Peduzzi had been watching it 
dosely. He took tlie bottle very hurriedly and tipped it up. 
The gray hairs m the folds of his neck oscillated as he drank, 

’ narrow brown bottle. He drank 

it all. The sun shone while he drank. It was wonderful. This 
was a great day, after all. A wonderful day. 

“Senta, carol In the mornmg at seven.” He had called the 
young pntleman caro several times and nothmg had hap- 
pened It was good marsala. His eyes glistened. Days like diis 
s retdied out ahead. It would begm at seven m the morning. 

, They started to walk up tlie hill toward the town. The 
young gentleman went on ahead. He was quite a way up the 

hill. Peduzzi called to him. 


^Listen, caro, can you let me take five lire for a favor.?” 

o ay asked the young gentleman frownmg. 

today for tomorrow. I will 
provide everything for tomorrow. Pane, salami, formaggio. 



OUT OF SEASON 


277 

good stuff for all of us. You and I and the Signora. Bait for 
fishing, minnows, not worms only. Perhaps I can get some 
marsala. All for five lire. Five lire for a favor ” 

The young gentleman looked through his pocketbook and 
took out a two-lira note and two ones. 

“Thank' you, caro. Thank you,” said Peduzzi, in the tone 
of one member of the Carleton Club acceptmg the Morning 
Post from another. This was living. He was through with the 
hotel garden, breaking up frozen manure with a dung fork. 
Life was opening out. 

“Until seven o’clock then, caro,” he said, slapping the young 
gentleman on the back. “Promptly at seven ” 

“I may not be going,” said the young gentleman putting his 
purse back m his pocket. 

“What,” said Peduzzi, “I will have minnows, Signor. Salami, 
everything. You and I and the Signora. The three of us.” 

“I may not be going,” said the young gentleman, “very 
probably not. I will leave word with the padrone at the hotel 
ofi&ce.” 




Chapter XII 


If It happened light down close tn front of you, you could 
see Vdlalta Sfiat I at the bull and curse him, and when the btdl 
chaiged he swung bac\ firtnly hJ{e an oa\ when the wind 
hits It, his legs tight togethei , the muleta ti ailing and the swoid 
following the curve behind. Then he cursed the bull, flopped 
the muleta at him, and swung bac\ from the chaige his feet 
firm, the muleta cwving and at each swing the crowd i oaring. 

When he staited to J{ill it was all in the same rush. The 
bull looking at him stiaight in fiont, hating. He drew out 
the swoid fiom the folds of the muleta and sighted with the 
same movement and called to the bull, Toro I Tofo! and the 
bull chaiged and Villalta charged and 'just for a moment they 
became one. Villalta became one with the bull and then it was 
over. Villalta standing straight and the red hilt of the sword 
sticking out dully between the bull's shoulders. Villalta, his 
hand up at the crowd and the bull roaring blood, looking 
straight at Villalta and his legs caving. 




CROSS-COUNTRY SNOW 


The funicular car bucked once more and then stopped. It 
could not go farther, the snow drifted solidly across the track. 
The gale scouring the exposed surface of the mountain had 
swept the snow surface into a wind-board crust. Nick, waxing 
his skis in tlie baggage car, pushed his boots mto the toe irons 
and shut the clamp tight. He jumped from the car sideways 
onto the hard wind-board, made a jump turn and crouching 
and trailing his sticks slipped in a rush down the slope. 

On the white below George dipped and rose and dipped 
out of sight. The rush and the sudden swoop as he dropped 
down a steep undulation m the mountam side plucked Nick’s 
mind out and left him only the wonderful flymg, dropping 
sensation in his body. He rose to a slight up-run and then the 
snow seemed to drop out from under him as he went down, 
down, faster and faster m a rush down the last, long steep 
slope. Crouchmg so he was almost sittmg back on his skis, try- 
ing to keep the center of gravity low, the snow drivmg like a 
sand-storm, he knew the pace was too much. But he held it. 
He would not let go and spill. Then a patch of soft snow, left 
in a hollow by the wind, spilled him and he went over and 
over in a clashmg of skis, feeling like a shot rabbit, then stuck, 
his legs crossed, his skis sticking straight up and his nose and 
ears jammed full of snow. 

George stood a little farther down the slope, knocking the 
snow from his wmd jacket with big slaps 

“You took a beauty, Mike,” he called to Nick. “That’s lousy 
soft snow. It bagged me the same way.” 

“What’s It like over the khud Nick kicked his skis around 
as he lay on his back and stood up 
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“You’ve got to keep to your left. It’s a good fast drop with a 
Christy at the bottom on account of a fence.” 

‘"^Vait a sec and we’ll take it together.” 

“No, you come on and go first. I like to see you take the 
khuds.” 

Nick Adams came up past George, big back and blond head 
sull famtly snowy, then his skis started slipping at die edge 
and he swooped down, hissmg m the crystallme powder snow 
and seemmg to float up and drop down as he went up and 
down the biUov/mg khuds. He held to his left and at the end, 
as he rushed toward die fence, keeping his knees locked tight 
together and turnmg his body like tightening a screw brought 
his skis sharply around to the right m a smother of snow and 
slowed mto a loss of speed parallel to the hillside and the wire 
fence 

He looked up the hill. George was coming down in tele- 
mark position, kneelmg; one leg forward and bent, the other 
trailing; his sticks hangmg hke some insect’s dim legs, kickmg 
up puffs of snow as they touched the surface and finally the 
whole kneelmg, trailmg figure coming around in a beautiful 
right curve, crouching, the legs shot forward and back, the 
body leaning out against the swing, the sticks accentmg the 
curve hke points of light, all in a wild cloud of snow. 

“I 'was afraid to Cliristy,” George said, “the snow was too 
deep. You made a beauty.” 

“I can’t telemark with my leg,” Nick said. 

Nick held dov/n the top strand of the wire fence widi his ski 
and George slid over. Nick followed him down to the road. 
Tliey thrust bent-kneed along the road into a pme forest. The 
road became polished ice, stamed orange and a tobacco yel- 
low from the teams haulmg logs. The skiers kept to the stretch 
of snow along the side. The road dipped sharply to a stream 
and then ran straight up-hill. Through the woods tliey could 
see a long, low-eaved, weather-beaten buildmg. Tlirough the 
trees it was a faded yellow. Closer the wmdow frames were 
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painted green. The paint was peeling. Nick knocked Ins clamps 
loose with one of his ski sticks and kicked off the skis 

“We might as well carry them up here,” he said. 

He climbed the steep road with the skis on his shoulder, 
kicking his heel nails into the icy footing. He heard George 
breathing and kicking m his heels )ust behind him. They 
stacked the skis against the side of the inn and slapped the 
snow off each other’s trousers, stamped their boots clean, and 
went in. 

Inside It was quite dark A big porcelain stove shone in the 
corner of the room. There was a low ceilmg Smooth benches 
back of dark, wme-stamed tables were along each side of the 
rooms. Two Swiss sat over then pipes and two decies of cloudy 
new wme next to the stove The boys took off their jackets and 
sat against the wall on the other side of the stove A voice in 
the next room stopped singing and a girl in a blue apron came 
in through the door to see what they wanted to drink. 

“A bottle of Sion,” Nick said. “Is that all right, Gidge?” 

“Sure,” said George. “You know more about wine than I 
do. I like any of it.” 

The girl went out. 

“There’s nothing really can touch skiing, is there?” Nick 
said. “The way it feels when you first drop off on a long 
run ” 

“Huh,” said George. “It’s too swell to talk about.” 

The girl brought the wine in and they had jtrouble with the 
cork Nick finally opened it. The girl went out and they heard 
her singing in German m the next room. 

“Those specks of cork m it don’t matter,” said Nick. 

“I wonder if she’s got any cake.” 

“Let’s find out.” 

The girl came in and Nick noticed that her apron covered 
swellingly her pregnancy. I wonder why I didn’t see that when 
she first came m, he thought 

“What were you singing?” he asked her. 
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“Opera, German opera.” She did not care to discuss the sub- 
ject. “We have some apple strudel if you want it.” 

“She isn’t so cordial, is she ?” said George. 

“Oh, well. She doesn’t know us and she thought we were 
going to kid her about her singmg, maybe. She’s from up 
where they speak German probably and she’s touchy about be- 
ing here and then she’s got that baby commg without being 
married and she’s touchy.” 

“How do you know she isn’t married?” 

“No ring. Hell, no girls get married around here till they’re 
knocked up.” 

The door came open and a gang of woodcutters from up the 
road came in, stamping their boots and steaming in the room. 
The waitress brought in three litres of new wine for the gang 
and they sat at the two tables, smoking and quiet, with their 
hats off, leaning back against the wall or forward on tlie table. 
Outside the horses on the wood sledges made an occasional 
sharp jangle of bells as they tossed their heads. 

George and Nick were happy. They were fond of each other. 
They knew they had the run back home ahead of them. 

“When have you got to go back to school?” Nick asked. 

Tomght,” George answered. “I’ve got to get the ten-forty 
from Montreux.” 


“I wish you could stick over and we could do the Dent du Lys 
tomorrow.” 

“I got to get educated,” George said. “Gee, Mike, don’t you 
wish we could just bum together ? Take our skis and go on the 
tram to where there was good running and dien go on and 
put up at pubs and go right across the Oberland and up the 
Valais and all through dte Engadme and just take repdn kit 
and extra sweaters and pyjamas in our rucksacks and not give 
s damn about school or anythmg.” 

swen^pl“es.’^° Schwarzwald that way. Gee, the 

“^at’s where you went fishmg last summer, isn’t it?” 
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They ate the strudel and drank the rest of the wine. 
George leaned back against the wall and shut his eyes. 
“Wine always makes me feel this way,” he said. 

“Feel bad Nick asked. 

“No. I feel good, but funny.” 

“I know,” Nick said. 

“Sure,” said George 

“Should we have anodier bottle ?” Nick asked. 

“Not for me,” George said. 

They sat tliere, Nick leaning his elbows on the table, George 
slumped back agamst tlie wall. 

“Is Helen going to have a baby .?” George said, coming down 
to the table from the wall. 

“Yes.” 

“When?” 

“Late next summer.” 

“Are“ you glad ?” 

“Yes. Now.” 

“Will you go back to the States?” 

“I guess so.” 

“Do you want to ?” 

“No.” 

“Does Helen?” 

“No.” 

George sat silent. He looked at the empty botde and the 
empty glasses. 

“It’s hell, isn’t it?” he said. 

“No. Not exactly,” Nick said. 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know,” Nick said. 

“Will you ever go skiing together in the States? George 
said. 

“I don’t know,” said Nick. 

“The mountains aren’t much,” George said 
“No,” said Nick. “They’re too rocky. There’s too much 
timber and they’re too far away.” 
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“Yes ” said George, “that’s the way it is in California.” 
“Yes,” Nick said, “that’s the way il is everywhere I’ve ever 
been.” 

“Yes,” said Geoige, “that’s the way it is.” 

The Swiss got up and paid and went out. 

“I wish we were Swiss,” George said. 

“They’ve all got goiter,” said Nick. 

“I don’t believe it,” George said. 

“Neither do I,” said Nick. 

They laughed. 

“Maybe we’ll never go skiing again, Nick,” George said. 
“We’ve got to,” said Nick. “It isn’t wortli while if you can’t.” 
“We’ll go, all right,” George said. 

“We’ve got to,” Nick agreed. 

“I wish we could make a promise about it,” George said. 
Nick stood up. He buckled his wmd 3acket tight. He leaned 
over George and picked up the two ski poles from against the 
wall. He stuck one of tlie ski poles into the floor. 

“There isn’t any good in promismg,” he said. 

They opened the door and went out. It was very cold. The 
snow had crusted hard. The road ran up the hill into the pine 
trees. 

They took down their skis from where they leaned against 
the wall in the inn. Nick put on his gloves. George was al- 
ready started up the road, his skis on his shoulder. Now they 
would have the run home together. 


Chapter XIII 


I heard the drums coming down the street and then the 
fifes and the pipes and then they came around the corner, all 
danang. The street was full of them. Maeta saw him and then 
1 saw him. When they stopped the music for the crouch he 
hunched down in the stieet with them all and when they 
staited it again he ptmped up and went dancing down the 
street with them. He was diun\ all right. 

You go down after him, said Maeia, he hates me. 

So 1 went down and caught up with them and grabbed 
him while he was a‘ouched down waiting for the music to 
hea\ loose and saidy Come on Luis. For Christ's safe you’ve 
got bulls this afternoon. He didn’t listen to me, he was lis-‘ 
tening so hard for the music to start. 

1 said. Don’t be a damn fool Luis. Come on bac\ to the 
hotel. 

Then the music started up again and he ti^mped up and 
twisted away from me and staned dancing. 1 grabbed his arm 
and he pulled loose and said. Oh leave me alone. You’re not 
my father. 

1 went bac\ to the hotel md Maera was on the balcony 
looking out to see if I’d be bringing him back. He went inside 
when he saw me and came downstairs disgusted. 

Well, I said, after all he’s just an ignorant Mexican savage. 

Yes, Maera said, and who will \ill his bulls after he gets a 
cogida ? 

We, 1 suppose, 1 said. 

Yesy we, said Maera. We kills the savages’ bulls, and the 
drunkards’ bulls, and the riau-mu dancerd bulls. Yes. We 
kill them. We kdl them all right. Yes. Yes. Yes. 
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I GUESS looking at it, now, my old man was cut out for a fat 
guy, one of those regular little roly fat guys you see around, 
but he sure never got that way, except a little toward the last, 
and then it wasn’t his fault, he was riding over the jumps 
only and he could afford to carry plenty of weight then. I 
remember the way he’d pull on a rubber shirt over a couple 
of jerseys and a big sweat shirt over that, and get me to run 
with him in the forenoon in the hot sun. He’d have, maybe, 
taken a trial trip with one of Razzo’s skins early in the 
mormng after just getting m from Tormo at four o’clock in * 
the morning and beating it out to the stables in a cab and 
then with the dew all over everything and the sun just start- 
ing to get gomg. I’d help him pull ofiF his boots and he’d get 
into a pair of sneakers and all these sweaters and we’d 
start out. 

“Come on, kid,” he’d say, steppmg up and down on his toes 
in front of the jock’s dressmg room, “let’s get moving ” 

Then we’d start ofi joggmg around the mfield once, maybe, 
with him ahead, runnmg mce, and then turn out the gate and 
along one of those roads with all the trees along both sides 
of them that run out from San Siro. I’d go ahead of him when 
we hit the road and I could run pretty good and I’d look around 
and he’d be joggmg easy just behmd me and after a httle while 
I’d look around again and he’d begun to sweat. Sweating heavy 
and he’d just be doggmg it along with his eyes on my back, 
but when he’d catch me looking at him he’d grin and say, 
“Sweatmg plenty ?” When my old man grinned, nobody could 
help but grin too. We’d keep right on running out toward the 
m ountains and then my old man would yell. Hey, Joel and 
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I’d look back and he’d be sitting under a tree with a towel iic’d 
had around his waist wrapped around his neck. 

I’d come back and sit down beside liim and he’d pull a rope 
out of his pocket and start skipping rope out in the sun with 
the sweat pourmg off his face and him skipping rope out in 
the white dust with the rope going cloppetty, cloppclty, clop, 
clop, clop, and the sun hotter, and him working harder up and 
down a patch of the road. Say, it was a treat to see my old 
man skip rope, too He could whirr it fast or lop it slow and 
fancy. Say, you ought to have seen wops look at us sometimes, 
when they’d come by, gomg into town walking along with 
big white steers hauling the cart. They sure looked as though 
they thought tlie old man was nuts. He’d start the rope 
whirling till they’d stop dead still and watch him, then give 
tlie steers a cluck and a poke with the goad and get going 
again. 

When I’d sit watching him working out in the hot sun 
I sure felt fond of him. He sure was fun and he done his work 
so hard and he’d finish up with a regular whirrmg that’d 
drive the sweat out on his face like water and then sling the 
rope at the tree and come over and sit down widi me and 
lean back against the tree with tlie towel and a sweater 
wrapped around his neck. 

Sure is hell keepmg it down, Joe,” he’d say and lean back 
and shut his eyes and breathe long and deep, “it ain’t like 
when you re a kid.” Then he’d get up and before he started 
to cool wed jog along back to the stables. That’s tlie way 
it was keepmg down to weight. He was worried all the time, 
Most jocks can just about ride off all they want to. A jock loses 
about a kilo every time he rides, but my old man was sort of 

dried out and he couldn’t keep down his kilos without all 
that runnme. 

o 

I remember once at San Siro, Regoh, a fittle wop, that was 
ndmg for Buzoni, came out across the paddock gomg to the 

^ for something cool, and flickmg his boots with his whip, 
a ter he d just weighed m and my old man had just weighed 
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m too, and came out witk the saddle under his arm lookmg 
red-faced and tired and too big for his silks and he stood there 
lookmg at young Regoli standmg up to the outdoors bai, coo] 
and kid-looking, and I said, “What’s tlie matter. Dad?” cause 
I thought maybe Regoli had bumped him or something and 
he just looked at Regoli and said, “Oh, to hell with it,” and 
went on to the dressmg room. 

Well, It would have been all right, maybe, if we’d stayed in 
Milan and ridden at Milan and Torino, ’cause if there ever 
were any easy courses, it’s those two. “Pianola, Joe,” my old 
man said when he dismounted in the winning stall after 
what the wops thought was a hell of steeplechase. I asked him 
once. “This course rides itself. It’s the pace you’re going at, 
that makes riding the jumps dangerous, Joe. We am’t going 
any pace here, and they ain’t really bad jumps either. But it’s 
the pace always— not the jumps— that makes the trouble.” 

San Siro was the swellest course I’d ever seen but the old 
\ 

man said it was a dog’s life. Going hack and forth between 
Mirafiore and San Siro and riding just about every day m the 
week with a tram ride every other night. 

I was nuts about the horses, too. There’s somethmg about 
it, when they come out and go up the track to the post. Sort 
of dancy and tight lookmg with the jock keepmg a tight hold 
on them and maybe easmg off a little and letting them run 
a little going up Then once they were at the barrier it got me 
worse than anything. Especially at San Siro with that big 
green infield and the mountams way off and the fat wop 
starter with his^big whip and the jocks fiddling them around 
and then the barrier snappmg up and that bell gomg off and 
them all gettmg off in a bunch and then commencmg to string 
out. You know the way a bunch of skms gets off. If you re 
up in the stand with a pair of glasses all you see is them 
plunging off and tlien that bell goes off and it seems like it 
rmgs for a thousand years and then they come sweeping round 
the turn. There wasn’t ever anytliing like it for me. 

But my old man said one day, in the dressmg room, when 
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he was getting into his street clothes, “None of these things 
are horses, Joe. They’d kill that buncli of skates for their 
hides and hoofs up at Paris.” That was the day he’d won the 
Premio Commercio witli Lantorna shooting her out of the 
field the last hundred meters like pullmg a cork out of a 
bottle. 

It was right after the Premio Commercio that we pulled 
out and left Italy. My old man and Holbrook and a fat w'op 
m a straw hat that kept wipmg his face with a handkerchief 
were havmg an argument at a table in the Galleria. They were 
all talkmg French and the two of them was after my old 
man about somethmg. Fmally he didn’t say anydimg any more 
but just sat there and looked at Holbrook, and die two of 
them kept after him, first one talking and then the other, and 
the fiat wop always buttmg in on Holbrook. 

You go out and buy me a Sportsman, will you, Joe.?” my 
old man said, and handed me a couple of soldi without 
looking away from Holbrook. 

So I went out of the Galleria and walked over to in front 
of the Scala and bought a paper, and came back and stood a 
little way away because I didn’t want to butt m and my old man 
was sitting back m his chair looking down at his coffee and 
foolmg with a spoon and Holbrook and the big wop were 
Stan ing and the big wop was wipmg his face and shakmg 
Ills head. And I came up and my old man acted just as though 
the mo of ^em weren’t standmg there and said, “Want an 
ice, Joe Holbrook looked down at my old man and said 
slow and careful, You son of a bitch,” and he and the fat 
wop went out through the tables. 

My old man sat there and sort of smiled at me, but his 
face was wlute and he looked sick as hell and I was scared 
^d felt sick mside because I knew somethmg had happened 

oft could call my old man a son 

& % studied the handicaps for a while and then 
be said. You got to take a lot of dungs m this world, Joe.” 
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. And three days later we left Milan for good on the Tunn 
tram for Paris, after an auction sale out in front of Turner’s 
stables of everythmg we couldn’t get mto a trunk and a 
suit case. 

We got mto Pans early m the morning in a long, dirty 
station the old man told me was the Gare de Lyon. Pans was 
an awful big town after Milan. Seems like m Milan everybody 
is going somewhere and all the trams run somewhere and 
theie am’t any sort of a mix-up, but Pans is all balled up 
and they never do straighten it out. I got to like it, though, 
part of It, anyway, and say, it’s got the best race courses in the 
world. Seems as though that were the thmg that keeps it all 
gomg and about the only thing you can figure on is that 
every day the buses will be gomg out to whatever track they’re 
running at, gomg right out through everything to the track. 

I never really got to know Pans well, because I just came m 
about once or twice a week with the old man from Maisons 
and he always sat at the Cafe de la Paix on the Opera side 
with the rest of the gang from Maisons and I guess that’s one 
of the busiest parts of the town. But, say, it is funny that a 
big town like Paris wouldn’t have a Galleria, isn’t it? 

Well, we went out to live at Maisons-Lafitte, where just 
about everybody lives except the gang at Chantilly, with a 
Mrs. Meyers that runs a boardmg house. Maisons is about the 
swellest place to live I’ve ever seen m all my life. The town 
am’t so much, but there’s a lake and a swell forest that we 
used to go off bumming in all day, a couple of us kids, and my 
old man made me a sling shot and we got a lot of things with 
It but the best one was a magpie. Young Dick Atkinson shot 
a rabbit with it one day and we put it under a tree and were 
all sitting around and Dick had some cigarettes and all of a 
sudden the rabbit jumped up and beat it into the brush and 
we chased it but we couldn’t find it Gee, we had fun at 
I Maisons. Mrs. Meyers used to give me lunch m the morning 
and I’d be gone all day. I learned to talk French quick. It’s 
an easy language. 
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As soon as we got to Maisons, my old man wrote to Milan 
for his license and he was pretty worried till it came. He 
used to sit around the Cafe dc Paris in Maisons with the 
gang, there were lots of guys he’d known wlicn he rode up 
at Pans, before the war, lived at Maisons, and there’s a lot 
of time to sit around because the work around a racing stable, 
for the jocks, that is, is all cleaned up by nine o’clodc in the 
morning. They take the first bunch of skins out to gallop 
them at 530 m the morning and they work the second lot 
at 8 o’clock. That means getting up early all right and going 
to bed early, too If a jock’s riding for somebody too, he can’t 
go boozing around because die tiainer always has an eye on 
him if he’s a kid and if he ain’t a kid he’s always got an eye 
on himself. So mostly if a jock ain’t working he sits around 
the Cafe de Pans with the gang and they can all sit around 
about two or three hours m front of some drmk like a ver- 
mouth and seltz and they talk and tell stories and shoot 
pool and it s sort of like a club or die Galleria m Milan. Only 
it am t really like the Galleria because there everybody is going 
by all the time and there’s everybody around at die tables. 

Well, my old man got his license all right. They sent it 
through to him without a word and he rode a couple of times. 
Amiens, up country and diat sort of thing, but he didn’t seem 
to get any engagement. Everybody liked him and whenever 
I d come mto the Cafe m the forenoon I’d find somebody 
drmkmg with him because my old man wasn’t tight like most 
of these jockies diat have got the fiist dollar diey made Tiding 
at the World s Fair in St. Louis m nmeteen ought four. That’s 
what may old man would say when he’d kid George Burns. 
But it seemed like everybody steered clear of givmo- my old 
man any mounts. ° 

We went out to wherever they were runnning every day 
With the car from Maisons and tliat was the most fun of all. 

was g a when the horses came back from Deauville and 

e ^mmer. Even though it meant no more bummmg in the 
woods, cause then we’d ride to Enghien or Tremblay or St. 
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Cloud and watch them from the trainers’ and jockeys’ stand. 
I sure learned about racing from going out with that gang 
and the fun of it was going every day. 

I remember once out at St Cloud. It was a big two hundred 
thousand franc race with seven entries and Kzar a big favorite, 
I went around to the paddock to see the hoises with my old 
man and you never saw such horses This Kzar is a great big 
yellow horse that looks like just notlnng but run. I never saw 
such a hoise. He was being led around the paddocks with his 
head down and when he went by me I felt all hollow mside 
he was so beautiful. There never was such a wonderful, lean, 
runmng built horse. And he went around the paddock putting 
his feet just so and quiet and careful and moving easy like 
he knew just what he had to do and not jerking and standmg 
up on his legs and getting wild eyed like you see these selling 
platers with a shot of dope in them. The crowd was so thick 
I couldn’t see him again except just his legs going by and 
some yellow and my old man started out through the crowd 
and I followed him over to the jock’s dressing room back m the 
trees and there was a big crowd around there, too, but the man 
at the door m a derby nodded to my old man and we got in 
and everybody was sittmg around and gettmg dressed and 
pulling shirts over their heads and pullmg boots on and it all 
smelled hot and sweaty and Imimenty and outside was the 
crowd lookmg m. 

The old man went over and sat down beside George Gardner 
that was getting into his pants and said, "‘What’s the dope, 
George?” just m an ordmary tone of voice ’cause there ain’t 
any use him feelmg around because George either can tell 
him or he can’t tell him. 

“He won’t win,” George says very low, leanmg over and 
buttonmg the bottoms of his breeches. 

“Who will?” my old man says, leanmg over close so nobody 
can hear. 

“Kircubbin,” George says, “and if he does, save me a couple 
of tickets.” 
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My old man says something in a regular voice to George 
and George says, “Don’t ever bet on any tiling I tell you,” 
kiddmg like, and we beat it out and tlirougli all the crowd 
that was lookmg in, over to the loo franc mutucl machine. 
But I knew something big was up because George is Kzar’s 
jockey On the way he gets one of the yellow odds-shccts witli 
the startmg prices on and Kzar is only paying 5 for 10, Ce- 
fisidote is next at 3 to i and fifth down the list diis Kircubbm 
at 8 to I. My old man bets five thousand on Kircubbm to win 
and puts on a diousand to place and we went around back of 
the grandstand to go up the stairs and get a place to watch 
the race. 


We were jammed m tight and first a man in a long coat 

with a gray tall hat and a whip folded up in his hand came 

out and tnen one after anotlier die horses, widi the jocks up 

and a stable boy holdmg the bridle on each side and walking 

along, followed die old guy. That big yellow horse Kzar came 

first. He didnt look so big when you first looked at him 

until you saw the length of his legs and the whole way he’s 

^ilt and die way he moves Gosh, I never saw such a horse. 

eorge Gardner was ridmg hun and they moved along slow, 

back of die old guy m the gray tall hat that walked along 

ii^e he was a rmg master m a circus. Back of Kzar, movmg 

along smoodi and yeUow m the sun, was a good looking black 

with a nice head with Tommy Archibald ridmg him; and 

alter the black was a strmg of five more horses all movmg 

a ong s ow in a procession past die grandstand and the pesage. 

My old man said the black was Kircubbin and I took a good 

00k at bm mid he was a mce-looking horse, all right, but 
nothmg Jike Kzar. ^ 


Everybody cheered Kzar when he went by and he sure was 

f procession of them went around 

ntr f back up to the 

hnvQ h °fi, tbe circus master had the stable 

bv^th?7 ^ another so they could gallop 

y e stands on their way up to the post and let everybody 
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have a good look at them. They weren’t at the post hardly 
any time at all when the gong started and you could see them 
way off across the miield all m a bunch starting on the first 
swing like a lot of little toy horses. I was watching them 
through the glasses and Kzar was running well back, with 
one of die bays making the pace They swept down and around 
and came pounding past and Kzar was way back when they 
passed us and tliis Kircubbm horse m front and going smooth. 
Gee, it’s awful when they go by you and then you have to 
watch them go farther away and get smaller and smaller and 
then all bunched up on die turns and then come around 
towards into die stretch and you feel like swearing and god- 
damming worse and worse. Finally they made the last turn 
and came into the straightaway with diis Kircubbm horse 
way out in front. Everybody was lookmg funny and saymg 
“Kzar” in soft of a sick way and them pounding nearer down 
the stretch, and then sometlung came out of the pack right 
into my glasses like a horse-headed yellow streak and every- 
body began to yell “Kzar” as though they were crazy. Kzar 
came on faster than I’d ever seen anything in my life and 
pulled up on Kircubbm that was going fast as any black 
horse could go with the jock flogging hell out of him with 
the gad and they were right dead neck and neck for a second 
but Kazar seemed going about twice as fast with those great 
jumps and that head out— but it was while they were neck 
and neck that they passed the wmnmg post and when the 
numbers went up m the slots the first one was 2 and that 
meant that Kircubbm had won 

I felt all trembly and funny mside, and then we were all 
jammed m with the people gomg downstairs to stand m front 
of the board where they’d post what Kircubbm paid Honest, 
watching the race I’d forgot how much my old man had bet 
on Kircubbm. I’d wanted Kzar to wm so damned bad But 
now it was all over it was swell to know we had the winner. 

“Wasn’t it a swell race, Dad?” I said to him. 

He looked at me sort of funny with his derby on the back 
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of Ills head. “George Gardner’s a swell jockey, all right,” he 
said. “It sure took a great jock to keep that Kzar horse from 
wmning ” 

Of course I knew it was funny all the time. But my old man 
saymg that right out like that sure took the kick all out of 
It for me and I didn’t get die real kick back again ever, even 
when they posted the numbers upon the board and the bell 
rang to pay off and we saw diat Kircubbm paid 67.50 for 10. 
All round people were saying, “Poor Kzar I Poor Kzar !” And 
I thought, I wish I weie a jockey and could have rode him 
instead of diat son of a bitch. And that was funnj^, thinking 
of George Gardner as a son of a bitch because I’d always liked 
him and besides he’d given us the wmner, but I guess diat’s 
what he is, all right. 

My old man had a big lot of money after that race and 
he took to commg mto Pans oftener. If diey raced at Tremblay 
he d have them drop him in town on their way back to 
Maisons and he and I’d sit out m front of the Cafe de la Paix 
and watch the people go by. It’s funny sittmg there. There’s 
streams of people going by and all sorts of guys come up 
and want to sell you thmgs, and I loved to sit there with my 
old man. That was when we’d have the most fun. Guys would 
come by selling funny rabbits tliat jumped if you squeezed a 
bulb and they’d come up to us and my old man would kid with 
them He could talk French just like English and all those kmd 
0 guys knew him cause you can always tell a jockey — and then 
we a ways sat at the same table and they got used to seemg us 

ere ere were guys sellmg matrimonial papers and girls sell- 
ing rubber eggs that when you squeezed them a rooster came 
out o them and one old wormy-lookmg guy that went by with 
post-cards of Pans, showmg them to everybody, and, of course, 
o y ever ought any, and then he would come back and 
show the under side of the pack and they would all be smutty 
pos car s an ots of people would dig down and buy diem. 
J^ee i remember the funny people that used to go by. Girls 

oun supper time lookmg for somebody to take them out 
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lo eat and they d speak to my old man and he’d make some 
joke at diem in French and they’d pat me on die head and 
go on. Once there was an American woman sitting with her 
kid daughter at the next table to us and they were both eating 
ices and I kept looking at die girl and she was awfully good 
lookmg and I smiled at her and she smiled at me but that 
was all that ever came of it because I looked for her mother 
and her eveiy day and I made up ways that I was going to 
speak to her and I wondered if I got to know her if her mother 
would let me take her out to Auteuil or Tremblay but I never 
saw either of diem again. Anyway, I guess it wouldn’t have 
been any good, anyway, because looking back on it I remember 
the way I thought out would be best to speak to her was to 
say, “Pardon me, but perhaps I can give you a winner at 
Enghien today.?” and, after all, maybe she would have thought 
I was a tout instead of really trying to give her a winner. 

We’d sit at die Cafe de la Paix, my old man and me, and we 
had a big drag with the waiter because my old man drank 
whisky and it cost live francs, and that meant a good tip when 
the saucers were counted up. My old man was drinking more 
than I’d ever seen him, but he wasn’t riding at all now and 
besides he said diat whisky kept his weight down.' But I 
noticed he was puttmg ii on, all right, just the same. He’d 
busted away from his old gang out at Maisons and seemed 
to like just sittmg around on the boulevard with me But he 
was dropping money every day at the track. He’d feel sort of 
doleful after the last race, if he’d lost on the day, until we’d 
get to our table and he’d have his hrst whisky and then hed 
be fine. 

He’d be readmg the Paris-Sport and he d look over at me 
and say, “Where’s your girl, Joe?” to kid me on account I had 
told him about the girl that day at the next table. And I d get 
red, but I liked bemg kidded about her. It gave me a good 
feeling. “Keep your eye peeled for her, Joe,” he’d say, “she’ll 
be back.” 

He’d ask me questions about thmgs and some of the thmgs 
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rd say he’d laugh. And then he’d get started talking about 
things. About riding down in Egypt, or at St. Moritz on tlie 
ice before my motlier died, and about during tlie war when 
they had regular races down in the south of France witliout 
any purses, or betting or crowd or anythmg just to keep tlie 
breed up. Regular races with the jocks riding hell out of the 
horses. Gee, I could listen to my old man talk by the hour, 
especially when he’d had a couple or so of drmks. He’d tell 
me about when he was a boy m Kentucky and going coon 
hunting, and tlie old days in the States before everything went 
on the bum tliere. And he’d say, “Joe? when we’ve got a decent 
stake, you’re gomg back tliere to the States and go to school.” 

Whatve I got to go back there to go to school for when 
everythmg’s on the bum there I’d ask him. 

That’s different,” he’d say and get die waiter over and pay 
the pile of saucers and we’d get a taxi to the Gare St. Lazare 
and get on the train out to Maisons. 

One day at Auteuil, after a selling steeplechase, my old man 
bought in die winner for 30,000 francs. He had to bid a little 
to get him but the stable let the horse go finally and my old 
man had his permit and liis colors in a week. Gee, I felt proud 
when my old man was an owner. He fixed it up for stable 
space widi Charles Drake and cut out commg m to Paris, 
md started his running and sweating out agam, and him and 
were the whole stable gang. Our horse’s name was Gilford, 
e was Irish bred and a nice, sweet jumper. My old man 
gured that traming him and ridmg him, himself, he was a 
good mvestment. I was proud of everythmg and I thought 
Gilfoid was as good a horse as Kzar. He was a good, solid 
jumper, a bay, widi plenty of speed on the flat, if you asked 
nim for it, and he was a nice-looking horse, too. 

Gee, I was fond of Inm. The first time he started witli my 
old man up he finished third in a 2500 meter hurdle race and 
w en my o man got off him, all sweating and happy in the 
place stall, and went m to weigh, I felt as proud of him as 
though it was the first race he’d ever placed in You see, when 
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a guy ain’t been riding for a long time, you can’t make yourseK 
really believe that he has ever rode. The whole thing was 
different now, ’cause down m Milan, even big races never 
seemed to make any difference to my old man, if he won 
he wasn’t ever excited or anythmg, and now it was so I 
couldn’t hardly sleep the night before a race and I knew my 
old man was excited, too, even if he didn’t show it. Riding 
for yourself makes an awful difference. 

Second time Gilford and my old man started, was a rainy 
Sunday at Auteuil, m the Prix du Marat, a 4500 meter steeple- 
chase. As soon as he’d gone out I beat it up in the stand with 
the new glasses my old man had bought for me to watch 
them. They started way over at the far end of the course 
and there was some trouble at the barrier. Somethmg with 
goggle blinders on was makmg a great fuss and rearing around 
and busted the barrier once, but I could see my old man in 
our black jacket, with a white cross and a black cap, sitting up 
on Gilford, and pattmg him with his hand. Then they were 
off in a jump and out of sight behind the trees and the gong 
going for dear life and the pari-mutuel wickets rattling down 
Gosh, I was so excited, I was afraid to look at them, but I 
fixed the glasses on the place where they would come out back 
of the trees and then out they came with the old black jacket 
going third and they all sailmg over the jump like birds. 
Then they went out of sight agam and then ey came 
pounding out and down the hill and all gomg nice an sweet 
and easy and taking the fence smooth in a bunch, and moving 
away from us all solid. Looked as though you could walk 

across on their backs they were all so bunched 
smooth. Then they bellied over the big double Bullfinch and 
somethmg came down. I couldn t see who it was, ut m a 
minute the horse was up and gallopmg free and the field, a 1 
bunched still, sweeping around the long left turn mto the 
straightaway. They jumped the stone wall and came jamme 
down the stretch toward the big water-jump right m front of 
the stands. I saw them coming and hollered at my old man 
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as ^lic went by, and he was leading by about a length and 
riding way out, and light as a monkey, and tficy were racing 
for the water-jurap. They took off over the big hctlge of the 
waler-jump m a pack and then there was a cra^h, and two 
horses pulled sideways out off it, and kept on going, and 
three others were piled up I couldn’t see my old man any- 
where One horse kneed him^^clf up and the jock liad hold of 
the bridle and mounted and went slamming on after tiic place 
money. The other horse was up and away b\ himself, )crl:ing 
his head and galloping wnth the bridle rein hanging and the 
jock staggered over to one side of the track against the fence. 
Then Gilford rolled ovci to one side off m) old man and got 
up and started to run on three legs with his fiont ofT hoof 
dangling and there was my old man h) ing there on the grass 
flat out wnth his face up and blood all over the side of his head. 
I ran down the stand and bumped into a jam of people and 
got to the rail and a cop grabbed me and held me and tw'o big 
stretcher-bearers %verc going out after my old man and around 
on tlie other side of tlic course I saw*^ three horses, strung w’ay 
out, coming out of the trees and taking the jump 

My old man w^as dead wdicn they brought him in and while 
a doctor was listening to his heart with a thing plugged in 
his ears, I heard a shot up the track that meant they’d killed 
Gilford. I lay down beside my old man, when they carried 
the stretcher into the hospital room, and hung onto the 
stretcher and cried and cried, and he looked so white and 
gone and so awfully dead, and I couldn’t help feeling that if 
my old man was dead maybe tliey didn’t need to have shot 
Gilford. His hoof might have got well. I don’t know. I loved 
my old man so much. 

Tli^en a couple of guys came in and one of them patted me 
on the back and then went over and looked at my old man 
and then pulled a sheet off the cot and spread it over him; 
and the other was telephoning in French for tliem to send the 
ambulance to take him out to Maisons. And I couldn’t stop 
crying, crying and chokmg, sort of, and George Gardner came 
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m and sat down beside me on the jfioor and put his arm 
around me and says, “Come on, Joe, old boy. Get up and we’ll 
go out and wait for the ambulance.” 

George and I went out to the gate and I was trying to stop - 
bawlmg and George wiped off my face with his handkerchief 
and we were standmg back a little ways while the crowd 
as going out of the gate and a couple of guys stopped near 
us while we were waitmg for the crowd to get through the 
gate and one of them was counting a bunch of mutuel tickets 
and he said, “Well, Butler got his, all right ” 

The other guy said, “I don’t give a good goddam if he did, 
the crook. He had it coming to him on the stuff he’s pulled.” 

“I’ll say he had,” said the other guy, and tore the bunch of 
tickets in two. 

And George Gardner looked at me to see if I’d heard and 
I had all right and he said, “Don’t you listen to what those 
bums said, Joe. Your old man was one swell guy.” 

But I don’t know. Seems like when they get started they 
don’t leave a guy nothing. 




Chapter XIV 


Maera lay stdl, hts head on his arms, his face in the sand. 
He felt wa) m and stichy from the bleeding. Each time he felt 
the horn coming. Sometimes the bull only bumped him with 
his head. Once the horn went all the way through him and 
he felt It go into the sand. Some one had the bull by the tail. 
They wete s wealing at him and flopping the cape in Ins face. 
Then the bull was gone. Some men picked Maera up and 
started to run with him toward the batrieis through the gate 
out the passageway around undei the giandstand to the in- 
firmaty. They laid Maeia down on a cot and one of the men 
went out for the doctou The others stood around. The doctor 
came running ftom the corral wheie he had been sewing up 
picador hoises. He had to stop and wash his hands. There 
was a great shouting going on in the grandstand overhead. 
Maera felt eveiy thing getting largei and larger and then 
smaller and smaller. Then it got larger and laiger and larger 
and then smaller and smaller. Then everything commenced 
to run faster and faster as when they speed up a cinematograph 
film. Then he was dead. 
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The mn went on up the track out of sight, around one of 
tile hills of burnt timber. Nick sat down on the bundle of can- 
vas and bedding the baggage man had pitched out of the door 
car. There was no town, nothing but the rails 
and the burned-over country. The thirteen saloons that had 
imed the one street of Seney had not left a trace. The founda- 
^ons of the Mansion House hotel stuck up above the ground. 
The stone was chipped and split by the fire It was all that was 

e t of the town of Seney. Even the surface had been burned 
oft the ground. 

Nick looked at the burned-over stretch of hillside, where he 
had expected to find the scattered houses of the town and then 
walked down the railroad track to the bridge over the river. 
The river was there. It swirled against the log spiles of the 
bridge. Nick looked down into the clear, brown water, colored 
from the pebbly bottom, and watched the trout keeping them- 
selves steady in the current with wavering fins. As he watched 
them they changed their positions by quick angles, only to hold 
steady in the fast water agam. Nick watched them a long time 
He watched them holdmg themselves with their noses mto 
the current, many trout m deep, fast moving water, slightly 
distorted as he watched far down through the glassy convex 
surface of the pool, its surface pushing and swelling smooth 
against the resistance of the log-driven piles of the bridge. At 
the bottom of the pool were the big trout. Nick did not see 
them at first. Then he saw them at the bottom of tlie pool, big 
trout looking to hold themselves on the gravel bottom in a 
varying mist of gravel and sand, raised in spurts by the current. 
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Nick looked down into the pool from the bridge. It was a 
hot day. A kmgfishcr flew up the stream. It was a long time 
since Nick had looked into a stream and seen trout. They were 
very satisfactory. As tlie shadow of the kingfisher moved up 
the stream, a big trout shot upstream in a long angle, only his 
shadow marking the angle, dien lost his shadow as he came 
through the surface of the water, caught the sun, and then, as 
he went back into the stream under the surface, his shadow 
seemed to float down tlie stream with the current, unresisting, 
to his post under the bridge where he tightened facing up into 
the current. 

Nick’s heart tightened as the trout moved. He felt all the 
old feelmg. 

He turned and looked down the stream. It stretched away, 
pebbly-bottomed with shallows and big boulders and a deep 
pool as it curved away around the foot of a bluff. 

^ Nick walked back up the ties to where his pack lay in the 
cinders beside the railway track. He was happy. He adjusted 
the pack harness around the bundle, pulling straps tight, slung 
the pack on his back, got his arms through the shoulder straps 
and took, some of the pull off his shoulders by leaning his fore- 
head against the wide band of the tump-lme. Still, it was too 
hpvy. It was much too heavy. He had his leather rod-case in 
IS hand and leanmg forward to keep the weight of tlie pack 
high on his shoulders he walked along tlie road that paralleled 
the railway track, leavmg the burned town behind in the heat, 
and then turned off around a hill with a high, fire-scarred hill 
on either side onto a road that went back mto the country. He 
walked along the road feeling the ache from the pull of die 
heavy pack. The road climbed steadily. It was hard work walk- 
mg up-hiU. His muscles ached and the day was hot, but Nick 
e t appy. He felt he had left everything behmd, the need for 
thinkmg, Ae need to write, other needs. It was all back of him. 

rom the time he had gotten down off die tram and the 
baggage man had thrown his pack out of the open car door 
tlimgs had been different. Seney was burned, the country was 
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burned over ana changed, but it did not matter. It could not 
all be burned. He knew that. He hiked along the road, sweat- 
ing m die sun, climbing to cross die range of hills that sepa- 
rated the railway from the pine plains. 

The road ran on, dipping occasionally, but always climbmg. 
Nick went on up. Finally the road after going parallel to the 
burnt hillside reached die top. Nick leaned back against a 
stump and slipped out of the pack harness. Ahead of him, as 
far as he could see, was the pine plam. The burned country 
stopped off at the left with the range of hills. On aliead islands 
of dark pine trees rose out of the plam. Far off to the left was 
die line of the river. Nick followed it with his eye and caught 
glints of die water in the sun. 

There was nothing but the pme plain ahead of him, until the 
far blue hills diat marked the Lake Superior height of land. 
He could hardly see them, faint and far away in the heat-light 
over the plain. If he looked too steadily they were gone. But if 
he only half-looked they were there, the far-off hiUs of the 
height of land. 

Nick sat down against the charred stump and smoked a 
cigarette. His pack balanced on die top of the stump, harness 
holding ready, a hollow molded m it from his back. Nick sat 
smoking, looking out over the country. He did not need to get 
his map out. He knew where he was from the position of the 
river. ' 

As he smoked, his legs stretched out m front of him, he 
noticed a grasshopper walk along the ground and up onto his 
woolen sock. The grasshopper was black. As he had walked 
along the road, climbing, he had started many grasshoppers 
from the dust. They were all black. They were not the big 
grasshoppers with yellow and black or red and black wings 
whirring out from their black wing sheathmg as they fly up 
These were just ordinary hoppers, but all a sooty black m color 
Nick had wondered about diem as he walked, without really 
thinkmg about them. Now, as he watched the black hopper 
that was nibbling at the wool of his sock with its fourway lip, 
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he realized that they had all turned black from living m the 
burned-over land. He realized that the fire must have come 
the year before, but tire grasshoppers were all black now. He 
wondered how long they would stay that way. 

Carefully he reached his hand down and took hold of the 
hopper by the wmgs. He turned him up, all his legs walking 
m the air, and looked at his )omted belly. Yes, it was black 
too, iridescent where the back and head were dusty. 

“Go on, hopper,” Nick said, speaking out loud for the first 
time. “Fly away somewhere.” 

He tossed the grasshopper up into the air and watched him 
sail away to a charcoal stump across the road. 

Nick stood up. He leaned his back agamst the weight of his 
pack where it rested upright on the stump and got his arms 
through the shoulder straps. He stood with the pack on his 
back on the brow of the hill lookmg out across tire country, 
toward the distant river and then struck down the hillside 
away from the road. Underfoot the ground was good walkmg. 
Two hundred yards down the hillside the fire line stopped. 
Then it was sweet fern, growmg ankle high, to walk through, 
and clumps of jack pines; a long undulating country with fre- 
quent rises and descents, sandy underfoot and the country alive 
again. 

Nick kept his direction by the sun. He knew where he 
wanted to strike the river and he kept on through the pme 
plain, mountmg small rises to see other rises ahead of him and 
sometimes from the top of a rise a great solid island of pines 
off to his right or his left. He broke off some sprigs of die 
heathery sweet fern, and put them under his pack straps. The 
chafing crushed it and he smelled it as he walked. 

He was tired and very hot, walking across the uneven, shade- 
less pine plain. At any time he knew he could strike the river 
by turning off to his left. It could not be more dian a mile 
away. But he kept on toward the north to hit the river as far 
upstream as he could go m one day’s walkmg. 

For some time as he walked Nick had been in sight of one 
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of the big islands of pine standing out above the rolling high 
ground he was crossing. He dipped down and then as he came 
slowly up to the crest of the bridge he turned and made toward 
the pine trees. 

There was no underbrush in the island of pine trees. The 
trunks of the trees went straight up or slanted toward each 
other. The trunks were straight and brown without branches. 
The branches were high above. Some mterlocked to make a 
solid shadow on the brown forest Boor. Around the grove of 
trees was a bare space. It was brown and soft underfoot as Nick 
walked on it. This was the over-Iappmg of the pine needle 
floor, extending out beyond the width of the high branches. 
The trees had grown tall and the branches moved high, leav- 
mg in the sun this bare space tliey had once covered with 
shadow. Sharp at die edge of this extension of the forest Boor 
commenced tlie sweet fern. 

Nick slipped off his pack and lay down in the shade. He lay 
on his back and looked up into the pine trees. His neck and 
back and the small of his back rested as he stretched The earth 
felt good against his back. He looked up at the sky, through 
the branches, and then shut his eyes. He opened them and 
looked up again. There was a wind high up m the branches. 
He shut his eyes again and went to sleep. 

Nick woke stiff and cramped. The sun was nearly down. 
His pack was heavy and the straps painful as he lifted it on. 
He leaned over with the pack on and picked up the leather 
rod-case and started out from the pine trees across the sweet 
fern swale, toward the river. He knew it could not be more 
than a mile. 

He came down a hillside covered with stumps into a 
meadow. At the edge of the meadow flowed the river. Nick 
was glad to get to the river. He walked upstream through the 
meadow. His trousers were soaked with the dew as he walked. 
After the hot day, the dew had come quickly and heavily. The 
river made no sound It was too fast and smooth. At the edge 
of the meadow, before he mounted to a piece of high ground 
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to make camp, Nick looked down the liver :u the sropt rising. 
They were rising to insects come fioin the swamp on the other 
side of the stream when the sun went tlown 1 he trout jumped 
oul of watci to take them. While Nick walked t lUo igh le 
lAile stretch of meadow alongside the stream, trout had jumped 
high out of water. Now as he looked down the river, the in** 
sects must be settling on the surface, for the trout were feed- 
ing steadily all down the stream. As far down the long stretch 
as he could see, the trout were rising, making circles all down 
the surface of the water, as though it were starling to rain. 

The ground rose, wooded and sand}, to oscrlook the 
meadow, the stretch of river and the swamp Nick dropped 
his pack and rod-ease and looked for a level piece of ground. 
He was very hungry and he wanted to make his camp 
before he cooked. Between two jack pines, the ground 
was quite level. He took the ax out of the pack and chopped 
out two projecting roots. That leveled a piece of ground large 
enough to slep on He smoothed out the sandy soil with his 
hand and pulled all the sweet fern bushes by their roots. His 
hands smelled good from the sw^cct fern. He smoothed the up- 
rooted earth. He did not want anything making lumps under 
the blankets. When he had the ground smooth, he spread his 
three blankets One he folded double, next to the ground. The 
other two he spread on top. 

With tlie ax he slit off a bright slab of pine from one of tlic 
stumps and split it into pegs for the tent. He wanted them long 
and sohd to hold in die ground. With the tent unpacked and 
spread on the ground, the pack, leaning against a jackpine, 
looked much smaller. Nick tied the rope that served the tent 
for a ridge-pole to the trunk of one of the pine trees and pulled 
the tent up off the ground with, the other end of the rope and 
tied it to the other pine. The tent hung on die rope like a can- 
vas blanket on a clotheslme. Nick poked a pole he had cut up 
under the back peak of the canvas and then made it a tent by 
pegging out the sides. He pegged die sides out taut and drove 
the pegs deep, hittmg diem down into the ground with, die 
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flat of the ax until the rope loops were buried and the canvas 
was drum tight. 

Across the open mouth of the tent Nick fixed cheesecloth to 
keep out mosquitoes. He crawled inside under the mosquito 
bar with various thmgs from the pack to put at the head of 
the bed under tlie slant of the canvas. Inside the tent the light 
came through the brown canvas. It smelled pleasantly of can- 
vas. Already there was something mysterious and homelike. 
Nick was happy as he crawled inside the tent. He had not 
been unhappy all day. This was different though. Now things 
were done. There had been this to do. Now it was done It had 
been a hard trip. He was very tired. That was done. He had 
made his camp. He was settled. Nothing could touch him. It 
was a good place to camp. He was there, m the good place. He 
was in his home where he had made it. Now he was hungry. 

He came out, crawling under the cheesecloth. It was quite 
dark outside. It was lighter in the tent. 

Nick went over to the pack and found, with his fingers, a 
long nail in a paper sack of nails, in the bottom of the pack. 
He drove it into the pine tree, holdmg it close and hittmg it 
gently with the flat of the ax. He hung the pack up on the 
nail. All his supplies were in the pack. They were off the 
ground and sheltered now. 

Nick was hungry. He did not believe he had ever been 
hungrier. He opened and emptied a can of pork and beans 
and a can of spaghetti into the frying pan. 

“I’ve got a right to eat this kind of stuff, if I’m willmg to 
carry it,” Nick said. His voice sounded strange in the darken- 
ing woods He did not speak agam. 

He started a fire with some chunks of pme he got with the 
ax from a stump. Over the fire he stuck a wire grill, pushing 
the four legs down mto the ground with his boot. Nick put 
the frymg pan on the grill over the flames. He was hungrier. 
The beans and spaghetti warmed. Nick stirred them and mixed 
them together. They began to bubble, making little bubbles 
that rose with difficulty to the surface There was a good smell 
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Nick got out a bottle of tomato catchup and cut four slices of 
bread. The little bubbles were coming faster now. Nick sat 
down beside the fire and lifted the frying pan off. He poured 
about half the contents out mto die tm plate. It spread slowly 
on die plate. Nick knew it was too hot. He poured on some 
tomato catchup. He knew the beans and spaghetti were still too 
hot. He looked at the fire, then at the tent, he was not going 
to spoil It all by burnmg his tongue. For years he had never 
enjoyed fried bananas because he had never been able to wait 
for them to cool. His tongue was very sensitive. He was very 
hungry. Across the river m the swamp, m the almost dark, he 
saw a mist rising. He looked at the tent once more. All right. 
He took a full spoonful from the plate. 

Chrise,’ Nick said, “Geezus Chrise,” he said happily. 

He ate the whole plateful before he remembered the bread. 
Nick finished the second plateful with die bread, mopping the 
plate shmy. He had not eaten smce a cup of coffee and a ham 
sandwich m the station restaurant at St. Ignace. It had been a 
very fine experience. He had been that hungry before, but had 
not been able to satisfy it. He could have made camp hours 
before if he had wanted to. Tliere were plenty of good places 
to camp on the river. But this was good. 

Nick tucked two big chips of pme under the grill. The fire 
flared up. He had forgotten to get water for the coffee. Out of 
me pack he got a folding canvas bucket and walked down 
le hill, across the edge of the meadow, to the stream. The 
ot ler bank was m the white mist. The grass was wet and cold 
as e xnelt on the bank and dipped tlie canvas bucket mto the 
stream. It bellied and pulled hard m the current. The water 
was ice cold. Nick rmsed tlie bucket and carried it full up to 

^ stream it was not so cold. 

another big nail and hung up the bucket full of 

r T ^ coffee pot half full, put some more chips 

ndcr the grill onto tlie fire and put tlie pot on. He could not 
cmcm er w iich way he made coffee. He could remember an 
rgumcnt about it with Hopkins, but not which side he had 
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taken. He decided to bring it to a boil. He remembered now 
that was Hopkins’s way. He had once argued about everything 
with Hopkms. While he waited for the coffee to boil, he 
opened a small can of apricots. He liked to open cans. He 
emptied the can of apricots out into a tin cup. While he 
watched the coffee on the fire, he drank the juice syrup of the 
apricots, carefully at first to keep from spillmg, then medita- 
tively, sucking the apricots down. They were better than fresh 
apricots. 

The coffee boiled as he watched. The lid came up and coffee 
and grounds ran down the side of the pot. Nick took it off the 
grill. It was a triumph for Hopkins He put sugar in the empty 
apricot cup and poured some of the coffee out to cool. It was 
too hot to pour and he used his hat to hold the handle of the 
coffee pot. He would not let it steep in the pot at all. Not the 
first cup. It should be straight Hopkins all the way. Hop de- 
served that. He was a very serious coffee drinker. He was the 
most serious man Nick had ever known. Not heavy, serious. 
That was a long time ago. Hopkins spoke without moving his 
lips. He had played polo. He made millions of dollars in 
Texas. He had borrowed carfare to go to Chicago, when the 
wire came that his first big well had come in. He could have 
wired for money. That would have been too slow. They called 
Hop’s girl the Blonde Venus. Hop did not mind because she 
was not his real girl. Hopkins said very confidently that none 
of them would make fun of his real girl. He was right. Hop- 
kins went away when the telegram came. That was on die 
Black River. It took eight days for the telegram to reach him. 
Hopkins gave away his .22 caliber Colt automatic pistol to 
Nick. He gave his camera to Bill. It was to remember him al- 
ways by. They "were all going fishmg again next summer. The 
Hop Head was rich. He would get a yacht and they would all 
cruise along the north shore of Lake Superior. He was excited 
but serious. They said good-bye and all felt bad. It broke up 
the trip. They never saw Hopkins again. That was a long 
time ago on the Black River. 



3i6 big two-hearted river: part i 

Nick drank the coffee, the cofiFee according to Hopkins. The 
coffee was bitter. Nick laughed. It made a good endmg to the 
story. His mind was starting to work. He knew he could choke 
it because he was tired enough. He spilled the coffee out of the 
pot and shook the grounds loose into the fire. He ht a cigarette 
and went inside the tent. He took off his shoes and trousers, 
sitting on the blankets, rolled the shoes up inside the trousers 
for a pillow and got in between the blankets. 

Out through the front of the tent he watched the glow of 
the fire, when the night wmd blew on it. It was a quiet night. 
The swamp was perfectly quiet. Nick stretched under the 
blanket comfortably. A mosquito hummed close to his ear. 
Nick sat up and lit a match. The mosquito was on the canvas, 
over his head. Nick moved the match quickly up to it. The 
mosquito made a satisfactory hiss in the flame. The match 
went out. Nick lay down again under the blanket. He turned 
on his side and shut his eyes. He was sleepy. He felt sleep 
coming. He curled up under the blanket and went to sleep. 



Chapter XV 


They hanged Sam Ca)dinella at six o*cloc\ m the morning 
in the con id or of the county jajl. The corndor was high and 
nanoiv with tieis of cells on either side. All the cells weie 
occupied. The men had been hi ought in for the hanging. Fwe 
men sentenced to be hanged were in the five top cells. Three 
of the men to be hanged weie negroes. They wete very flight-^ 
ened. One of the white men sat on his cot with his hea^ in 
his hands. The other lay fat on his cot with a blanket wrapped 
aiound his head. 

They came out onto the gallows through a door m the wall. 
Theie were seven of them including two priests. They were 
cany mg Sam Cardinella. He had been li\e that since about 
four o*cloc\ in the morning. 

While they were strapping his legs together two guards held 
him up and the two priests weie whispering to him. 'Fe a 
man, my sonf said one priest. When they came toward him 
with the cap to go over his head Sam Cardinella lost control 
of his sphincter muscle. The guards who had been holding 
him up both dropped him. They were both disgusted. 'How 
about a chair, Will?'' as\ed one of the guards. "Better get onef 
said a man in a derby hat. 

When they all stepped hac\ on the scaffolding hac\ of the 
drop, which was very heavy, built of oa\ and steel and swung 
on ball bearings, Sam Cardinella was left sitting there strapped 
tight, the younger of the two priests \neeling beside the chair. 
The priest skipped bac\ onto the scaffolding just before the 
drop fell. 
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In the morning the sun was up and the tent was starting to 
get hot. Nick crawled out under the mosquito netting stretched 
across the mouth of the tent, to look at the morning The grass 
was wet on his hands as he came out. He held his trousers and 
his shoes in his hands. The sun was just up over the hill. There 
was the meadow, die river and die swamp. There were birch 
trees m the green of the swamp on die other side of the river. 

The river was clear and smoothly fast in the early morning, 
Down about two hundred yards were three logs all the way 
across the stream. They made the water smooth and deep above 
them. As Nick watched, a mmk crossed the river on the logs 
and went into the swamp. Nick was excited. He was excited 
by the early mornmg and the river. He was really too hurried 
to eat breakfast, but he knew he must. He built a little lire 
and put on the coffee pot. 

While the water was heatmg in the pot he took an empty 
bottle and went down over the edge of the high ground to 
the meadow. The meadow was wet with dew and Nick wanted 
to catch grasshoppers for bait before the sun dried the grass. 
He found plenty of good grasshoppers. They were at the base 
of the grass stems Sometimes they clung to a grass stem. 
They were cold and wet v/ith the dew, and could not jump 
until the sun warmed them. Nick picked them up, taking only 
the medium-sized brown ones, and put them mto the bottle. 
He turned over a log and just under tlie shelter of the edge 
were several hundred hoppers. It was a grasshopper lodging 
house. Nick put about fifty of the medium browns mto the 
bottle. While he was picking up the hoppers the others warmed 
in the sun and commenced to hop away. They flew when they 
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hopped. At first they made one flight and stayed stifi when 
they landed, as though they were dead. 

Nick knew that by the time he was through with breakfast 
they would be as lively as ever. Without dew in the grass it 
would take him all day to catch a bottle full of good grass- 
hoppers and he would have to crush many of them, slamming 
at them with his hat He washed his hands at the stream. He 
was excited to be near it. Then he walked up to the tent. The 
hoppers were already jumpmg stiffly m the grass. In tlie bot- 
tle, warmed by the sun, they were jumping in a mass. Nick 
put m a pine stick as a cork. It plugged the mouth of the bot- 
tle enough, so the hoppers could not get out and left plenty of 
air passage. 


He had rolled the log back and knew he could get grass- 
hoppers there every morning. 

Nick laid the bottle full of jumping grasshoppers against a 
pine trunk. Rapidly he mixed some buckwheat flour with wa- 
ter and stirred it smooth, one cup of flour, one cup of water. 
He put a handful of coffee m the pot and dipped a lump of 
grease out of a can and slid it sputtering across the hot skillet. 
On tlie smoking skillet he poured smoothly the buckwheat 
batter. It spread like lava, the grease spitting sharply. Around 
the ed^s the buckwheat cake began to firm, then brown, then 
^ surface was bubbling slowly to porousness. Nick 
pushed under the browned under surface with a fresh pine 
\ ^ ^ ^ skillet sideways and the cake was loose on 

the surface. I won’t try and flop it, he thought. He slid the 
chip of clean wood all the way under the cake, and flopped it 
over onto its face. It sputtered in the pan. 

fhp hT regreased the skillet. He used all 

■KTirl^ ^ ^ n ^tg flapjack and one smaller one. 

nip ^ apjack and a smaller one, covered with ap- 

over 9n the third cake, folded it 

pocket h" it in oiled paper and put it in his shirt 
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In tlie pack he found a big onion. He sliced it in two and 
peeled the silky outer skin. Then he cut one half into slices 
and made onion sandwiches. He wrapped them in oiled paper 
and buttoned them in the other pocket of lus khaki shirt. He 
turned the skillet upside down on the grill, drank the colfee, 
sweetened and yellow brown with the condensed milk in it, 
and tidied up the camp. It was a good camp. 

Nick took his fly rod out of the leather rod-case, jointed it, 
and shoved the rod-case back into the tent. He put on the reel 
and threaded the Ime through the guides. He had to hold it 
from hand to hand, as he threaded it, or it would slip back 
through Its own weight. It was a heavy, double tapered fly line. 
Nick had paid eight dollars for it a long time ago. It was made 
heavy to lift back in the air and come forward flat and heavy 
and straight to make it possible to cast a fly which has no 
weight. Nick opened the aluminum leader box. The leaders 
were coiled between the damp flannel pads. Nick had wet the 
pads at the water cooler on the tram up to St. Ignace. In the 
damp pads the gut leaders had softened and Nick unrolled 
one and tied it by a loop at the end to the heavy fly line. He 
fastened a hook on the end of the leader. It was a small hook; 
very thm and sprmgy. 

Nick took It from his hook book, sitting with the rod across 
his lap. He tested the knot and tlie sprmg of the rod by pull- 
ing the line taut. It was a good feelmg. He was careful not to 
let the hook bite into his finger. 

He started down to the stream, holding his rod, the bottle 
of grasshoppers hung from his neck by a thong tied m half 
hitches around the neck of the bottle. His landmg net hung 
by a hook from his belt. Over his shoulder was a long flour 
sack tied at each corner into an ear. The cord went over his 
shoulder. The sack flapped against his legs. 

Nick felt awkward and professionally happy with all his 
equipment hangmg from him. The grasshopper botde swung 
against his chest. In his shirt the breast pockets bulged agamst 
him with the lunch and his fly book. 



dark water. It floated down towards the logs, then the weight 
of the line pulled the bait under the surface. Nick held the rod 
in his right hand, letting the Ime run out through his fingers. 

There was a long tug. Nick struck and the rod came alive 
and dangerous, bent double, the line tightening, coming out 
of water, tightening, all in a heavy, dangerous, steady pull. 
Nick felt the moment when the leader would break if the 
strain increased and let the Ime go. 

The reel ratcheted mto a mechanical shriek as the line went 
out m a rush. Too fast. Nick could not check it, die line rush- 
ing out, die reel note rismg as the Ime ran out. 

With the core of the reel showmg, his heart feeling stopped 
with the excitement, leaning back against the current that 
mounted icily his thighs, Nick thumbed the reel hard with his 
left hand. It was awkward getting his thumb inside die fly reel 
frame. 

As he put on pressure the Ime tightened into sudden hard- 
ness and beyond the logs a huge trout went high out of water. 
As he jumped, Nick lowered the tip of the rod. But he felt, as 
he dropped the tip to ease the strain, the moment when the 
strain was too great; the hardness too tight. Of course, the 
leader had broken. There was no mistakmg the feelmg when 
all sprmg left the Ime and it became dry and hard. Then it 
went slack. 

His mouth dry, his heart down, Nick reeled in. He had 
never seen so big a trout. There was a heaviness, a power not 
to be held, and then the bulk of him, as he jumped. He looked 
as broad as a salmon. 

Nick s hand was shaky. He reeled in slowly. The thrill had 
been too much. He felt, vaguely, a little sick, as though it 
would be better to sit down. 

The leader had broken where the hook was tied to it. Nick 
took it in his hand. He thought of the trout somewhere on the 
bottom, holdmg himself steady over the gravel, far down be- 
low the light, under the logs, with the hook m his jaw. Nick 
knew the trout’s teeth would cut through the snell of the 
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hook. The hook would imbed itself m his jaw. He’d bet the 
trout was angry. Anything that size would be angry. That was 
a trout. He had been solidly hooked. Solid as a rock. He felt 
like a rock, too, before he started off. By God, he was a big 
one. By God, he was the biggest one I ever heard of. 

Nick climbed out onto the meadow and stood, water run- 
nmg down his trousers and out of his shoes, his shoes squlchy. 
He went over and sat on the logs. He did not want to rush his 
sensations any. 

He wriggled his toes in the water, in his shoes, and got out 
a cigarette from his breast pocket. He lit it and tossed the 
match into the fast water below the logs. A tiny trout rose at 
the match, as it swung around in the fast current. Nick 
laughed. He would finish the cigarette. 

He sat on the logs, smoking, drying in the sun, the sun 
warm on his back, the river shallow ahead entermg the woods, 
curving mto the woods, shallows, light glittering, big water- 
smooth rocks, cedars along the bank and white birches, the 
logs warm m the sun, smooth to sit on, without bark, gray to 
the touch; slowly the feeling of disappomtment left him. It 
went away slowly, the feeling of disappomtment that came 
sharply after the thrill that made his shoulders ache. It was all 
right now. His rod lymg out on the logs, Nick tied a new 
on the leader, pulling the gut tight until it grimped mto itself 

in a hard knot. . 

He baited up, then picked up the rod and walked to the tar 

end of the logs to get into the water, where it was 
deep. Under and beyond the logs was a deep pool. Nic wa e 
around the shallow shelf near the swamp shore until he came 


out on the shallow bed of the stream. 

On the left, where the meadow ended and the woo s 
a great elm tree was uprooted. Gone over m a storm, 1 ay 
back into the woods, its roots clotted with dirt, pass growmg 
m them, rising a solid bank beside the stream. e i j 

the edge of the uprooted tree. From where “ 

see deep channels, like ruts, cut in the shallow bed of the stream 



by the flow of the current. Pebbly where he stood and pebbly 
and full of boulders beyond; where it curved near the tree 
roots, the bed of the stream was marly and between the ruts 
of deep water green weed fronds swung in the current 
Nick swung the rod back over his shoulder and forward, 
and the Ime, curvmg forward, laid the grasshopper down on 
one of the deep channels in the weeds. A trout struck and Nick 
hooked him. 

Holding the rod far out toward the uprooted tree and slosh- 
ing backward m the current, Nick worked the trout, plung- 
ing, the rod bending alive, out of the danger of the weeds into 
the open river. Holding the rod, pumping alive against the 
current, Nick brought the trout m. He rushed, but always 
came, the sprmg of the rod yielding to the rushes, sometimes 
jerking under water, but always bringing him m. Nick eased 
downstream with the rushes. The rod above his head he led 
the trout over the net, then lifted. 

The trout hung heavy in the net, mottled trout back and 
silver sides in the meshes. Nick unhooked Inm; heavy sides, 
good to hold, big undershot Jaw, and slipped him, heaving 
and big shdmg, into the long sack that hung from his shoul- 
ders in the water. 

Nick spread the mouth of the sack against the current and 
it filled, heavy with water. He held it up, tlie bottom m the 
stream, and the water poured out through the sides. Inside at 
the bottom was the big trout, alive m the water. 

Nick moved downstream. The sack out ahead of him sunk 
heavy m the water, pulling from his shoulders. 

It was gettmg hot, the sun hot on the back of his neck. 

Nick had one good trout. He did not care about getting 
many trout. Now the stream was shallow and wide. There 
were trees along both banks The trees of the left bank made 
short shadows on die current m the forenoon sun. Nick knew 
\hcre were trout in each shadow. In the afternoon, after the 
sun had crossed toward the hills, die trout would be m the 
tool shadows on the other side of the stream. 
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The very biggest ones 'would lie up close to the bank. You 
could always pick them up there on the Black. When the sun 
was down they all moved out into tlie current. Just when the 
sun made the water blinding m the glare before it went down, 
you were liable to strike a big trout anywhere m the current. 
It was almost impossible to fish then, the surface of the water 
was blmding as a mirror in the sun. Of course, you could fish 
upstream, but in a stream like die Black, or this, you had to 
wallow against the current and m a deep place, the water piled 
up on you. It was no fun to fish upstream with this much 
current. 

Nick moved along through the shallow stretch watching the 
banks for deep holes. A beech, tree grew close beside the river, 
so that the branches hung down into the water. The stream 
went back in under the leaves. There were always trout in a 
place like that. 

Nick did not care about fishing that hole. He was sure he 
would get hooked m the branches. 

It looked deep though. He dropped the grasshopper so the 
current took it under water, back m under the overhanging 
branch. The line pulled hard and Nick struck. The trout 
threshed heavily, half out of water in the leaves and branches. 
The line was caught. Nick pulled hard and the trout was off. 
He reeled in and holdmg the hook in his hand, walked down 
the stream. 

Ahead, close to the left bank, was a big log. Nick saw it was 
hollow; pomtmg up river the current entered it smoothly, 
only a little ripple spread each side of the log. The water was 
deepening. The top of the hollow log was gray and dry. It was 

partly m the shadow. , , 

Nick took tlie cork out of the grasshopper botde and a hop- 
per clung to it. He picked him off, hooked him and tossed 
him out. He held the rod far out so that the hopper on the 
water moved into the current flowing into the Im ow og. 
Nick lowered the rod and the hopper floated in. ^ 

heavy strike. Nick swung the Tod agamst the pull. It telt as 



though he were hooked into the log itself, except for the hve 
feeling. 

He tried to force the fish out into the current. It came, 
heavily. 

The line went slack and Nick thought the trout was gone. 
Then he saw him, very near, m the current, shaking his head, 
trying to get the hook out. His mouth was clamped shut. He 
was fighting the hook in the clear flowmg current. 

Looping m the Ime with his left hand, Nxck swung the rod 
to make the Ime taut and tried to lead the trout toward the 
net, but he was gone, out of sight, the line pumping Nick 
fought him against the current, letting him thump in the wa- 
ter agamst the sprmg of the rod. He shifted the rod to his left 
hand, worked the trout upstream, holdmg his weight, fight- 
ing on the rod, and then let him down mto the net. He lifted 
him clear of the water, a heavy half circle in the net, the net 
dripping, unhooked him and slid him mto the sack. 

He spread the mouth of the sack and looked down in at 
the two big trout alive m the water. 

Through the deepenmg water, Nick waded over to the hol- 
low log. He took the sack off, over his head, the trout flopping 
as it came out of water, and hung it so the trout were deep m 
the water. Then he pulled himself up on the log and sat, the 
water from his trouser and boots running down mto the stream. 
He laid his rod down, moved along to the shady end of the 
log and took the sandwiches out of his pocket. He dipped the 
sandwiches in the cold water. The current carried away the 
crumbs. He ate the sandwiches and dipped his hat full of wa- 
ter to drink, the water running out through his hat just ahead 
of his drmkmg. 

It was cool m the shade, sitting on the log. He took a ciga- 
rette out and struck a match to light it. The match sunk into 
the gray wood, making a tiny furrow. Nick leaned over the 
side of the log, found a hard place and lit the match. He sat 
smolang and watching the river. 

Ahead the river narrowed and went into a swamp. The 
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river became smooth and deep and the swamp looked sohd 
with cedar trees, their trunks close together, their branches 
solid. It would not be possible to walk through a swamp like 
that. The branches grew so low. You would have to keep al- 
most level with the ground to move at all You could not crash 
through the branches. That must be why the animals that 
lived in swamps were built the way they were, Nick thought. 

He wished he had brought something to read. He felt like 
reading. He did not feel like going on into the swamp. He 
looked down the river. A big cedar slanted all the way across 
the stieam. Beyond diat the river went into the swamp. 

Nick did not want to go in there now. He felt a reaction 
against deep wadmg with the water deepening up under his 
armpits, to hook big trout in places impossible to land them. 
In the swamp the banks were bare, the big cedars came to- 
gether overhead, the sun did not come through, except in 
patches; in the fast deep water, in the half light, the fishing 
would be tragic. In the swamp fishmg was a tragic adventure. 
Nick did not want it. He did not want to go down the stream 
any further today. 

He took out his knife, opened it and stuck it in the log. 
Then he pulled up the sack, reached into it and brought out 
one of the trout. Holding him near the tad, hard to hold, 
alive, in his hand, he whacked him agamst the log. The trout 
quivered, rigid. Nick laid him on the log in the shade and 
broke the neck of the other fish the same way. He laid them 
side by side on the log. They were fine trout. 

Nick cleaned them, slitting them from the vent to the tip 
of the jaw. All the insides and the gills and tongue came out 
in one piece. They were both males; long gray-white strips o 
milt, smooth and clean. All the insides clean and compact, 
coming out all together. Nick tossed the offal ashore for the 
minks to find. . 

He washed the trout in the stream. When he held them 
back up in the water they looked like live fish. Their color was 
not gone yet. He washed his hands and dried them on the log 
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Then he laid the trout on the sack spread out on the log, rolled 
them up m it, tied the bundle and put it in the landmg net. 
His knife was still standing, blade stuck in the log. He cleaned 
It on the wood and put it m his pocket. 

Nick stood up on the log, holding his rod, the landing net 
hangmg heavy, then stepped mto the water and splashed 
ashore. He climbed the bank and cut up into tlie woods, to- 
ward the high ground. He was gomg back to camp. He looked 
back. The river )ust showed through the trees. There were 
plenty of days commg when he could fish the swamp. 



L’Envoi 


The \tng was wording in the garden. He seemed very glad 
to see me. We walked through the garden. This is the queen, 
he said. She was clipping a rose bush. Oh how do you do, she 
said. We sat down at a table under a big tree and the h}ng 
ordered whiskey and soda. We have good whis\ey anyway, 
he said. The revolutionary committee, he told me, would not 
allow him to go outside the palace grounds. Plastiras is a very 
good man I believe, he said, hut frightfully difficult. I thin\ 
he did right though shooting those chaps. If Kerensky had 
shot a few men things might have been altogether different. 
Of course the great thing in this sort of an affair is not to be 
shot oneself f 

It was very ^olly. We talked for a long time. Like all Greeks 
he wanted to go to America. 




THE UNDEFEATED 


Manuel Garcia climbed the stairs to Don Miguel Retana’s 
office. He set down his suitcase and knocked on the door. 
There was no answer. Manuel, standing m the hallway, felt 
there was some one in the room. He felt it through the 
door. 

“Retana,” he said, listening. 

There was no answer. 

He’s there, all right, Manuel thought. 

“Retana,” he said and banged the door. 

“Who’s there said some one in the office. 

“Me, Manolo,” Manuel said. 

“What do you want?” asked the voice. 

“I want to work,” Manuel said. 

Something in the door clicked several times and it swung 
open. Manuel went in, carrying his suitcase. 

A little man sat behmd a desk at the far side of the room. 
Over his head was a bull’s head, stuffed by a Madrid taxi- 
dermist; on the walls were framed photographs and bull-fight 
posters. 

The little man sat looking at Manuel. 

“I thought they’d killed you,” he said. 

Manuel knocked with his knuckles on the desk. The little 
man sat looking at him across the desk. 

“How many corridas you had this year?” Retana asked. 

“One,” he answered. 

“Just tliat one?” the litde man asked. 

“That’s all.” 

“I read about it in the papers,” Retana said. He leaned back 
in tlie chair and looked at Manuel. 
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Manuel looked up at the studed bull. He had seen it often 
befoie. He felt a certain family interest m it. It had killed his 
brother, the promising one, about nine yeais ago. Manuel re- 
membered the day. There was a brass plate on the oak shield 
the bull’s head was mounted on. Manuel could not read it, but 
he imagined it was m memory of his brother. Well, he had 
been a good kid. 

The plate said: “The Bull ‘Mariposa’ of the Duke of Vc- 
ragua, which accepted 9 varas for 7 caballos, and caused die 
death of Antomo Garcia, Novillero, April 27, 1909.” 

Retana saw him lookmg at the stuffed bull’s head. 

“The lot the Duke sent me for Sunday will make a scandal,” 
he said. “They’re all bad in the legs. What do tliey say about 
them at the Cafe?” 

“I don’t know,” Manuel said. “I just got in.” 

“Yes,” Retana said. “You still have your bag.” 

He looked at Manuel, leaning back behmd the big desk. 
“Sit down,” he said. “Take off your cap.” 

Manuel sat down; his cap od, his face was changed. He 
looked pale, and his coleta pinned forward on his head, 
so that it would not show under the cap, gave him a strange 
look. 

“You don’t look well,” Retana said. 

“I 3ust got out of the hospital,” Manuel said. 

“I heard they’d cut your leg off,” Retana said. 

“No,” said Manuel “It got all right.” 

Retana leaned forward across the desk and pushed a v/ooden 
box of cigarettes toward Manuel. 

“Have a cigarette,” he said, 

“Thanks.” 

Manuel lit it. 

“Smoke?” he said, offering the match to Retana. 

“No,” Retana waved his hand, “I never smoke.” 

Retana watched him smokmg. 

‘Why don’t you get a job and go to work.?” he said. 

“I don’t wajit to work,” Manuel said. “I am a bulkfighter.” 


t 
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“There aren’t any bull-fighters any more,” Retana said. 

“I’m a bull-fighter,” Manuel said. 

“Yes, while you’re m there,” Retana said. 

Manuel laughed. 

Retana sat, saying nothing and looking at Manuel. 

“I’ll put you m a nocturnal if you want,” Retana offered. 

“When?” Manuel asked. 

“Tomorrow night.” 

“I don’t like to substitute for anybody,” Manuel said. That 
was the way they all got killed. That was the way Salvador 
got killed. He tapped with his knuckles on the table. 

“It’s all I’ve got,” Retana said. 

“Why don’t you put me on next week?” Manuel sug- 
gested. 

“You wouldn’t draw,” Retana said. “All they want is Litri 
and Rubito and La Torre. Those kids are good.” 

“They’d come to see me get it,” Manuel said, hopefully. 

“No, they wouldn’t. They don’t know who you are any 
more.” 

“I’ve got a lot of stuff,” Manuel said. 

“I’m offermg to put you on tomorrow night,” Retana said. 
“You can work with young Hernandez and kill two novillos 
after the Chariots.” 

“Whose novillos?” Manuel asked. 

“I don’t know. Whatever stuff they’ve got m the corrals. 
What the veterinaries won’t pass in the daytime.” 

“I don’t like to substitute,” Manuel said 

“You can take it or leave it,” Retana said. He leaned forward 
over the papers. He was no longer interested. The appeal that 
Manuel had made to him for a moment when he thought 
of the old days was gone. He would like to get him to substi- 
tute for Larita because he could get him cheaply. He could 
get others cheaply too. He would like to help him though. 
Still he had given him the chance. It was up to him. 

“How much do I get ?” Manuel asked. He was still playing 
with tlie idea of refusmg. But he knew he could not refuse 
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“Two hundred and fifty pesetas,’ Retana said. He had 
thought of five hundred, but when he opened his mouth it 

said two hundred and fifty. 

“You pay Villalta seven thousand,” Manuel said. 

“You’re not Villalta,” Retana said. 

“I know It,” Manuel said. 

“He draws it, Manolo,” Retana said in explanation. 

“Sure,” said Manuel. He stood up. “Give me three hundred, 
Retana.” 

“All right,” Retana agreed. He reached in the drawer for a 
paper. 

“Can I have fifty now Manuel asked. 

“Sure,” said Retana. He took a fifty-peseta note out of his 
pocket-book and laid it, spread out flat, on the table. 

Manuel picked it up and put it in his pocket. 

“What about a cuadnllaf”’ he asked. 

“There’s the boys that always work for me nights,” Retana 
said. “They’re all right.” 

“How about picadors?” Manuel asked. 

“They’re not much,” Retana admitted. 

“I’ve got to have one good pic,” Manuel said. 

“Get him then,” Retana said. “Go and get him.” 

“Not out of this,” Manuel said. “I’m not paymg for any 
cuadrilla out of sixty duros.” 

Retana said nothing but looked at Manuel across the big 
desk. 

“You know I’ve got to have one good pic,” Manuel said. 
Retana said nothing but looked at Manuel from a long 
way off. 

“It isn’t right,” Manuel said. 

Retana was still considering him, leaning back in his chair, 
considermg him from a long way away. 

“There’re the regular pics,” he offered. 

“I know,” Manuel said. “I know your regular pics.” 

Retana did not smile Manuel knew it was over. 

All I want is an ev^ break,” Manuel said reasonmgly. 
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“When I go out tliere I want to be able to call my shots on the 
bull. It only takes one good picador.” 

He was talking to a man who was no longer listening. 

“If you want something extra,” Relana said, “go and get it. 
There will be a regular cuadrilla out there. Bring as many of 
your own pics as you want. Tlie charlotada is over by 10.30.” 

“All right,” Manuel said. “If diat’s the way you feel about it.” 

“That’s the way,” Retana said. 

“I’ll see you tomorrow night,” Manuel said. 

“I’ll be out there,” Retana said. 

Manuel picked up his suitcase and went out. 

“Shut the door,” Retana called. 

Manuel looked back. Retana was sitting forward looking 
at some papers. Manuel pulled the door tight until it clicked. 

He went down the stairs and out of the door mto the hot 
brightness of the street. It was very hot in tlie street and the 
light on the white buildings was sudden and hard on his eyes. 
He walked down the shady side of the steep street toward the 
Puerta del Sol. The shade felt solid and cool as running 
water. The heat came suddenly as he crossed the intersecting 
streets. Manuel saw no one he knew in all the people he passed. 

lust before the Puerto del Sol he turned into a cafe 

It was quiet in the cafe. There were a few men sittmg at 
tables against the wall. At one table four men played cards. 
Most of the men sat against the wall smoking, empty coflFee- 
cups and liqueur-glasses before them on the tables Manuel 
went through the long room to a small room in back. A man 
sat at a table m the corner asleep. Manuel sat down at one of 
the tables. 

A waiter came in and stood beside Manuel s table. 

*'Have you seen Zurito Manuel asked him. 

“He was in before lunch,” the waiter answered. “He won’t be 
back before five o’clock.” 

“Bring me some coffee and milk and a shot of the ordinary,” 
Manuel said 

The waiter came back into the room carrying a tray with a 
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big coflee-glass and a liqueur-glass on it. In liis left hand he 
held a bottle of brandy. He swung these down to the table 
and a boy who had followed him poured coffee and milk into 
the glass from two slimy, spouted pots witli long handles. 

Manuel took off his cap and the waiter noticed his pigtail 
pinned forward on his head. He winked at the coffee-boy as 
he poured out the brandy into the little glass beside Manuel s 
coffee. The coffee-boy looked at Manuel’s pale face curiously. 

“You fightmg here?” asked the waiter, corking up the 
bottle. 

“Yes,” Manuel said. “Tomorrow.” 

The waiter stood there, holding the bottle on one hip. 

“You m the Charlie Chaplins?” he asked 
The coffee-boy looked away, embarrassed. 

“No. In the ordmary.” 

“I thought they were going to have Chaves and Hernandez,” 
the waiter said. 

“No. Me and another.” 

“Who? Chaves or Hernandez?” 

“Hernandez, I think” 

“What’s the matter with Chaves?” 

“He got hurt.” 

“Where did you hear that?” 

“Retana.” 

“Hey, Looie,” the waiter called to the next room, “Chaves got 
cogida.” 

Manuel had taken the wrapper off the lumps of sugar and 
dropped them mto his coffee He stirred it and drank it down, 
sweet, hot, and warmmg m his empty stomach. He drank off 
the brandy. 

“Give me another shot of that,” he said to the waiter. 

The waiter uncorked the bottle and poured the glass full, 
slopping another drmk into the saucer. Another waiter had 
come up m front of the table. The coffee-boy was gone. 

“Is Chaves hurt bad?” the second waiter asked Manuel. 

“I don’t know,” Manuel said, “Retana didn’t say.” 
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“A hell of a lot he cares,” the tall waiter said. Manuel had 
not seen him before. He must have just come up. 

“If you stand in with Retana in this town, you’re a made 
man,” the tall waiter said. “If you aren’t in with him, you might 
just as well go out and shoot yourself.” 

“You said It,” the other waiter who had come m said. 
“You said It then.” 

“You’re right I said it,” said the tall waiter. “I know what 
I’m talkmg about when I talk about that bird.” 

“Look what he’s done for Villalta,” the first waiter said. 

“And that ain’t all,” the tall waiter said. “Look what he’s 
done for Marcial Lalanda. Look what he’s done for Nacional.” 

“You said It, kid,” agreed the short waiter. 

Manuel looked at them, standing talking m front of his 
table. He had drunk his second brandy. They had forgotten 
about him. They were not interested in him. 

“Look at that bunch of camels,” the tall waiter went on 
“Did you ever see this Nacional IP” 

“I seen him last Sunday didn’t I the original waiter said. 

“He’s a giraffe,” the short waiter said. 

“What did I tell you the tall waiter said. “Those are . 
Retana’s boys.” 

“Say, give me another shot of that,” Manuel said. He had 
poured the brandy the waiter had slopped over in the saucer 
into his glass and drank it while they were talkmg. 

The original waiter poured his glass full mechanically, and 
the three of them went out of the room talkmg. 

In the far corner the man was still asleep, snormg slightly 
on the mtakmg breath, his head back against the wall. 

Manuel drank his brandy. He felt sleepy himself. It was too 
hot to go out into the town. Besides there was nothing to do. 
He wanted to see Zurito. He would go to sleep wlule he waited. 
He kicked his suitcase under the table to be sure it was there. 
Perhaps it would be better to put it back under the seat, against 
the wall He leaned down and shoved it under. Tlien he leaned 
forward on the table and went to sleep. 
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When he woke there was some one sitting across the table 
from him. It was a big man with a heavy brown face like an 
Indian. He had been sitting there some time. He had waved 
the waiter away and sat reading the paper and occasionally 
looking down at Manuel, asleep, his head on the table. He read 
the paper laboriously, forming the words with his lips as he 
read. When it tired him he looked at Manuel. He sat heavily in 
the chair, his black Cordoba hat tipped forward. 

Manuel sat up and looked at him. 

“Hello, Zurito,” he said. 

“Hello, kid,” the big man said. 

“I’ve been asleep.” Manuel rubbed his forehead with the back 
of his fist. 

“I thought maybe you were.” 

“How’s everything?” 

“Good. How is everything with you ?” 

“Not so good.” 

They were both silent. Zunto, the picador, looked at Man- 
uel’s white face. Manuel looked down at the picador’s enor- 
mous hands folding the paper to put away m his pocket. 

“I got a favor to ask you, Manos,” Manuel said. 

Manosduros was Zurito’s nickname. He never heard it with- 
out thmkmg of his huge hands. He put them forward on the 
table self-consciously. 

“Let’s have a drink,” he said. 

“Sure,” said Manuel. 

The waiter came and went and came agam. He went out of 
the room looking back at the two men at the table. 

“What’s the matter, Manolo?” Zurito set down his glass. 
Would you pic two bulls for me tomorrow night?” Manuel 
asked, looking up at Zurito across the table. 

“No,” said Zurito. “I’m not pic-ing.” 

Manuel looked down at his glass. He had expected that an- 
swer; now he had it. Well, he had it. 

I m sorry, Manolo, but I’m not pic-mg.” Zurito looked at 
his hands. 
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“That’s all right,” Manuel said. 

“I’m too old,” Zurito said. 

“I just asked you,” Manuel said. 

“Is it the nocturnal tomorrow 

“That’s it. I_ figured if I had just one good pic, I could get 
away with it.” 

“How much' are you getting 
“Three hundred pesetas.” 

“I get more than that for pic-ing.” 

“I know,” said Manuel. “I didn’t have any right to ask 
you.” 

“What do you keep on doing it for?” Zurito asked. “Wh] 
don’t you cut off your coleta, Manolo ?” 

“I don’t know,” Manuel said. 

“You’re pretty near as old as I am,” Zurito said. 

“I don’t know,” Manuel said. “I got to do it. If I can fix it 
so that I^get an even break, that’s all I want. I got to stick 
with It, Manos.” 

“No, you don’t.” 

“Yes, I do. I’ve tried keepmg away from it.” 

“I know how you feel. But it isn’t right. You ought to get 
out and stay out.” 

“I can’t do it. Besides, I’ve been gomg good lately.” 

Zurito looked at his face. 

“You’ve been in the hospital.” 

“But I was gomg great when I got hurt.” 

Zurito said nothing. He tipped the cognac out of his saucer 
into his glass. 

“The papers said they never saw a better faena, Manuel 
said. 

Zurito looked at him. 

“You know when I get going I’m good,” Manuel said. 

“You’re too old,” the picador said. * 

“No,” said Manuel. “You’re ten years older than I am. 
“With me it’s different.” 

“I’m not too old,” Manuel said. 
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They sat silent, Manuel watching the picador’s face. 

“I was going great tiJl I got hurt,” Manuel offered. 

“You ought to have seen me, Manos,” Manuel said, repi oach- 

fuily 

“I don’t want to see you,” Zurito said. It makes me nerv** 
ous.” 

“You haven’t seen me lately.” 

“I’ve seen you plenty.” 

Zurito looked at Manuel, avoiding his eyes. 

“You ought to quit it, Manolo.” 

“I can’t,” Manuel saii “I’m gomg good now, I tell you.” 
Zurito leaned f 01 ward, his hands on die table. 

“Listen. I’ll pic for you and if you don’t go big tomorrow 
Aight, you’ll quit. See^ Will you do that^” 

“Sure ” 

Zurito leaned back, relieved. 

“You got to quit,” he said. “No monkey busmess. You got 
to cut the coleta.” 

“I won’t have to quit,” Manuel said. “You watch me. I’ve 
got the stuff.” 

Zurito stood up. He felt tired from argumg. 

“You got to quit,” he said. “I’ll cut your coleta myself.” 
“No, you won’t,” Manuel said. “You won’t have a chance.” 
Zurito called the waiter. 

“Come on,” said Zurito. “Come on up to the house.” 

Manuel reached under the seat for his suitcase. He was 
happy. He knew Zurito would pic for him. He was the best 
picador hvmg. It was all simple now. 

“Come on up to the house and we’ll eat,” Zurito said. 

Manuel stood m the patio de caballos waiting for the 
Charlie Chaplins to be over. Zurito stood beside him. Where 
dicy stood It was dark. The high door that led into the bull- 
ring was shut. Above them they heard a shout, then another 
shout of laughter. Then there was silence. Manuel liked the 
smell of the stables about the patio de caballos. It smelt 
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good in the dark. There was another roar from the arena and 
then applause, prolonged applause, going on and on. 

“You ever seen these fellows Zurito asked, big and looming 
beside Manuel in the dark. 

“No,” Manuel said. 

“They’re pretty funny,” Zurito said. He smiled to himself 
in the dark. 

The high, double, tight-fittmg door into the bull-ring swung 
open and Manuel saw the rmg m the hard light of the arc- 
lights, the plaza, dark all the way around, rising high; around 
the edge of the rmg were runnmg and bowing two men 
dressed like tramps, followed by a third m the uniform of a 
hotel bell-boy who stooped and picked up the hats and canes 
thrown down onto the sand and tossed them back up into the 
darkness. 

The electric light went on in the patio. 

“I’ll climb onto one of those ponies while you collect the 
kids,” Zurito said. 

Behmd them came the jingle of the mules, coming out to go 
into the arena and be hitched onto the dead bull. 

The members of the cuadrilla, who had been watching the 
burlesque from the runway between the barrera and the seats, 
came walking back and stood m a group talkmg, under the 
electric light m the patio. A good-lookmg lad m a silver-and- 
orange suit came up to Manuel and smiled. 

“I’m Hernandez,” he said and put out his hand. 

Manuel shook it. 

“They’re regular elephants we’ve got tonight,” the boy said 
cheerfully. 

“They’re big ones with horns,” Manuel agreed. 

“You drew the worst lot,” the boy said. 

“That’s all right,” Manuel said. “The bigger they are, the 

more meat for the poor.” 

“Where did you get that one?” Hernandez grmned. 

“That’s an old one,” Manuel said. “You line up your cuadrilla. 

so I can see what I’ve got.” 
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“You’ve got some good kids,” Hernandez said. He was very 
cheerful He had been on twice before in nocturnals and was 
beginning to get a following in Madrid. He was happy the 
fight would start in a few minutes 
“Where are the pics^^” Manuel asked. 

“They’re back in the corrals fighting about who gets the 
beautiful horses,” Hernandez grinned. 

The mules came through the gate in a rush, the whips snap- 
ping, bells jangling and the young bull ploughing a furrow 
of sand. 

They formed up for the paseo as soon as the bull had gone 
through. 

Manuel and Hernandez stood m front. The youths of the 
cuadrillas were behind, their heavy capes furled over their 
arms. In back, the four picadors, mounted, holding their steel- 
tipped push-poles erect in the half-daik of the conal. 

“It’s a wonder Retana wouldn’t give us enough light to see 
the horses by,” one picador said. 

“He knows we’ll be happier if we don’t get too good a look 
at these skins,” another pic answered. 

“This thing I’m on barely keeps me off the ground,” the first 
picador said. 

“Well, they’re horses.” 

“Sure, they’re horses.” 

They talked, sittmg their gaunt horses in the dark. 

Zurito said nothmg He had the only steady horse of the 
lot. He had tried him, wheeling him in the corrals and he 
responded to the bit and the spurs He had taken the bandage 
off his right eye and cut the strings wheie they had tied his 
ears tight shut at the base. He was a good, solid horse, solid on 
his legs. That was all he needed. He intended to ride him all 
through the corrida. He had already, smee he had mounted, 
sitting in the half-dark in the big, quilted saddle, waiting for 
the paseo, pic-ed through the whole corrida m his mind. The 
other picadors went on talkmg on both sides of him. He did 
not hear them. 
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The two matadors stood together in front of their three 
peones, their capes furled over their left arms in the same 
fashion. Manuel was thmkmg about the three lads in back of 
him. They were all three Madrilenos, like Hernandez, boys 
about nineteen. One of them, a gypsy, serious, aloof, and dark- 
faced, he liked die look of. He turned. 

“What’s your name, kid he asked the gypsy. 

“Puentes,” the gypsy said. 

“That’s a good name,” Manuel said. 

The gypsy smiled, showing his teeth. 

“You take the bull and give him a little run when he comes 
out,” Manuel said. 

“All right,” the gypsy said. His face was serious. He be- 
gan to dunk about just what he would do. 

“Here she goes,” Manuel said to Hernandez. 

“All right. We’ll go.” 

Heads up, swinging with the music, their right arms swing- 
ing free, they stepped out, crossing the sanded arena under the 
arc-lights, the cuadrillas opening out behind, the picadors 
riding after, behind came the bull-ring servants and the 
jingling mules. The crowd applauded Hernandez as they 
marched across the arena. Arrogant, swinging, they looked 
straight ahead as they marched. 

They bowed before the president, and the procession broke 
up mto Its component parts. The bull-lighters went over to the 
barrera and changed their heavy mantles for the light fight- 
ing capes The mules went out. The picadors galloped jerkily 
around the ring, and two rode out the gate they had come in 
by The servants swept the sand smooth. 

Manuel drank a glass of water poured for him by one of 
Retana’s deputies, who was acting as his manager and sword- 
handler. Hernandez came over from speaking with his own 
manager. 

“You got a good hand, kid,” Manuel complimented him 

“They like me,” Hernandez said happily. 

“How did the paseo go^” Manuel asked Retana s man. 
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“Like a wedding,” said the handier. “Fine. You came out 
like Joselito and Belmonte.” 

Zuriio rode by, a bulky equestrian statue. Me v, heeled his 
horse and faced him toward the ton! on the far side of the nog 
where the bull would come out. It ssas strange under the arc- 
light. He pic-cd m the hot afternoon Min for big mone>. He 
didn’t like this arc-light business. He wjslicd they would get 
started. 

Manuel went up to him. 

“Pic him, Manos,” he said “Cut him down to s'r/c for me ” 
“I’ll pic him, kid,” Zunto spat on the sand. “111 make him 
)ump out of the ring ” 

“Lean on him, Manos,” Manuel said 

‘Til lean on him,” Zunto said. “What’s holding it up^” 

“He’s coming now,” Manuel said. 

Zunto sat there, his feet in the box-stirriips, his great legs in 
the buckskm-covered armor gripping the horse, ilic reins in 
his left hand, the long pic held in his right hand, his broad 
hat well down over his eyes to shade them from the lights, 
watching the distant door of the toril. His horse’s cars qui\- 
ered. Zunto patted him with his left hand. 

Tlie red door of the tonl swung back and for a moment 
Zunto looked into the empty passageway far across the arena. 
Then the bull came out in a rush, skidding on his four legs 
as he came out under the lights, then charging in a gallop, 
moving softly in a fast gallop, silent except as he uoofed 
through wide nostrils as he charged, glad to be free after the 
dark pen. 

In the first row of seats, slightly bored, leaning forward to 
write on the cement wall in front of his knees, the substitute 
buli-fight critic of El Heraldo scribbled: “Campagnero, Negro, 

42, came out at 90 miles an hour with plenty of gas 

Manuel, leaning against the barrera, watching the bull, waved 
his hand and the gypsy ran out, trailmg his cape. The bull, in 
full gallop, pivoted and charged the cape, his head down, his 
tail rising The gypsy moved m a zigzag, and as he passed, the 
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bull caught sight of him and abandoned the cape to charge the 
man. The gyp sprinted and vaulted the red fence of the barrera 
as the bull struck it witli his horns. He tossed into it twice with 
his horns, banging into tlie wood blindly. 

The critic of El Heraldo lit a cigarette and tossed the match 
at the bull, then wrote in his noffe-book, “large and with 
enough horns to satisfy the cash customers, Campagnero 
showed a tendency to cut mto the terram of die bull-fighters.” 

Manuel stepped out on the hard sand as the bull banged mto 
the fence Out of the corner of his eye he saw Zurito sitting the 
white horse close to the barrera, about a quarter of the way 
around the ring to the left. Manuel held the cape close in front 
of him, a fold in each hand, and shouted at the bull. “Huh! 
Huh*” The bull turned, seemed to brace against the fence as 
he charged m a scramble, driving into the cape as Manuel side- 
stepped, pivoted on his heels witii the charge of the bull, and 
swung the cape just ahead of the horns. At the end of the swing 
he was facing the bull again and held the cape in die same posi- 
tion close in front of his body, and pivoted again as the bull 
recharged. Each time, as he swung, the crowd shouted. 

Four times he swung with the bull, lifting the cape so it 
billowed full, and each time bringmg the bull around to charge 
again Then, at the end of the fifth swmg, he held the cape 
agamst his hip and pivoted, so the cape swung out like a ballet 
dancer’s skirt and wound the bull around himself like a belt, to 
step clear, leaving the bull facmg Zurito on the white horse, 
come up and planted firm, the horse facing the bull, its ears 
forward, its lips nervous, Zurito, his hat over his eyes, leaning 
forward, the long pole stickmg out before and behmd m a 
sharp angle under his right arm, held half-way down, the 
triangular iron pomt facing the bull. 

El Hercddo’ s second-string critic, drawing on his cigarette, 
his eyes on the bull, wrote, “the veteran Manolo designed a 
series of acceptable veronicas, ending m a very Belmontistic 
recorte that earned applause from the regulars, and we entered 
the tercio of the cavalry.” 
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Zunto sat his hoi sc, measuring the disinna bciwcui tlr bull 
and the end of the pic. As he looked, the bull i^nhired him<tH 
togeilicr and charged, his eyes on the horst’s thr.t. As hr 
lowered his head to iiook, /iirito sunk the point of the pie 
in the swelling hump of muscle above tlu bulTs diouldcr. 
leaned all his weight on the shaft, and with his kft jiand pulled 
the white horse into the air, fiont lioofs pawing, ami swung 
him to the light as he puslied the hull under and through so 
the horns passed safely undci the lioise’s helU and the horse 
came down, quivering, the bull’s tail brushing his chest as he 
charged the cape Hernandez offered him. 

Hernandez ran sideways, taking the hull out ancl away ss ith 
the cape, toward the other picador. He fixed him with a sv/ing 
of the cape, squarely facing the horse and rider, .and stepped 
back. As the bull saw the horse he charged. The pica(lor\s 
lance slid along his back, and as the shock of the charge lifted 
the horse, the picador was already haif-v/ay out of the saddle, 
lifting his right leg clear as he missed with the lance and fall- 
ing to the left side to keep the horse between him and the 
bull The horse, lifted and gored, crashed over with the bull 
driving into him, the picador gave a sho\c with his bools 
against the horse and lay clear, waiting to be lifted and hauled 
away and put on his feet. 

Manuel let the bull drive into the fallen horse; he was in no 
hurry, the picador was safe; besides, it did a picador like that 
good to worry. He’d stay on longer next time. Lousy pics! 
He looked across the sand at Zunto a little way out from the 
barrera, his horse rigid, waiting. 

Huh^” he called to the bull, “Tomar^” holding the cape 
in both hands so it would catch his eye. Tlic bull detached 
himself from the horse and charged the cape, and Manuel, 
runmng sideways and holding the cape spread wide, stopped, 
swung on his heels, and brought the bull sharply around fac- 
ing Zunto. 

Campagnero accepted a pair of varas for the death of one 
rosmante, with Hernandez and Manolo at the quites,” El 



THE UNDEFEATED 


349 

Heraldo's critic wrote. “He pressed on the iron and clearly 
showed he was no horse-lover. The veteran Zurito resurrected 
some of his old stuff with the pike-pole, notably the 
suerte ” 

“Ole I Ole*” tlie man sitting beside him shouted. The shout 
was lost in the roar of the crowd, and he slapped the critic on 
the back. The critic looked up to see Zurito, directly below him, 
leaning far out over his horse, the length of the pic rising in a 
sliaip angle under his armpit, holding the pic almost by the 
pomt, bearmg down witli all his weight, holding the bull off, 
tlie bull pushing and driving to get at the horse, and Zurito, far 
out, on top of him, holding him, holdmg him, and slowly 
pivoting the horse against the pressure, so that at last he was 
clear. Zurito felt the moment when the horse was clear and the 
bull could come past, and relaxed the absolute steel lock of 
his resistance, and the triangular steel point of the pic ripped 
in the bull’s hump of shoulder muscle as he tore loose to find 
Hernandez’s cape before his muzzle He charged blindly mto 
the cape and the boy took him out into the open arena. 

Zurito sat patting his horse and looking at the bull charging 
the cape that Hernandez swung for him out under the bright 
light while the crowd shouted. 

“You see that one he said to Manuel. 

“It was a wonder,” Manuel said 

“I got him that time,” Zurito said. “Look at him now.” 

At the conclusion of a closely turned pass of the cape the 
bull slid to his knees He was up at once, but far out across the 
sand Manuel and Zurito saw the shine of the pumping flow 
of blood, smooth against the black of the bull s shoulder. 

“I got him that time,” Zurito said. 

“He’s a good bull,” Manuel said. 

“If they gave me another shot at him, I d kill him, Zurito 
said 

“They’ll change the thirds on us,” Manuel said 

“Look at him now,” Zurito said ^ 

“I gQ^ {-Q gQ over there,” Manuel said, and started on a run 
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for the other side of the ring, where the monos were leadmg , 
a horse out by the bridle toward the bull, whacking him on the | 
legs with rods and all, in a procession, trying to get him toward 
the bull, who stood, dropping his head, pawing, unable to make 
up his mmd to charge. 

Zurito, sittmg his horse, walking him toward the scene, not 
missing any detail, scowled. 

Finally the bull charged, the horse leaders ran for the barrera, 
the picador hit too far back, and the bull got under the horse, 
lifted him, threw him onto his back. 

Zurito watched. The monos, m their red shirts, running out 
to drag the picador clear. The picador, now on his feet, swear- 
mg and flopping his arms. Manuel and Hernandez standing 
ready with their capes. And the bull, the great, black bull, with 
a horse on his back, hooves danglmg, the bridle caught in the 
horns. Black bull with a horse on his back, staggermg short- 
legged, then arching his neck and Mtmg, thrusting, charging 
to slide the horse ofl, horse sliding down. Then tlie bull mto a 
lungmg charge at the cape Manuel spread for him. 

The bull was slower now, Manuel felt. He was bleedmg 
badly. There was a sheen of blood all down his flank. 

Manuel offered him the cape agam. There he came, eyes 
open, ugly, watchmg the cape. Manuel stepped to the side and 
raised his arms, tightenmg the cape ahead of the bull for the 
veronica. 

Now he was facing the bull. Yes, his head was going down a 
little He was carrying it lower. That was Zurito. 

Manuel flopped the cape; there he comes; he side-stepped 
and swung m anotlier veronica He’s shootmg awfully ac- 
curately, he thought. He’s had enough fight, so he’s watchmg 
now. He s hunting now. Got his eye on me. But I always give 
him the cape 

He shook the cape at the bull; there he comes; he side- 
stepped. Awful close that time. I don’t want to work that close 
to him. 
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The edge of the cape was wet with blood where it had swept 
along the bull’s back as he went by. 

Ail right, here’s the last one. 

Manuel, facing the bull, having turned with him each charge, 
offered the cape with his two hands. The bull looked at him. 
Eyes watching, horns straight forward, the bull looked at him, 
watching. 

“Huhi" Manuel said, "Toro*” and leaning back, swung the 
cape forw'ard. Here he comes. He side-stepped, swung the cape 
in back of him, and pi\otcd, so the bull followed a swirl of cape 
and then was left with nothing, fixed by the pass, dominated 
by the cape. Manuel swung the cape under his muzzle widi one 
hand, to show the bull was fixed, and walked away. 

There was no applause. 

Manuel walked across the sand toward the barrera, while 
Zurito rode out of the ring. The trumpet had blown to change 
the act to the planting of the banderillos while Manuel had been 
working with the bull. He had not consciously noticed it. The 
monos were spreading canvas over the two dead horses and 
sprinkling sawdust around them. 

Manuel came up to the barrera for a drink of water. Retana’s 
man handed him the heavy porous jug. 

Puentes, the tall gypsy, was standing holding a pair of bam 
derillos, holding them together, slim, red sticks, fish-hook points 
out. He looked at Manuel. 

“Go on out there,” Manuel said. 

The gypsy trotted out. Manuel set down the jug and watched. 
He wiped his face witli his handkerchief. 

The critic of El Heraldo reached for the bottle of warm cham- 
pagne that stood between his feet, took a drink, and finished 
his paragraph. 

“ — the aged Manolo rated no applause for a vulgar series of 
lances with the cape and we entered the third of the palings 

Alone in the center of the ring the bull stood, still fixed. 
Puentes, tall, flat-backed, walking toward him arrogantly, his 
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arms spread out, tlie two sHm, red sticks, one in each hand, held 
by the fingers, points straight forward. Fuentes walked forward. 
Back of him and to one side was a peon with a cape^ The bull 
looked at him and was no longer fixed. 

His eyes watched Fuentes, now standing still. Now he leaned 
back, calling to him. Fuentes twitched the two bandenllos and 
the light on the steel pomts caught the bull’s eye. 

His tail went up and he charged. 

He came straight, his eyes on the man. Fuentes stood still, 
leaning back, the bandenllos pomtmg forward. As the bull low- 
ered his head to hook, Fuentes leaned backward, his aims came 
together and rose, his two hands touching, the bandenllos two 
descending red lines, and leaning forward drove the pomts mto 
the bull’s shoulder, leaning far m over the bull’s horns and 
pivoting on the two upright sticks, his legs tight together, his 
body curving to one side to let the bull pass. 

“Olel” from the crowd. 

The bull was hooking wildly, jumping like a trout, all four 
feet off the ground. The red shaft of the bandenllos tossed as 
he jumped. 

Manuel, standing at the barrera, noticed that he looked al- 
ways to the right. 

“Tell him to drop the next pair on the right,” he said to the 
kid who started to run out to Fuentes with the new bandenllos. 
A heavy hand fell on his shoulder. It was Zunto. ' 

“How do you feel, kid he asked. 

Manuel was watching the bull. 

Zurito leaned forward on the barrera, leaning the weight of 
his body on his arms. Manuel turned to him. 

“You’re going good,” Zurito said 

Manuel shook his head. He had nothing to do now until the 
next third. The gypsy was very good with the bandenllos The 
bull would come to him in the next third m good shape He 
was a good bull It had all been easy up to now. The final stuff 
With the sword was all he worried over. He did not really 
worry. He did not even thmk about it. But standing there he 
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had a heavy sense of apprehension. He looked^ out at the bull, 
planning his faena, his work with the red cloth that was to 
reduce the bull, to make him manageable. 

The gypsy was walkmg out toward the bull again, walking 
heel-and-toe, msultingly, like a ballroom dancer, the led shafts of 
the banderillos twitching with his walk. The bull watched him, 
not fixed now, huntmg him, but waiting to get close enough so 
he could be sure of getting him, getting the horns into him. 

As Puentes walked forward tlie bull charged. Puentes ran 
across the quarter of a circle as the bull charged and, as he 
passed running backward, stopped, swung forward, rose on his 
toes, arm straight out, and sunk the banderillos straight down 
into the tight of the big shoulder muscles as the bull missed 
him. 

The crowd were wild about it. 

“That kid won’t stay in this night stuff long,” Retana s man 
said to Zurito. 

“He’s good,” Zurito said. 

“Watch him now.” 

They watched. 

Puentes was standing with his back against the barrera Two 
of the cuadrilla were back of him, with their capes ready to 
flop over the fence to distract the bull 

The bull, with his tongue out, his barrel heaving, was watch- 
ing the gypsy. He thought he had him now. Back against the 
red planks. Only a short charge away. The bull watched him. 

The gypsy bent back, drew back his arms, the banderillos 
pointing at the bull. He called to the bull, stamped one foot. 
The bull was suspicious. He wanted the man No more barbs in 

the shoulder. n j 

Puentes walked a little closer to the bull. Bent back. Called 

again. Somebody m the crowd shouted a warning. 

“He’s too damn close,” Zurito said 

“Watch him,” Retana’s man said 

Leaning back, inciting the bull with the banderillos, Puentes 
jumped, both feet off the ground As he jumped the bull s tail 
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rose and he charged. Fuentes came down on his toes, arms 
straight out, whole body arching forward, and drove the shafts 
straight down as he swung his body clear of the right horn. 

The bull crashed mto die barrera where the flopping capes 
had attracted his eye as he lost the man. 

The gypsy came running along the barrera toward Manuel, 
taking the applause of the crowd His vest was ripped where he 
had not quite cleared the point of the horn. He was happy about 
It, showmg It to the spectators. He made the tour of the ring. 
Zurito saw him go by, smiling, pointing at his vest. He smiled. 

Somebody else was planting the last pair of banderillos. No- 
body was paymg any attention 

' Retana’s man tucked a baton mside the red cloth of a muleta, 
folded the cloth over it, and handed it over the barrera to Man- 
uel. He reached m the leather sword-case, took out a sword, and 
holdmg It by its leather scabbard, reached it over the fence to 
Manuel. Manuel pulled the blade out by die red hilt and the 
scabbard fell limp. 

He looked at Zunto The big man saw he was sweating. 

“Now you get him, kid,” Zurito said. 

Manuel nodded. 

“He’s in good shape,” Zurito said. 

“Just like you want him,” Retana’s man assured him. 

Manuel nodded. 

The trumpeter, up under the roof, blew for the final act, and 
Manuel walked across the arena toward where, up in the dark 
boxes, the president must be. 

In the front row of seats die substitute bull-fight critic of El 
Heraldo took a long drink of the warm champagne. He had 
decided it was not worth while to write a running story and 
would write up the corrida back m the office. What the hell was 
It anyway ? Only a nocturnal If he missed anything he would 
get It out of the morning papers. He took another drmk of the 
champagne He had a date at Maxim’s at twelve Who were 
these bull-fighters anyway ? Kids and bums A bunch of bums. 
He put his pad of paper in his pocket and looked over toward 
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Manuel, standing very much alone in the nng, gesturmg with 
his hat in a salute toward a box he could not see high up in the 
dark plaza. Out in the ring the bull stood quiet, looking at 
nothmg. 

I dedicate this bull to you, Mr. President, and to the public 
of Madrid, the most mtelligent and generous of the world,” was 
what Manuel was saymg. It was a formula. He said it all. It was 
a little long for nocturnal use. 

He bowed at the dark, straightened, tossed his hat over his 
shoulder, and, carrymg the muleta in his left hand and the 
sword m his right, walked out toward the bull. 

Manuel walked toward the bull. The bull looked at him; his 
eyes were quick Manuel noticed the way the banderillos hung 
down on his left shoulder and the steady sheen of blood from 
Zurito’s pic-mg. He noticed the way the bull’s feet were. As he 
walked forward, holding the muleta in his left hand and the 
sword in his right, he watched the bull’s feet. The bull could 
not charge without gathering his feet together. Now he stood 
square on them, dully. 

Manuel walked toward him, watching his feet. This was all 
right. He could do this He must work to get the bull’s head 
down, so he could go in past the horns and kill him. He did not 
think about the sword, not about killing the bull. He thought 
about one thing at a time. The coming things oppressed him, 
though. Walking forward, watchmg the bull’s feet, he saw suc- 
cessively his eyes, his wet muzzle, and the wide, forward-pomt- 
ing spread of his horns. The bull had light circles about his eyes. 
His eyes watched Manuel. He felt he was going to get this little 
one with the white face. 

Standing still now and spreadmg the red cloth of the muleta 
With the sword, pricking the point into the cloth so that tlie 
sword, now held m his left hand, spread the red flannel like the 
jib of a boat, Manuel noticed the points of the bull’s horns. One 
of them was splmtered from banging agamst the barrera. The 
other was sharp as a porcupme quill Manuel noticed while 
spreading the muleta that the white base of the horn was 
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Stained red. While he noticed these things he did not lose sight 
of the bull’s feet. The bull watched Manuel steadily. 

He’s on the defensive now, Manuel thought. He’s reserving 
himself. I’ve got to bring him out of that and get his head down. 
Always get his head down. Zurito had his head down once, but 
he’s come back. He’ll bleed when I start him going and that 
will bring It down. 

Holding the muleta, with die sword in his left hand widen- 
ing It m front of him, he called to the bull. 

The bull looked at him. 

He leaned back msultmgly and shook the wide-spread flannel. 
The bull saw the muleta. It was a bright scarlet under the 
arc-light. The bull’s legs tightened. 

Here he comes Whoosh * Manuel turned as the bull came and 
raised the muleta so that it passed over the bull’s horns and 
swept down his broad back from head to tail The bull had 
gone clean up m the air widi the charge. Manuel had not 
moved. 

At the end of the pass the bull turned like a cat coming 
around a corner and faced Manuel. 

He was on the offensive again. His heaviness was gone. Man- 
uel noted the fresh blood shinmg down the black shoulder and 
dripping down the bull’s leg. He drew the sword out of the 
muleta and held it in his right hand. Tlie muleta held low 
down in his left hand, leanmg toward the left, he called to the 
bull The bull’s legs tightened, his eyes on the muleta. Here 
he comes, Manuel thought. Yuh^ 

He swung with the charge, sweepmg the muleta ahead of the 
bull, his feet firm, the sword followmg the curve, a point of 
light under the arcs. 

The bull recharged as the pase natural finished and Manuel 
raised the muleta for a pase de pecho. Firmly planted, the bull 
came by his chest under the raised muleta Manuel leaned his 
head back to avoid the clattermg banderillo shafts. The hot, 
black bull body touched his chest as it passed 
Too damn close, Manuel thought. Zurito, leaning on the bar- 



THE UNDEFEATED 


357 

rera, spoke rapidly to the gypsy, who trotted out towaid Man- 
uel with a cape. Zunto pulled his hat down low and looked out 
across the arena at Manuel. 

Manuel was facing the bull again, the muleta held low and 
to the left. The bull’s head was down as he watched the muleta. 

“If It was Belmonte doing that stuff, they’d go crazy,” 
Retana’s man said. 

Zunto said nothmg. He was watching Manuel out m the cen- 
ter of the arena. 

“Where did the boss dig this fellow up Retana’s man asked, 

“Out of the hospital,” Zunto said. 

“That’s where he’s going damn quick,” Retana’s man said. 

Zurito turned on him. 

“Knock on that,” he said, pomtmg to the barrera. 

“I was just kidding, man,” Retana’s man said. 

“Knock on the wood.” 

Retana’s man leaned forward and knocked three times on the. 
barrera. 

“Watch the faena,” Zurito said. 

Out in the center of the ring, under the lights, Manuel was 
loieeling, facing the bull, and as he raised the muleta m both 

hands the bull charged, tail up 

Manuel swung his body clear and, as the bull recharged, 
brought around the muleta in a half-circle that pulled the bull 
to his knees. 

“Why, that one’s a great bull-fighter,” Retana s man said 

“No, he’s not,” said Zurito 

Manuel stood up and, the muleta in his left hand, the sword 
in his right, acknowledged the applause from the dark plaza. 

The bull had humped himself up from his knees and stood 
waiting, his head hung low. 

Zunto spoke to two of the other lads of the cuadnlla and they 
ran out to stand back of Manuel with their capes There were 
four men back of Inm now. Hernandez had followed him since 
he first came out with the muleta Fuentes stood watching, his 
cape held against his body, tall, in repose, watching lazy-eyed. 
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Now the two came up. Hernandez moiionul them U) j-tand f)nc 
at eacli side. Manuel stood alone, facing the bull. 

Manuel waved back the men with the capes. Steppuig back 
cautiously, they saw his face was white and .sweating. 

Didn’t they know enough to keep back^ Did they w'ant to 
catch the bull’s eye wnth the capes after he wms fixed and ready? 
He had enough to w'orry about w'ithout that kind of thing 
The bull was standing, his four feet square, looLuig at the 
muleta. Manuel furled the mulcta in his left hand 'I he Iniirs 
eyes watched it. His body w'as hcasy on his feet. 1 le earned his 
head low, but not too lowe 

Manuel lifted the mulcta at him. The bull did not move. Only 
his eyes watched. 

He’s all lead, Manuel thought. He’s all square. He’s framed 
right. He’ll take it. 

He thought in bull-fight terms. Sometimes he had a thought 
and the particular piece of slang would not come into his mind 
and he could not realize the thought. His instincts and his 
knowledge worked automatically, and his brain worked slow'h 
and in words. He knew all about bulls. He did not have to think 
about them. He just did the right thing. His eyes noted things 
and his body performed the necessary measures without 
thought If he thought about it, he would be gone. 

Now, facing the bull, he W'as conscious of many things at the 
same time. There were the horns, the one splintered, the other 
smoothly sharp, the need to profile himself tow^ard the left 
horn, lance himself short and straight, low'er the mulcta so the 
bull would follow it, and, gomg m over the horns, put the 
sword all the way into a little spot about as big as a five-peseta 
piece straight m back of the neck, between tlie sharp pitch of 
the bull’s shoulders. He must do all this and must then come 
out from between the horns He was conscious he must do all 
this, but his only thought was in words. “Corto y derecho.” 

“Corto y derecho,” he thought, furling the muleta Short and 
straight Corto y derecho, he drew the sword out of the muleta, 
profiled on the splintered left horn, dropped die muleta across 
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Ills body, so his right hand with the sword on the level with 
his eye made tlie sign of the cross, and, rising on his toes, 
sighted along the dipping blade of the sword at the spot high 
np between the bull’s shoulders. 

Corto y derecho he launched himself on the bull. 

There was a shock, and he felt himself go up m the air. He 
pushed on the sword as he went up and over, and it flew out 
of his hand. He hit the ground and the bull was on him. Man- 
uel, lying on the ground, kicked at the bull’s muzzle with his 
slippered feet. Kicking, kicking, the bull after him, missing him 
in his excitement, bumping him with his head, driving the 
horns into the sand. Kicking like a man keeping a ball in the 
air, Manuel kept the bull from getting a clean thrust at him. 

Manuel felt the wind on his back from the capes floppmg at 
the bull, and then the bull was gone, gone over him in a rush. 
Dark, as his belly went over. Not even stepped on 

Manuel stood up and picked up the muleta Puentes handed 
him the sword. It was bent where it had struck the shoulder- 
blade. Manuel straightened it on his knee and ran toward the 
bull, standing now beside one of the dead horses. As he ran, hi? 
jacket flopped where it had been ripped under his armpit. 

“Get him out of there,” Manuel shouted to the gypsy. The 
bull had smelled the blood of the dead horse and ripped into 
the canvas-cover with his horns. He charged Fuentes’s cape, 
with the canvas hanging from his splintered horn, and the 
crowd laughed. Out m the ring, he tossed his head to rid him- 
self of the canvas. Hernandez, runnmg up from behmd him, 
grabbed the end of the canvas and neatly lifted it off the horn. 

The bull followed it in a half-charge and stopped still He was 
on the defensive again. Manuel was walkmg toward him wit i 
the sword and muleta Manuel swung the muleta before him. 
The bull would not charge. - 

Manuel profiled toward the bull, sighting along the dipping 
blade of the sword The bull was motionless, seemmgly dead on 

his feet, mcapable of anothei charge. 

Manuel rose to his toes, sightmg along the steel, and charge . 
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Again there was the shock and he felt himself bemg borne 
back in a rush, to strike hard on the sand. There was no chance 
of kicking this time. The bull was on top of him Manuel lay 
as though dead, his head on his arms, and the bull bumped him. 
Bumped his back, bumped his face in the sand. He felt the 
horn go into the sand between his folded aims. The bull hit him 
in tlie small of the back. His face drove into the sand. The horn 
drove through one of his sleeves and the bull ripped it off. Man- 
uel was tossed clear and the bull followed the capes. 

Manuel got up, found the sword and muleta, tried the point 
of the sword widi his thumb, and then ran toward the barrera 
for a new sword. 

Retana’s man handed him the sword over the edge of the 
barrera. 

“Wipe off your face,” he said. 

Manuel, running again toward the bull, wiped his bloody face 
with his handkerchief. He had not seen Zurito. Where was 
Zurito 

The cuadnlla had stepped away from tlie bull and waited 
with dieir capes. The bull stood, heavy and dull again after the 
action. 

Manuel walked toward him with the muleta. He stopped 
and shook it. The bull did not respond He passed it right and 
left, left and right before the bull’s muzzle. The bull’s eyes 
watched it and turned with the swmg, but he would not charge. 
He was waiting for Manuel. 

Manuel was worried There was nothing to do but go in. 
Corto y derecho. He profiled close to the bull, crossed the mu- 
leta in front of his body and charged. As he pushed m the 
sword, he jerked his body to the left to clear the horn. The bull 
passed him and the sword shot up in the air, twinkling under 
the arc-hghts, to fall red-hilted on the sand. 

Manuel ran over and picked it up. It was bent and he straight- 
ened it over his knee. 

As he came running toward the bull, fixed again now, he 
passed Hernandez standing with his cape. 
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“He’s all bone,” the boy said encouragingly. 

Manuel nodded, wiping his face. He put the bloody handker- 
chief in his pocket. 

There was the bull. He was close to the barrera now. Damn 
him. Maybe he was all bone. Maybe there was not any place 
for the sword to go in. The hell there wasn’t! He’d show 
them. 

He tried a pass with the muleta and the bull did not move. 
Manuel chopped the muleta back and forth in front of the bull. 
Nothing domg. 

He furled the muleta, drew the sword out, profiled and drove 
in on the bull. He felt the sword buckle as he shoved it in, lean- 
ing his weight on it, and then it shot high m the air, end-over- 
ending into the ciowd. Manuel had jerked clear as the sword 
jumped. 

The first cushions thrown down out of the dark missed him. 

’ Then one hit him in the face, his bloody face looking toward 
the crowd. They were coming down fast. Spotting the sand. 
Somebody threw an empty champagne-botde from close range. 
It hit Manuel on the foot. He stood there watchmg the dark, 
where the thmgs were coming from. Then something whished 
through the air and struck by him. Manuel leaned over and 
picked It up. It was his sword. He straightened it over his loiee 
and gestured with it to the crowd. 

“Thank you,” he said. “Thank you ” 

Oh, the dirty bastards! Dirty bastards! Oh, the lousy, dirty 
bastards ! He kicked mto a cushion as he ran. 

There was the bull. The same as ever. All right, you dirty, 
lousy bastard ! 

Manuel passed the muleta in front of the bull’s black muzzle. 

Notliing doing. 

You won’t! All right. He stepped close and jammed the 
sharp peak of the muleta mto the bull’s damp muzzle. 

The bull was on him as he jumped back and as he tripped on 
a cushion he felt the horn go into him, into his side. He grabbed 
tile horn with his two hands and rode backward, holding tig it 
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onto the place. The bull tossed him and he was clear. He lay 

still It was all right. The bull was gone. 

He got up coughing and feeling broken and gone. The dirty 

bastards ^ 

“Give me the sword,” he shouted. “Give me the stuff.” 
Puentes came up with the muleta and the sword. 

Hernandez put his arm around him. 

“Go on to the mfirmary, man,” he said. “Don’t be a damn 
fool.” 

“Get away from me,” Manuel said. “Get to hell away from 
me.” 

He twisted free. Hernandez slirugged his shoulders. Manuel 
ran toward the bull. 

There was the bull standing, heavy, firmly planted. 

All right, you bastard ' Manuel drew the sword out of the 
muleta, sighted with the same movement, and flung himself 
onto the bull. He felt the sword go m all the way. Right up 
to the guard. Four fingers and his thumb mto the bull. The 
blood was hot on his knuckles, and he was on top of the bull. 

The bull lurched with him as he lay on, and seemed to sink; 
then he was standing clear. He looked at the bull gomg down 
slowly over on his side, then suddenly four feet m the air. 

Then he gestured at the crowd, his hand warm from the bull 
blood. 

All right, you bastards' He wanted to say somethmg, but he 
started to cough. It was hot and choking. He looked down for 
the muleta. He must go over and salute the president. President 
hell! He was sittmg down lookmg at somethmg. It was the bull. 
His four feet up. Thick tongue out. Thmgs crawling around 
on his belly and under his legs. Crawlmg where the hair was 
thin. Dead bull. To hell with the bull' To hell with them all! 
He started to get to his feet and commenced to cough. He sat 
down agam, coughing. Somebody came and pushed Inm up. 

They carried him across the rmg to the mfirmary, running 
with him across the sand, standmg blocked at the gate as the 
mules came in, then around under the dark passageway, men 
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grunting as they took him up the stairway, and then laid him 
down. 

The doctor and two men in white were waiting for him. They 
laid him out on the table. They were cuttmg away his shirt. 
Manuel felt tired. His whole chest felt scalding inside. He 
started to cough and they held somethmg to his mouth. Every- 
body was very busy. 

There was an electric light m his eyes. He shut his eyes. 

He heard some one commg very heavily up the stairs. Then 
he did not hear it. Then he heard a noise far off. That was the 
crowd. Well, somebody would have to kill his other bull. They 
had cut away all his shirt. The doctor smiled at him. There waj 
Retana. 

“Hello, Retana Manuel said. He could not hear his voice. 

Retana smiled at him and said something Manuel could not 
hear it. 

Zurito stood beside tlie table, bending over where the doctor 
was workmg. He was in his picador clothes, without his hat. 

Zurito said somethmg to him. Manuel could not hear it. 

Zurito was speakmg to Retana. One of the men in white 
smiled and handed Retana a pair of scissors. Retana gave them 
to Zurito. Zurito said something to Manuel. He could not hear it. 

To hell with this operatmg-table He’d been on plenty of op' 
crating-tables before. He was not going to die. There would be 
^ priest if he was gomg to die 

Zurito was saying something to him. Holding up the scissors. 

That was it They were going to cut off his coleta. They were 
going to cut off his pigtail. 

Manuel sat up on the operating-table The doctor stepped 
back, angry. Some one grabbed him and held him. 

You couldn’t do a tiling like that, Manos, he said. 

He heard suddenly, clearly, Zunto’s voice. 

“That’s all right,” Zurito said. “I won’t do it. I was jokmg 

“I was gomg good,” Manuel said. “I didn’t have any luck. 
That was all.” 

Manuel lay back. They had put somethmg over his face. It 
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was all familiar. He inhaled deeply. He felt very tired. He was 
very, very tired. They took the thing away from his face. 

“I was going good,” Manuel said weakly. “I was going great.” 
Retana looked at Zurito and started for the door. 

“I’ll stay here with him,” Zunto said. 

Retana shrugged his shoulders. 

Manuel opened his eyes and looked at Zurito. 

“Wasn’t I going good, Manos he asked, for confirmation. 
“Sure,” said Zurito “You were going great.” 

The doctor’s assistant put the cone over Manuel’s face and he 
inhaled deeply. Zurito stood awkwardly, watchmg. 
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In the fall the war was always there, but we did not go to it 
any more. It was cold in the fall in Milan and the dark came 
very early. Then the electric lights came on, and it was pleas- 
ant along the streets looking in the windows. There was much 
game hanging outside the shops, and the snow powdered in 
the fur of tlie foxes and the wind blew their tails The deer 
hung stiff and heavy and empty, and small birds blew m the 
wind and the wind turned their feathers. It was a cold fall and 
the wind came down fiom the mountains 

We were all at the hospital every afternoon, and there were 
different ways of walking across die town through the dusk 
to the hospital. Two of the ways were alongside canals, but they 
were long. Always, though, you crossed a bridge across a canal 
to enter the hospital. There was a choice of diree bridges. On 
one of them a woman sold roasted chestnuts. It was warm, 
standmg in front of her charcoal fire, and the chestnuts were 
warm afterward in your pocket. The hospital was very old and 
very beautiful, and you entered through a gate and walked 
across a courtyard and out a gate on the other side. There were 
usually funerals starting from the courtyard Beyond the old 
hospital were the new brick pavilions, and there we met every 
afternoon and were all very polite and interested in what was 
the matter, and sat m the machines that were to make so much 
difference. 

The doctor came up to the machine where I was sitting ana 
said- “What did you like best to do before the war? Did you 
practise a sport?” 

I said; “Yes, football.” 
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“Good ” he said. “You will be able to play football again 
better than ever.” 

My knee did not bend and tlie leg dropped straight from 
die knee to the ankle without a calf, and the machine was to 
bend the knee and make it move as m riding a tricycle. But it 
did not bend yet, and instead the machine lurched when it 
came to the bending part. The doctor said: “That will all pass. 
You are a fortunate young man. You will play football again 
like a champion.” 

In the next machine was a major who had a little hand like 
a baby’s. He wmked at me when the doctor examined his 
hand, which was between two leather straps that bounced 
up and down and flapped the stiff fingers, and said: “And will 
I too play football, captain-doctor ?” He had been a very great 
fencer, and before the war the greatest fencer m Italy. 

The doctor went to his office in a back room and brought a 
photograph which showed a hand that had been withered 
almost as small as the major’s, before it had taken a machine 
course, and after was a little larger. The major held the photo- 
graph v/ith his good hand and looked at it very carefully. “A 
wound?” he asked, 

“An mdustrial accident,” the doctor said. 

“Very interesting, very interestmg,” the major said, and 
handed it back to the doctor. 

‘Y'ou have confidence?” 

“No,” said the major. 

There were three boys who came each day who were about the 
same age I was. They were all three from Milan, and one of 
them was to be a lawyer, and one was to be a painter, and one 
had intended to be a soldier, and after we were finished with the 
machmes, sometimes we walked back together to the Cafe 
Cova, which was next door to the Scala. We walked the short 
way through the communist quarter because we were four to- 
gether The people hated us because we were officers, and from a 
wine-shop some one called out, “A basso gh ufficiald” as we 
passed Another boy who walked with us sometimes and made 
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US five wore a black silk handkerchief across his face because he 
had no nose then and his face was to be rebuilt. He had gone out 
to the front from the military academy and been wounded 
widiin an hour after he had gone into the front Ime for the 
first time. They rebuilt his face, but he came from a very old 
family and they could never get the nose exactly right He 
went to South America and worked in a bank. But this was a 
long time ago, and then we did not any of us know how it 
was going to be afterward. We only knew then that there was 
always the war, but that we were not going to it any more. 

We all had the same, medals, except the boy with the black 
silk bandage across his face, and he had not been at the front 
long enough to get any medals. The tall boy with a very pale 
face who was to be a lawyer had been a lieutenant of Arditi 
and had three medals of the sort we each had only one of. 
He had lived a very long time witli death and was a little 
detached. We were all a little detached, and there was nothing 
that held us together except that we met every afternoon at the 
hospital. Although, as we walked to the Cova through the 
tough part of town, walking in the dark, with light and sing- 
ing coming out of the wme-shops, and sometimes having to 
wallc into the street when the men and women would crowd 
together on the sidewalk so that we would have had to jostle 
them to get by, we felt held together by there being some- 
thing that had happened that they, the people who disliked us, 
did not understand. 

We ourselves all understood the Cova, where it was rich 
^ud warm and not too brighdy lighted, and noisy and smoky 
3t certain hours, and there were always girls at the tables and 
the illustrated papers on a rack on the wall. The girls at the 
Cova were very patriotic, and I found that the most patriotic 
people m Italy were the cafe girls— and I believe diey are still 
patriotic. 

The boys at first were very polite about my medals and 
asked me what I had done to get them. I showed them the pa- 
pers, which were written in very beautiful language and full of 




jratellanza and abnegaztone, but which really said, with the 
adjectives removed, that I had been given the medals because I 
was an American. After that their manner changed a little 
toward me, although I was their friend against outsiders I was 
a friend, but I was never really one of them after they had read 
the citations, because it had been different with them and they 
had done very different things to get their medals. I had been 
wounded, it was true; but we all knew that bemg wounded, 
after all, was really an accident. I was never ashamed of the 
ribbons, though, and sometimes, after the cocktail hour, I 
would imagine myself having done all the things they had 
done to get their medals, but walking home at night through 
the empty streets with the cold wind and all the shops closed, 
trying to keep near the street lights, I knew that I would never 
have done such things, and I was very much afraid to die, and 
often lay m bed at night by myself, afraid to die and wonder- 
mg how I would be when I went back to the front agam 
The three with the medals were like huntmg-hawks; and I 
was not a hawk, although I might seem a hawk to those who 
had never hunted; they, the three, knew better and so we 
drifted apart. But I stayed good friends with the boy who had 
been wounded his first day at the front, because he would never 
know now how he would have turned out; so he could never 
be accepted either, and I liked him because I thought perhaps 
he would not have turned out to be a hawk either. 

The major, who had been die great fencer, did not believe 
in bravery, and spent much time while we sat in the machmes 
correcting my grammar He had complimented me on how I 
spoke Italian, and we talked together very easily. One day I 
had said diat Italian seemed such an easy language to me that 
I could not take a great interest m it; everythmg was so easy 
to say. Ah, yes,” the major said. “Why, then, do you not take 
up the use of grammar?” So we took up the use of grammar, 
and soon Italian was such a difficult language that I was afraid 
to talk ..c him until I had the grammar straight in my mind 
The major came very regularly to the hospital. I do not think 
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he ever missed a day, although I am sure he did not believe in 
the machines. There was a time when none of us believed in 
the machines, and one day tlie major said it was all nonsense 
The machines were new dien and it was we who were to prove 
tliem. It was an idiotic idea, he said, “a theory, like another.” 
I had not learned my grammar, and he said I was a stupid im- 
possible disgrace, and he was a fool to have bothered with me. 
He was a small man and he sat straight up in his chair with 
his right hand tlirust into the machine and looked straight 
ahead at the wall while the straps thumped up and down with 
his fingers in them. 

“What will you do when the war is over if it is over?” he 
asked me. “Speak grammatically!” 

“I will go to die States.” 

“Are you rbarried?” 

“No, but I hope to be.” 

“The more of a fool you are,” he said. He seemed very angry. 

A man must not marry.” 

“Why, Signor Maggiore 

“Don’t call me ‘Signor Maggiore.’ ” 

“Why must not a man marry 

“He cannot marry. He cannot marry,” he said angrily. “If he 
IS to lose everydiing, he should not place himself in a position 
to lose that. He should not place himself in a position to lose. 
He should find things he cannot lose.” 

He spoke very angrily and bitterly, and looked straight ahead 
while he talked. 

But why should he necessarily lose iti^” 

He’ll lose it,” the major said. He was looking at the wall. 
Then he looked down at the machine and jerked his little hand 
out from between the straps and slapped it hard against his 
thigh “He’ll lose it,” he almost shouted. “Don’t argue with 
Then he called to the attendant who ran the machmes. 

Dome and turn this damned thing off.” 

He went back into the other room for the hght treatment 
sud the massage. Then I heard him ask the doctor if he might 
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use his telephone and he shut the door. When he carac back 
into the room, I was sitting in another machine. He was wear- 
ing his cape and had his cap on, and he came directly toward 
my machme and put his arm on my shoulder. 

“I am so sorry,” he said, and patted me on the shoulder with 
his good hand. “I would not be rude. My wife has just died. 
You must forgive me.” 

“Oh—” I said, feelmg sick for him. “I am so sorry.” 

He stood there biting his lower lip. “It is very difficult,” he 
said. “I cannot resign myself.” 

He looked straight past me and out through the window. 
Then he began to cry. “I am utterly unable to resign myself,” 
he said and choked. And then crymg, his head up lookmg at 
nothing, carrying himself straight and soldierly, with tears on 
both his cheeks and bitmg his lips, he walked past the machmes 
and out the door. 

The doctor told me that the major’s wife, who was very young 
and whom he had not married until he was definitely mvalided 
out of the war, had died of pneumonia. She had been sick only 
a few days. No one expected her to die. The major did not 
come to tlie hospital for three days. Then he came at the usual 
hour, wearing a black band on the sleeve of his uniform. When 
he came back, there were large framed photographs around the 
wall, of all sorts of wounds before and after they had been 
cured by the machines In front of the machme the major used 
were three photographs of hands like his that were completely 
restored. I do not know where the doctor got them. I always 
understood we were the first to use the machmes. The photo- 
graphs did not make much difference to the major because he 
only looked out of the wmdow. 
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The hills across the valley of the Ebro were long and white. 
On this side there was no shade and no trees and the station 
was between two lines of rails in the sun. Close against the side 
of the station there was tlie warm shadow of the building and 
a curtain, made of strings of bamboo beads, hung across the 
open door into the bar, to keep out flies. The American and the 
girl with him sat at a table in the shade, outside the building. 
It was very hot and the express from Barcelona would come in 
forty mmutes. It stopped at this junction for two mmutes and 
went on to Madrid. 

“What should we drmk the girl asked. She had taken on 
her hat and put it on the table. 

“It’s pretty hot,” the man said. 

“Let’s drink beer.” 

“Dos cervezas,” the man said into the curtain. 

“Big ones a woman asked from the doorway. 

“Yes. Two big ones.” 

The woman brought two glasses of beer and two felt pa s. 
She put the felt pads and the beer glasses on the table and 
looked at the man and the girl. The girl was looking off at t e 
Ime of hills. They were white in the si/n and the country was 
brown and dry. 

“They look like white elephants,” she said. 

“I’ve never seen one,” the man drank his beer. 

“No, you wouldn’t have.” _ 

“I might have,” the man said. “Just because you say 

Wouldn’t have doesn’t prove anything.” 

The girl looked at the bead curtain. “They’ve painted some- 
thing on It,” she said. “What does it say ^ 
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“Anis del Toro. It’s a drink ” 

“Could we try it ?” 

The man called “Listen” tlirough the curtain. Tlic woman 
came out from the bar. 

“Four reales.” 

“We want two Anis del Toro.” 

“With water?” 

“Do you want it witli water ?” 

“I don’t know,” the girl said. “Is it good with water?” 

“It’s all right.” 

“You want them witli water ?” asked the woman 
“Yes, with water.” 

“It tastes like licoiice,” the girl said and put the glass down. 
“That’s die way with everydiing.” 

“Yes,” said the girl. “Everything tastes of licorice. Especially 
all the things you’ve waited so long for, like absinthe.” 

“Oh, cut It out.” 

“You started it,” the girl said. “I was being amused. I was 
havmg a fine time.” 

“Well, let’s try and have a fine time.” 

“All right. I was trying. I said the mountains looked like 
white elephants. Wasn’t that bright?” 

“That was bright.” 

“I wanted to try this new drmk. That’s all we do, isn’t it— 
look at thmgs and try new drinks ?” 

“I guess so.” 

The girl looked across at the hills. 

“They’re lovely hills,” she said. “They don’t really look like 
white elephants. I just meant the coloring of their skm through 
the trees ” 

“Should we have another drink ?” 

“All right.” 

The warm wmd blew the bead curtain against the table. 

“The beer’s nice and cool,” the man said. 

“It’s lovely,” the girl said. 
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‘It’s really an awfully simple operation, Jig,” the man said. 
“It’s not really an operation at all.” 

The girl looked at the ground the table legs rested on. 

“I know you wouldn’t mind it. Jig. It’s really not anything. 
It’s just to let the air in.” 

The girl did not say anything. 1 

“I’ll go with you and I’ll stay with you all the time. They 
just let the air in and then it’s all perfectly natural.” 

“Then what will we do afterward 

“We’ll be fine afterward. Just like we were before.” 

“What makes you thmk so 

“That’s the only thing that bothers us. It’s the only thmg 
that’s made us unhappy.” 

The girl looked ar the bead curtain, put her hand out and 
took hold of two of the strings of beads. 

“And you think then we’ll be all right and be happy.” 

“I know we will. You don’t have to be afraid. I’ve known 
lots of people that have done it.” 

“So have I,” said the girl. “And afterward they were all so 
happy.” 

“Well,” the man said, “if you don’t want to you don’t have 
to. I wouldn’t have you do it if you didn’t want to. But I know 
it’s perfectly simple.” 

“And you really want to 

“I think it’s the best thmg to do. But I don’t want you to do 
It if you don’t really want to ” 

“And if I do it you’ll be happy and' things will be like they 
were and you’ll love me 

“I love you now. You know I love you.” 

“I know. But if I do it, then it will be nice again if I say 
thmgs are like white elephants, and you’ll like it ? 

“I’ll love it I love it now but I just can’t thmk about it You 
know how I get when I worry ” 

“If I do It you won’t ever worry 

“I won’t worry about that because it’s perfectly simple 

“Then I’ll do it Because I don’t care about me.” 
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“What do you mean 
“I don’t care about me ” 

“Well, I care about you.” 

“Oh, yes. But I don’t care about me. And I’ll do it and then 
everything wdl be fine.” 

“I don’t want you to do it if you feel tliat way.” 

The girl stood up and walked to the end of the station 
Across, on the other side, were fields of gram and trees along 
the banks of the Ebro. Far away, beyond the river, were moun- 
tains. The shadow of a cloud moved across the field of grain 
and she saw the river through the trees. 

“And we could have all this,” she said. “And we could have 
Everything and every day we make it more impossible.” 

“What did you say?” 

“I said we could have everythmg.” 

“We can have everything.” 

“No, we can’t.” 

“We can have the whole world.” 

“No, we can’t.” 

“We can go everywhere.” 

“No, we can’t. It isn’t ours any more.” 

“It’s ours ” 

“No, It isn’t. And once they take it away, you never get ir 
back.” 

“But they haven’t taken it away.” 

“We’ll wait and see.” 

“Come on back m the shade,” he said. “You mustn’t feel that 
way.” 

“I don’t feel any way,” the girl said. “I just laiow things.” 

“I don’t want you to do anything that you don’t want to 
do ” 

Nor that isn t good for me,” she said. “I know. Could we 
have another beer?” 

“All right. But you’ve got to realize ” 

I realize, the girl said. Can’t we maybe stop talkmg?” 
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They sat down at the table and the girl looked across at the 
hills on the dry side of the valley and the man looked at her 
and at the table. 

“You’ve got to realize/’ he said, “that I don’t want you to do 
It if you don’t want to. I’m perfectly willing to go through 
with It if it means anything to you.” 

“Doesn’t it mean anything to you ? We could get along.” 

“Of course it does. But I don’t want anybody but you. I don’t 
want any one else. And I know it’s perfectly simple.” 

“Yes, you know it’s perfectly simple.” 

“It’s all right for you to say that, but I do know it.” 

“Would you do somethmg for me nowi^” 

“I’d do anything for you.” 

“Would you please please please please please please please 
stop talkmg?” 

He did not say anything but looked at the bags against the 
wall of the station. There were labels on them from all the 
hotels where they had spent nights. 

“But I don’t want you to,” he said, “I don t care anything 
about it.” 

“I’ll scream,” the girl said. 

The woman came out through the curtains with two glasses 
of beer and put thfem down on the damp felt pads. The tram 
comes in live minutes,” she said. 

“What did she say asked the girl. 

'That the tram is coming m five minutes. 

The girl smiled brightly at the woman, to thank her. 

“I’d better take the bags over to the other side of the station, 

die man said. She smiled at him. 

“All right Then come back and we’U finish the beer. 

He picked up the two heavy bags and carried them around 
the station to the other tracks. He looked up the tracks but 
could not see the train Coming back, he walked diroug 1 1 e 
barroom, where people waiting for the tram were rin^^g- 
He drank an Anis at the bar and looked at the people. They 
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were all waiting reasonably for the tram. He went out through 
the bead curtam. She was sittmg at the table and smiled at him. 
“Do you feel better?” he asked. 

“I feel fine,” she said. “There’s nothing wrong with me. I 
feel fine.” 
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The door of Henry’s lunch-room opened and two men came 
m. They sat down at the counter. 

“What’s yours George asked them. 

“I don’t know,” one of the men said. “What do you want 
to eat, Al.?” 

“I don’t know,” said AI. “I don’t know what I want to eat.” 

Outside It was getting dark The street-light came on outside 
the window. The two men at the counter read the menu. From 
the other end of the counter Nick Adams watched them. He 
had been talkmg to George when they came m. 

“I’ll have a roast pork tenderloin with apple sauce and 
mashed potatoes,” the first man said. 

“It isn’t ready yet.” 

“What the hell do you put it on the card for 

“That’s the dmner,” George explained. “You can get that at 
six o’clock.” 

George looked at the clock on the wall behmd the counter. 

“It’s five o’clock.” 

“The clock says twenty mmutes past five,” the second man 
said. 

“It’s twenty mmutes fast ” 

“Oh, to hell with the clock,” the first man said. “What have 
you got to eat 

“I can give you any kind of sandwiches,” George said “You 
can have ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver and bacon, or a 
steak.” 

“Give me chicken croquettes with green peas and cream sauce 
and mashed potatoes.” 


377 
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“That’s the dinner.” 

“Everything we want’s the dinner, eh ? That’s the way you 

work It ” 

“I can give you ham and eggs, bacon and eggs, liver - 
“I’ll take ham and eggs,” the man called A1 said. He wore a 
derby hat and a black overcoat buttoned across the chest. His 
face was small and white and he had tight lips. He wore a silk 
muffler and gloves. 

“Give me bacon and eggs,” said the other man. He was about 
the same size as Al. Their faces were different, but they were 
dressed like twms. Both wore overcoats too tight for them. 
They sat leaning forward, their elbows on the counter. 

“Got anything to drmk Al asked. 

“Silver beer, bevo, ginger-ale,” George said. 

“I mean you got anythmg to drink?’' 

“Just those I said ” 

“This IS a hot town,” said the other. “What do they call 
it?” 

“Summit.” 

“Ever hear of it.?” Al asked his friend. 

“No,” said the friend. 

“What do you do here nights ?” Al asked. 

“They eat the dmner,” his friend said. “They all come here 
and eat the big dinner.” 

“That’s right,” George said. 

“So you think that’s right?” Al asked George. 

“Sure.” 

“You’re a pretty bright boy, aren’t you?” 

“Sure,” said George. 

“Well, you’re not,” said the other little man “Is he, Al?” 

“He’s dumb,” said Al. He turned to Nick “What’s your 
name?” 

“Adams ” 

Another bright boy, Al said. “Ain’t he a bright boy, Max ?” 
“The town’s full of bright boys,” Max said. 

George put the two platters, one of ham and eggs, the other of 
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bacon and eggs, on the counter. He set down two side-dishes of 
fried potatoes and closed the wicket into the kitchen. 

“Which IS yours he asked Al. 

“Don’t you remember.'^” 

“Ham and eggs.” 

“Just a bright boy,” Max said. He leaned forward and took 
the ham and eggs. Both men ate with their gloves on. George 
watched them eat. 

“What are you lookmg it Max looked at George. 

“Nothmg.” 

“The hell you were. You were looking at me.” 

“Maybe the boy meant it for a joke. Max,” Al said. 

George laughed. 

“'You don’t have to laugh,” Max said to him. “You don’t have 
to laugh at all, see 

“All right,” said George. 

“So he thmks it’s all right.” Max turned to Al. “He thinks 
It’s all right. That’s a good one.” 

“Oh, he’s a thmker,” Al said They went on eating. 

“What’s the bright boy’s name down the counter Al asked 
Max. 

“Hey, bright boy,” Max said to Nick. “You go around on the 
other side of the counter with your boy friend.” 

“What’s the idea Nick asked. 

“There isn’t any idea.” 

“You better go around, bright boy,” Al said. Nick went 
around behind the counter. 

“What’s the idea George asked. 

“None of your damn busmess,” Al said. “Who s out in the 
kitchen 

“The nigger.” 

“What do you mean the nigger 

“The nigger that cooks.” 

“Tell him to come in.” 

“What’s the idea 

“Tell him to come in.” 
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“Where do you think you arc?” 

“We know damn well where we are,” the man called Max 

said. “Do we look silly ?” 

“You talk silly,” Al said to him. “What the hell do you argue 
with this kid for? Listen,” he said to George, tell the nigger 
to come out here.” 

“What are you going to do to him ?” < 

“Nothing. Use your head, bright boy. What would we do to 
a nigger ?” 

George opened the slit that opened back into the kitchen. 
“Sam,” he called. “Come in here a minute.” 

The door to the kitchen opened and the nigger came m. 
“What was it?” he asked. The two men at the counter took a 
look at him. 

“All right, nigger. You stand right there,” Al said. 

Sam, the nigger, standing m his apron, looked at the two 
men sitting at the counter. “Yes, sir,” he said. Al got down from 
his stool. 

“I’m gomg back to the kitchen with tlie nigger and blight 
boy,” he said. “Go on back to the kitchen, nigger. You go with 
him, bright boy.” The little man walked after Nick and Sam, 
the cook, back into the kitchen. The door shut after them The 
man called Max sat at the counter opposite George. He didn't 
look at George but looked in the mirror that ran along back of 
the counter. Henry’s had been made over from a saloon mto a 
lunch-counter. 

“Well, bright boy,” Max said, looking mto the mirror, “why 
don’t you say something ?” 

“What’s it all about ?” 

“Hey, Al,” Max called, “bright boy wants to know what it’s 
all about ” 

Why don’t you tell him ?” Al’s voice came from the kitchen. 
“What do you think it’s all about ?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“What do you think ?” 

Max looked into the mirror all the time he was talking. 
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“I wouldn’t say.” 

“Hey, AI, bright boy says he wouldn’t say what he thinks 
It’s all about.” 

“I can hear you, all right,” Al said from the kitchen. He had 
propped open the slit that dishes passed through into the 
kitchen with a catsup bottle “Listen, bright boy,” he said from 
the kitchen to George. “Stand a little further along the bar. You 
move a little to the left. Max.” He was like a photographer 
arranging for a group picture 

“Talk to me, bright boy,” Max said “What do you think’s 
gomg to happen 

George did not say anything. 

“I’ll tell you,” Max said. “We’re gomg to kill a Swede. Do 
you know a big Swede named Ole Andreson 

“Yes.” 

“He comes here to eat every night, don’t he 

“Sometimes he comes here.” 

“He comes here at six o’clock, don’t he ?” 

“If he comes.” 

“We know all that, bright boy,” Max said. “Talk about some, 
thing else. Ever go to the movies 

“Once in a while.” 

“You ought to go to the movies more. The movies are fine 
for a bright boy like you ” 

“What are you gomg to kill Ole Andreson for ? What did he 
ever do to you.?” 

“He never had a chance to do anything to us He never even 
seen us.” 

“And he’s only gomg to see us once,’ Al said from the 
kitchen. 

“What are you gomg to kill him for, then ? George asked. 

“We’re killing him for a friend. Just to oblige a friend, bright 
boy.” 

“Shut up,” said Al from the kitchen. “You talk too goddam 
much.” 

“Well, I got to keep bright boy amused Don 1 1, bright boy ? 
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“You talk too damn much ” Al said. “The nigger and ray 
bright boy are amused by themselves I got them tied up like a 
couple of girl friends m the convent.” 

“I suppose you were in a convent?” 

“You never know.” 

“You were in a kosher convent. That’s where you were.” 
George looked up at the clock. 

“If anybody comes in you tell them the cook is off, and if 
they keep after it, you tell them you’ll go back and cook your- 
self. Do you get that, bright boy 
“All right,” George said. “What you going to do with us 
afterward?” 

“That’ll depend,” Max said. “Tliat’s one of those things you 
never know at the time.” 

George looked up at the clock It was a quarter past six. The 
door from the street opened. A street-car motorman ca'me m. 
“Hello, George,” he said “Can I get supper ?” 

“Sam’s gone out,” George said. “He’ll be back m about half 
an hour.” 

“I’d better go up the street,” tlie motorman said. George 
looked at tlie clock. It was twenty minutes past six. 

“That was nice, bright boy,” Max said. “You’re a regular lit- 
tle gentleman.” 

“He knew I’d blow his head off,” Al said from the kitchen. 
“No,” said Max. “It am’t that Bright boy is nice. He’s a nice 
boy. I like him.” 

At six-fifty-five George said: “He’s not coming.” 

Two other people had been m the lunch-room. Once George 
had gone out to the kitchen and made a ham-and-egg sand- 
wich “to go” that a man wanted to take with him. Inside the 
kitchen he saw Al, his derby hat tipped back, sittmg on a stool 
beside the wicket with the muzzle of a sawed-off shotgun rest- 
ing on the ledge. Nick and the cook were back to back m the 
corner, a towel tied m each of their mouths George had cooked 
the sandwich, wrapped it up m oiled paper, put it m a bag, 
brought it in, and the man had paid for it and gone out. 
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“Bright boy can do everything,” Max said. “He can cook and 
every tiling. You’d make some girl a nice wife, bright boy.” 

“Yes?” George said. “Your friend, Ole Andreson, isn’t going 
to come.” 

“We’ll give him ten minutes,” Max said. 

Max watched the mirror and the clock. The hands of the 
clock marked seven o’clock, and then five minutes past seven. 

“Come on, Al,” said Max. “We better go. He’s not coming.” 

“Better give him five minutes,” Al said from the kitchen. 

In the five minutes a man came in, and George explained 
that the cook was sick. 

“Why the hell don’t you get another cook ?” the man asked. 
“Aren’t you running a lunch-counter?” He went out. 

“Come on, Al,” Max said. 

“What about the two bright boys and the nigger ?” 

“Hiey’re all right.” 

“You think so ?” 

“Sure. We’re through with it.” 

“I don’t like it,” said Al. “It’s sloppy. You talk too much.’ 

“Oh, what the hell,” said Max. “We got to keep amused, 
haven’t we?” 

“You talk too much, all the same,” Al said. He came out from 
the kitchen. The cut-off barrels of the shotgun made a slight 
bulge under the waist of his too tight-fitting overcoat. He 
straightened his coat with his gloved hands 

“So long, bright boy,” he said to George. “You got a lot of 
luck.” : 

“That’s the truth,” Max said. “You ought to play the races, 
bright boy.” 

The two of them went out the door. George watched them, 
tlirough the wmdow, pass under the arc-light and cross the 
street. In their tight overcoats and derby hats they looked like 
a vaudeville team. George went back through the swmging- 
door into the kitchen and untied Nick and the cook. ^ 

“I don’t want any more of that,” said Sam, the cook. I don t , 
want any more of that.” 



THE KILLERS 


384 

Nick stood up He had never had a towel in his mouth be- 
fore. 

“Say” lie said. “What the hell?” He was trying to swagger 

It olf- 

“They were going to kill Ole Andreson,” George said. “They 
were going to shoot him when he came in to eat.” 

“Ole Andreson?” 

“Sure ” 

The cook felt the corners of his mouth with his thumbs. 
“They all gone ?” he asked. 

“Yeah,” said George. “They’re gone now.” 

“I don’t like it,” said the cook. “I don’t like any of it at all.” 
“Listen,” George said to Nick. “You better go see Ole An- 
dreson.” 

“All right.” 

“You better not have anything to do with it at all,” Sam, the 
cook, said. “You better stay way out of it.” 

“Don’t go if you don’t want to,” George said. 

“Mixing up in this am’t going to get you anywhere,” the 
cook said. “You stay out of it.” 

“I’ll go see him,” Nick said to George “Where does he live?” 
The cook turned away. 

“Little boys always know what they want to do,” he said. 
“He lives up at Hirsch’s rooming-house,” George said to Nick. 
“I’ll go up there.” 

Outside the arc-light shone through the bare branches of a 
tree Nick walked up the street beside the car-tracks and turned 
at the next arc-light down a side-street. Three houses up the 
street was Hirsch’s roommg-house Nick walked up the two 
steps and pushed the bell. A woman came to the door. 

“Is Ole Andreson here?” 

‘Do you want to see him?” 

“Yes, if he’s in.” 

Nick followed the woman up a flight of stairs and back to 
the end of a corridor She knocked on the door. 

“Who is it?” 
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“It’s somebody to see you, Mr. Andreson,” the woman said. 

“It’s Nick Adams.” 

“Come in.” 

Nick opened the door and went mto the room. Ole Andreson 
was lying on the bed with all his clothes on. He had been a 
heavyweight prizefighter and he was too long for the bed. He 
lay widi his head on two pillows. He did not look at Nick. 

“What was it ?” he asked. 

“I was up at Henry’s,” Nick said, “and two fellows came in 
and tied up me and the cook, and they said they were going 
to kill you.” 

It sounded silly when he said it. Ole Andreson said nothing. 

“They put us out in the kitchen,” Nick went on. “They were 
going to shoot you when you came in to supper.” 

Ole Andreson looked at the wall and did not say anythmg. 

“George thought I better come and tell you about it.” 

“There isn’t anything I can do about it,” Ole Andreson said. 

“I’ll tell you what they were like.” 

“I don’t want to know what they were like,” Ole Andreson 
said. He looked at the wall. “Thanks for commg to tell me 
about It.” 

“Tliat’s all right.” 

Nick looked at the big man lying on the bed 

“Don’t you want me to go and see the police 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “That wouldn’t do any good. 

“Isn’t there something I could do 

“No. Tliere am’t anything to do.” 

“Maybe it was just a bluff.” 

“No. It ain’t just a bluff ” 

Ole Andreson rolled over toward the wall. 

“The only thmg is,” he said, talking toward the wall,^^ I just 
can’t make up my mind to go out I been in here all day. 

“Couldn’t you get out of town 

“No,” Ole Andreson said. “I’m through with all that running 
around.” 

He looked at the wall. 
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“There ain’t anything to do now.” 

“Couldn’t you fix it up some way ?” 

“No. I got m wrong.” He talked in the same flat voice. 
“There am’t anythmg to do. After a while I’ll make up my 
mind to go out.” 

“I better go back and see George,” Nick said. 

“So long ” said Ole Andreson. He did not look toward Nick. 
“Thanks for coming around.” 

Nick went out. As he shut the door he saw Ole Andreson 
with all his clothes on, lying on the bed looking at the wall. 

“He’s been in his room all day,” the landlady said down-stairs. 
“I guess he don’t feel well. I said to him: ‘Mr. Andreson, you 
ought to go out and take a walk on a nice fall day like this," 
but he didn’t feel like it.” 

“He doesn’t want to go out.” 

“I’m sorry he don’t feel well,” the woman said. “He’s an aw- 
fully nice man. He was in tlie ring, you know.” 

“I know It.” 

“You’d never know it except from the way his face is,” the 
woman said They stood talkmg just inside the street door. 
“He’s just as gentle ” 

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Hirsch,” Nick said. 

“I’m not Mrs. Hirsch,” the woman said. “She owns die place. 
I just look after it for her. I’m Mrs. Bell.” 

“Well, good-night, Mrs. Bell,” Nick said. 

“Good-night,” the woman said. 

Nick walked up the dark street to the corner under the arc- 
light, and then along the car-tracks to Henry’s eatmg-house. 
George was inside, back of the counter. 

“Did you see Ole?” 

“Yes,” said Nick. “He’s m his room and he won’t go out.” 
The cook opened the door from the kitchen when he heard 
Nick’s voice. 

“I don’t even listen to it,” he said and shut the door. 

“Did you tell him about it ?” George asked. 

“Sure. I told him but he knows what it’s all about.” 
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lie going to do?” 

‘‘Nothing.” 

“They’ll kill him.” 

“I guess they will.” 

“He must have got mixed up in somcthmg in Chicago ” 

“I guess so,” said Nick. 

“It’s a hell of a thing.” 

“It’s an awful thing,” Nick said. 

They did not say anything. George reached down for a towel 
and wiped the counter. 

“I wonder what he did ?” Nick said. 

“Double-crossed somebody. That’s what they kill them lor” 
“I’m going to get out of this town,” Nick said 
“Yes,” said George. “Tliat’s a good thing to do.” 

“I can’t stand to think about him waiting in the room 'ind 
knowing he’s going to get it. It’s too damned awful.” 

“Well,” said George, “you better not thmk about it.” 


i 
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The road o£ the pass was hard and smooth and not yet dusty 
ui tlie early morning Below v/ere tlie hills with oak and chest- 
nut trees, and far away below was the sea. On the other side 
were snowy mountains. 

We came down from the pass through wooded country. 
There were bags of charcoal piled beside the road, and through 
the trees we saw charcoal-burners’ huts. It was Sunday and the 
road, iismg and falling, but always dropping away fro'm the 
altitude of the pass, went through the scrub woods and through 
villages. 

Outside the villages there were fields with vines. The fields 
were brown and the vines coarse and thick. The houses were 
white, and m the streets the men, m their Sunday clothes, were 
playing bowls Against the walls of some of the houses there 
were pear trees, their branches candelabraed against the white 
walls. The pear trees had been sprayed, and the walls of the 
houses were stained a metallic blue-green by the spray vapor. 
There were small clearings around the villages where the vines 
grew, and then the woods. 

In a village, twenty kilometres above Spezia, there was a 
crowd in the square, and a young man carrying a suitcase came 
up to the car and asked us to take him in to Spezia. 

“There are only two places, and they are occupied,” I said. 
We had an old Ford coupe. 

“I will ride on the outside.” 

“You will be uncomfortable.” 

“That makes nothmg. I must go to Spezia ” 

388 
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“Should we take him I asked Guy. 

“He seems to be going anyway,” Guy said. The young man 
handed m a parcel through the wmdow. 

“Look after this,” he said. Two men tied his suitcase on the 
back of the car, above our suitcases. He shook hands with every 
one, explained that to a Fascist and a man as used to travelling 
as himself there was no discomfort, and climbed up on the run- 
ning-board on the left-hand side of the car, holding on inside, 
his right arm through the open window. 

“You can start,” he said. The crowd waved. He waved with 
his free hand. 

“What did he say Guy asked me. 

“That we could start.” 

“Isn’t he nice Guy said. 

The road followed a river. Across the river were mountains. 
The sun was taking the frost out of the grass. It was bright and 
cold and the air came through the open wind-shield. 

“How do you think he likes it out there?” Guy was looking 
up the road. His view out of his side of the car was blocked by 
our guest. The young man projected from the side of the car 
like the figurehead of a ship. He had turned his coat collar up 
and pulled his hat down and his nose looked cold m the wind. 

“Maybe he’ll get enough of it,” Guy said ‘ That s the side our 

bum tire’s on.” , 

“Oh, he’d leave us if we blew out,” I said. “He wouldn t get 

his travellmg-clothes dirty.” , 

“Well, I don’t mmd him,” Guy said-“except the way he 

leans out on the turns.” , 

The woods were gone; the road had left the river to c im , 
the radiator was boiling; the young man looked annoye y an 
suspiciously at the steam and rusty water; the engine was ^in 
mg, with both Guy’s feet on the first-speed pedak up and up, 
back and forth and up, and, finally, out level Tlie ^in mg 
stopped, and m the new quiet there was a great c urnm^, 
bubblmg in the radiator. We were at the top of the last range 
above Spezia and the sea. The road descended with s ort, arc y 
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rounded turns. Our guest hung out on the turns and nearly 
pulled the top-heavy car over. 

‘Tou can’t tell him not to” I said to Guy. “It’s his sense of 
self-preservation.” 

“The great Italian sense.” 

“The greatest Italian sense.” 

We came dov^n around curves, through deep dust, the dust 
powdering the olive trees. Spezia spread below along the sea. 
The road flattened outside the town. Our guest put his head in 
the window. 

“I want to stop.” 

“Stop It,” I said to Guy. 

We slowed up, at the side of the road. The young man got 
down, went to the back of the car and untied the suitcase. 

“I stop here, so you won’t get mto trouble carrying pas- 
sengers,” he said. “My package.” 

I handed him the package. He reached in his pocket, 

“How much do I owe you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Why not?” 

“I don’t know,” I said. 

“Then thanks,” the young man said, not “thank you,” or 
“thank you very much,” or “thank you a thousand times,” all 
of which you formerly said in Italy to a man when he handed 
you a time-table or explamed about a direction. The young man 
uttered the’ lowest form of the word “thanks” and looked after 
us suspiciously as Guy started the car. I waved my hand at him, 
He was too dignified to reply. We went on into Spezia. 

That’s a young man that will go a long way m Italy,” I 
said to Guy. 

“Well,” said Guy, “he went twenty kilometres with us.” 

A MEAL IN SPEZIA 

We came into Spezia lookmg for a place to eat. The street 
was wide and the houses high and yellow. We followed the 
tram-track into the center of town. On the walls of the houses 
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were stencilled eye-bugging portraits of Mussolini, with hand- 
painted “vivas,” the double V m black paint with drippings of 
paint down the wall. Side-streets went down to the harbor. It 
was bright and the people were all out for Sunday. The stone 
paving had been sprinkled and tliere were damp stretches in the 
dust. We went close to the curb to avoid a tram. 

“Let’s eat somewhere simple,” Guy said. 

We stopped opposite two restaurant signs. We were standing 
across the street and I was buymg the papers. The two res> 
taurants were side by side. A woman standing in the doorway 
of one smiled at us and we crossed the street and went in. 

It was dark mside and at the back of the room three girls 
were sitting at a table with an old woman. Across from us, at 
another table, sat a sailor. He sat there neither eating nor drink- 
ing. Further back, a young man m a blue suit was writing at a 
table. His hair was pomaded and shimng and he was very 
smartly dressed and clean-cut looking. 

The light came through the doorway, and through the win- 
dow where vegetables, fruit, steaks, and chops were arranged 
in a show-case. A girl came and took our order and another 
girl stood in the doorway We noticed that she wore nothing 
under her house dress The girl who took our order put her 
arm around Guy’s neck while we were looking at the menu 
There were three girls m all, and they all took turns going and 
standmg in the doorway. The old woman at the table in the 
back of the room spoke to them and they sat down again with 
her. 

There was no doorway leading from the room except into the 
kitchen. A curtain hung over it. The girl who had taken our 
order came m from the kitchen with spaghetti. She put it 01^ 
the table and brought a bottle of red wine and sat down at the 
table. 

“Well,” I said to Guy, “you wanted to eat some place 
simple.” 

“This isn’t simple This is complicated.” 

“What do you say^” asked the girl. “Are you Germans 
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“South Germans/’ I said. “The South Germans are a gentle, 
lovable people.” 

“Don’t understand,” she said. 

“"What’s the mechanics of this place?” Guy asked. “Do I 
have to let her put her arm around my neck ?” 

“Certainly,” I said. “Mussolmi has abolished the brotliels. 
This IS a restaurant.” 

The girl wore a one-piece dress. She leaned forward against 
the table and put her hands on her breasts and smiled She 
smiled better on one side than on the otlier and turned the good 
side toward us. The charm of the good side had been enhanced 
by some event which had smoothed the other side of her nose 
m, as warm wax can be smoothed. Her nose, however, did not 
look like warm wax. It was very cold and firmed, only 
smoothed m. “You like me?” she asked Guy. 

“He adores you,” I said. “But he doesn’t speak Italian.” 

“Ich spreche Deutsch,” she said, and stroked Guy’s hair. 
“Speak to the lady m your native tongue, Guy.” 

“Where do you come from?” asked the lady. 

“Potsdam.” 

“And you will stay here now for a httle while ?” 

“In this so dear Spezia?” I asked. 

“Tell her we have to go,” said Guy. “Tell her we are very ill, 
and have no money,” 

“My friend is a misogynist,” I said, “an old German misogy- 
nist.” 

“Tell him I love him.” 

I told him. 

“Will you shut your mouth and get us out of here ?” Guy 
said The lady had placed another arm around his neck “Tell 
him he is mme,” she said. I told him. 

“Will you get us out of here ?” 

You are quarrellmg,” the lady said. “You do not love one 
another.” 

Wc are Germans,” I said proudly, “old South Germans.” 
Tell him he is a beautiful boy,” the lady said. Guy is t hir ty- 
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eight and takes some pride in the fact that he is taken for a 
travelling salesman in France. “You are a beautiful boy,” I said. 

'‘Who says so?” Guy asked, “you or her?” 

“She does. Fm just your interpreter. Isn’t that what you got 
me in on this trip for ?” 

“I’m glad it*s her,” said Guy. “I didn’t want to have to leave 
you here too.” 

“I don’t know. Spezia’s a lovely place.” 

“Spezia,” the lady said. “You are talkmg about Spezia.” 

“Lovely place,” I said. 

“It is my countr}^,” she said. “Spezia is my home and Italy is 
my country.” 

“She says that Italy is her country.” 

“Tell her it looks like her country,” Guy said. 

“What have you for dessert ?” I asked. 

“Fruit,” she said. “We have bananas.” 

“Bananas are all right,” Guy said. “They’ve got skins on.” 

“Oh, he takes bananas,” the lady said. She embraced Guy. 

“What does she say?” he asked, keeping his face out of the 
way. 

“She is pleased because you take bananas.” 

“Tell her I don’t take bananas.” 

“The Signor does not take bananas.” 

“Ah,” said the lady, crestfallen, “he doesn’t take bananas.” 

“Tell her I take a cold bath every morning,” Guy said. 

“The Signor takes a cold bath every morning.” 

“No understand,” the lady said. 

Across from us, the property sailor had not moved. No one 
in the place paid any attention to him. 

“We want the bill,” I said. 

“Oh, no. You must stay.” 

“Listen,” the clean-cut young man said from the table where 
he was writing, “let them go. These two are worth nothing 

The lady took my hand. “You won’t stay ? You won t ask him 
to stay?” 

“We have to go,” I said. “We have to get to Pisa, or if pos- 



sible, Firenze, tonight. We can amuse ourselves in those cities 
at the end o£ the day. It is now the day. In the day we must 

cover distance.” 

“To stay a little while is nice.” 

“To travel is necessary durmg the light of day.” 

“Listen,” the clean-cut young man said. “Don’t bother to 
talk with these two. I tell you they are worth nothing and I 
know.” 

“Brmg us the bill,” I said. She brought the bill from the old 
woman and went back and sat at the table. Another girl came 
in from the kitchen. She walked the length of the room and 
stood in the doorway. 

“Don’t bother with these two,” the clean-cut young man said 
in a weaned voice. “Come and eat. They are worth nothing.” 

We paid the bill and stood up. All the girls, the old woman, 
and the clean-cut young man sat down at table together. The 
property sailor sat with his head in his hands. No one had 
spoken to him all the time we were at lunch. The girl brought 
us our change that the old woman counted out for her and 
went back to her place at the table. We left a tip on the table 
and went out. When we were seated in the car ready to start, 
die girl came out and stood in the door. We started and I waved 
to her. She did not wave, but stood there looking after us. 

AFTER THE RAIN 

It was raining hard when we passed through the suburbs of 
Genoa and, even going very slowly behmd the tram-cars and 
the motor trucks, hquid mud splashed on to the sidewalks, so 
that people stepped mto doorways as they saw us commg. In 
San Pier d’ Arena, the industrial suburb outside of Genoa, there 
is a wide street with two car-tracks and we drove down the 
center to avoid sendmg the mud on to the men going home 
from work. On our left was the Mediterranean. There was a 
big sea running and waves broke and the wind blew the spray 
against the car. A river-bed that, when we had passed, gomg 
into Italy, had been wide, stony and dry, was running brown, 
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and up to the banks. The brown water discolored the sea and 
as the waves thinned and cleared in breaking, the light came 
through the yellow water and the crests, detached by the wmd, 
blew across the road. 

A big car passed us, going fast, and a sheet of muddy water 
rose up and over our wmd-shicld and radiator. The automatic 
wind-shield cleaner moved back and forth, spreading the film 
over the glass. We stopped and ate lunch at Sestri. There was 
no heat in the restaurant and we kept our hats and coats on. 
We could see the car outside, dirough tlie v/mdow. It was cov- 
ered with mud and was stopped beside some boats that had been 
pulled up beyond the waves. In the restaurant you could see 
your breath. 

The asciuta was good ; the wine tasted of alum, and we 
poured water in it. Afterward the waiter brought beefsteak and 
fried potatoes. A man and a woman sat at the far end of the 
restaurant. He was middle-aged and she was young and wore 
black. All during the meal she would blow out her breath in 
the cold damp air. The man would look at it and shake his 
head. They ate without talkmg and the man held her hand un- 
der the table. She was good-lookmg and they seemed very sad. 
They had a travelling-bag with them 

We had the papers and I read the account of the Shanghai 
fighting aloud to Guy. After the meal, he left with the waiter 
in search for a place which did not exist in the restaurant, and 
I cleaned off the wind-shield, the lights and the license plates 
with a rag. Guy came back and we backed the car out and 
started. The waiter had taken him across the road and into an 
old house. The people in the house were suspicious and the 
waiter had remained with Guy to see nothing was stolen. 

“Although I don’t know how, me not bemg a plumber, they 

expected me to steal anythmg,” Guy said. 

As we came up on a headland beyond the town, the wind 

struck the car and nearly tipped it over. 

“It’s good It blows us away from the sea,” Guy said. 

“Well,” I said, “they drowned Shelley somewhere along here.” 
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“That was down by Viareggio,” Guy said. “Do you remem- 
ber what we came to this country for ? 

“Yes,” I said, “but we didn’t get it.” 

“We’ll be out of it tonight.” 

“If we can get past Ventimiglia.” 

“We’ll see. I don’t like to drive this coast at night.” It was 
early afternoon and tlie sun was out. Below, tlie sea was blue 
with whitecaps running toward Savona. Back, beyond tlie cape, 
the brown and blue water joined. Out ahead of us, a tramp 
steamer was gomg up the coast. 

“Can you still see Genoa?” Guy asked. 

“Oh, yes.” 

“That next big cape ought to put it out of sight.” 

“We’ll see it a long time yet. I can still see Portofino Cape be- 
hind it.” 

Finally we could not see Genoct. I looked back as we came 
out and there was only die sea, and below, in the bay, a Ime of 
beach with fishmg-boats and above, on the side of the hill, a 
town and then capes far down the coast. 

“It’s gone now,” I said to Guy. 

“Oh, It’s been gone a long time now.” 

“But we couldn't be sure till we got way out.” 

There was a sign with a picture of an S-turn and Svolta Peri- 
colosa. The road curved around the headland and the wind 
blew through the crack m the wmd-shield. Below the cape was 
a flat stretch beside the sea. The wind had dried the mud and 
the wheels were begmnmg to lift dust. On the flat road we 
passed a Fascist riding a bicycle, a heavy revolver in a holster 
on his back. He held the middle of the road on his bicycle and 
we turned out for him. He looked up at us as we passed. Ahead 
there was a railway crossing, and as we came toward it the 
gates went down. 

As we waited, the Fascist came up on his bicycle. The tram 
went by and Guy started the engine. 

“Wait,” the bicycle man shouted from behmd the car. “Your 
numoer’s dirty.” 
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I got out with a rag. The number had been cleaned at lunch. 

“You can read it,”I said. 

“You think so?” 

“Read it.” 

“I cannot read it. It is dirty.” 

I wiped it off with the rag. 

“How’s that?” 

“Twenty-five lire.” 

“What I said. “You could have read it. It’s only dirty from 
the state of the roads.” 

“You don’t like Italian roads ?” 

“Tliey are dirty.” 

“Fifty lire.” He spat m the road. “Your car is dirty and you 
are dirty too.” 

“Good. And give me a receipt with your name.” 

He took out a receipt book, made in duplicate, and perfo- 
rated, so one side could be given to the customer, and the other 
side filled in and kept as a stub. There was no carbon to record 
what the customer’s ticket said. 

“Give me fifty lire.” 

He wrote in indelible pencil, tore out the slip and handed it 
to me. I read it. 

“This is for twenty-five lire.” 

“A mistake,” he said, and changed the twenty-five to fifty. 

“And now the other side. Make it fifty in the part you keep.” 

He smiled a beautiful Italian smile and wrote somethmg on 
the receipt stub, holding it so I could not see. 

“Go on,” he said, “before your number gets dirty again ’ 

We drove for two hours after it was dark and slept m Men- 
tone that night. It seemed very cheerful and clean and sane 
and lovely. We had driven from Ventimiglia to Pisa and Flor- 
ence, across the Romagna to Rimmi, back through Forh, 

Bologna, Parma, Piacenza and Genoa, to Ventimiglia again. T e 
whole trip had taken only ten days. Naturally, in such as ort 
trip, we had no opportunity to see how thmgs were with the 
country or the people. 
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“How ARE you going yourself, Jack?” I asked him. 

“You seen this, Walcott?” he says. 

“Just in the gym.” 

“Well,” Jack says, “I’m going to need a lot of luck with 
that boy.” 

“He can’t hit you, Jack,” Soldier said. 

“I wish to hell he couldn’t.” 

“He couldn’t hit you with a handful of bird-shot.” 
“Bird-shot’d be all right,” Jack says. “I wouldn’t mmd bird- 
shot any.” 

“He looks easy to hit,” I said. 

“Sure,” Jack says, “he ain’t going to last long. He ain’t going 
to last like you and me, Jerry. But right now he’s got every- 
thing.” 

“You’ll left-hand him to death.” 

“Mavbe,” Jack says. “Sure. I got a chance to.” 

“Handle him like you handled Kid Lewis.” 

“Kid Lewis,” Jack said. “That kikel” 

The three of us, Jack Brennan, Soldier Bartlett, and I were 
in Hanley’s. There were a couple of broads sittmg at the next 
table to us. They had been drmkmg. 

“What do you mean, kike?” one of the broads says. “What 
do you mean, kike, you big Irish bum ?” 

“Sure,” Jack says. “That’s it.” 

“Kikes,” this broad goes on. “They’re always talking about 
kikes, these big Irishmen. What do you mean, kikes ?” 

“Come on. Let’s get out of here.” 

“Kikes,” this broad goes on. “Whoever saw you ever buy a 

398 
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drink Your wife sews your pockets up every morning. These 
Irishmen and their kikes * Ted Lewis could lick you too.” 

“Sure,” Jack says. “And you give away a lot of thmgs free 
too, don’t you 

We went out. That was Jack. He could say what he wanted 
to when he wanted to say it. 

Jack started training out at Danny Hogan’s health farm over 
m Jersey. It was nice out there but Jack didn’t like it much 
He didn’t like being away from his wife and the kids, and 
he was sore and grouchy most of the time. He Idced me and 
we got along fine together; and he liked Hogan, but after a 
while Soldier Bartlett commenced to get on his nerves. A 
kidder gets to be an awful thmg around a camp if his stuff 
goes sort of sour. Soldier was always kidding Jack, just sort 
of kidding him all the time. It wasn’t very funny and it 
wasn’t very good, and it began to get to Jack. It was sort of 
stuff like this. Jack would finish up with the weights and 
the bag and pull on the gloves. 

“You want to work*^” he’d say to Soldier. 

“Sure. How you want me to work'’” Soldier would ask. 
’Want me to treat you rough like Walcott Want me to knock 
you down a few times?” 

“That’s it,” Jack would say. He didn’t like it any, though. 

One morning we were all out on the road. We d been out 
quite a way and now we were coming back. We d go along ast 
for three mmutes and then walk a minute, and then 
three minutes agam. Jack wasn’t ever what you wou ca a 
sprmter. He’d move around fast enough in the rir^ e a 
m, but he wasn’t any too fast on the road. All t e time we 
were walking Soldier was kiddmg him. We came up t e 

to the farmhouse. ^ , » 

“Well,” says Jack, “you better go back to town. Soldier. 

“What do you mean?” „ 

“You better go back to town and stay there. 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I’m sick of hearing you talk.” 
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“Yes^” says Soldier. 

“Yes,” says Jack. 

“You’ll be a damn sight sicker when Walcott gets tlirough 

with you.” 

“Sure,” says Jack, “maybe I will. But I know I’m sick of 
you.” 

So Soldier went off on the tram to town that same morn- 
ing I went down with him to the tram. He was good and 
sore. 

“I was just kidding him,” he said. We were waiting on the 
platform. “He can’t pull that stuff with me, Jerry.” 

“He’s nervous and crabby,” I said. “He’s a good fellow. 
Soldier.” 

“The hell he is. The hell he’s ever been a good fellow.” 
“Well,” I said, “so long. Soldier.” 

The tram had come m. He climbed up with his bag. 

“So long, Jerry,” he says. 'Tou be in town before the fight.?” 
“I don’t thmk so.” 

- “See you then.” 

He went in and the conductor swung up and the tram 
went out. I rode back to the farm in the cart. Jack was on the 
porch writing a letter to his wife. The mail had come and I 
got the papers and went over on the other side of the porch 
and sat down to read. Hogan came out the door and walked 
over to me. 

“Did he have a jam with Soldier?” 

“Not a jam,” I said “He just told him to go back to town.” 
“I could see it coming,” Hogan said. “He never hked Soldier 
much.” 

“No. He don’t like many people.” 

“He’s a pretty cold one,” Hogan said. 

“Well, he’s always been fine to me.” 

“Me too,” Hogan said. “I got no kick on him. He’s a cold 
one, though.” 

Hogan went in through the screen door and I sat there 
on the porch and read the papers. It was just starting to get 
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fall weather and it’s nice country there in Jersey, up m the 
Mis, and after I read the paper through I sat there and 
looked out at the country and the road down below against 
the woods with cars going along it, lifting the dust up It 
was fine weather and pretty nice-looking country. Hogan 
came to the door and I said, “Say, Hogan, haven’t you got 
anything to shoot out here 

“No,” Hogan said. “Only sparrows.” 

“Seen the paper I said to Hogan. 

“What’s m It?” 

“Sande booted three of them m yesterday.” 

“I got that on the telephone last night” 

“You follow them pretty close, Hogan?” I asked. 

“Oh, I keep in touch with them,” Hogan said. 

“How about Jack?” I says. “Does he still play them?” 

“Him?” said Hogan. “Can you see him doing it?” 

Just then Jack came around the corner with the letter m 
his Ijand. He’s wearing a sweater and an old pair of pants and 
boxing shoes. 

“Got a stamp, Hogan ?” he asks 

“Give me the letter,” Hogan said. “I’ll mail it for you.” 

“Say, Jack,” I said, “didn’t you used to play the ponies ?” 

“Sure.” 

“I knew you did. I knew I used to see you out at Sheeps- 
head.” 

“What did you lay off them for?” Hogan asked. 

“Lost money.” 

Jack sat down on the poich by me He leaned back against 
a post He shut his eyes m the sun. 

“Want a chair?” Hogan asked 

“No,” said Jack “This is fine.” 

“It’s a nice day,” I said. “It’s pretty nice out in the coun- 
try.” 

“I’d a damn sight ratlier be in town widi tlic wife ” 

“Well, you only got another week ” 

“Yes,” Jack says. “That’s so.” 
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We sat there on the porch. Hogan was inside at the office. 
“What do you think about the shape I’m m?” Jack asked 
me. 

“Well, you can’t tell,” I said. “You got a week to get around 
into form.” 

“Don’t stall me.” 

“Well,” I said, “you’re not right.” 

“I’m not sleeping,” Jack said. 

“You’ll be all right in a couple of days.” 

“No,” says Jack, “I got the msomnia.” 

“What’s on your mind 
“I miss the wife.” 

“Have her come out.” 

“No I’m too old for that.” 

“We’ll take a long walk before you turn in and get you 
good and tired.” 

“Tiredl” Jack says. “I’m tired all the time.” 

He was that way all week. He wouldn’t sleep at night and 
he d get up in the morning feeling that way, you know, when 
you can’t shut your hands. 

“He’s stale as poorhouse cake,” Hogan said. “He’s noth- 
ing.” 

“I never seen Walcott,” I said. 

him, said Hogan. “He’ll tear him m two.” 

^^Well, I said, everybody’s got to get it sometime.” 

“Not like this, though,” Hogan said. “They’ll think he 
never trained. It gives the farm a black eye.” 

^^You hear what the reporters said about him 

“Didn’t T They said he was awful. They said they oughtn’t 
to let him fight.” 

^ Well, I said, ‘ they’re always wrong, am’t they 

^ Yes, said Hogan. ‘But this time they’re right.” 

What the hell do they know about whether a man’s right 
or not? * 

Hogan, “they’re not such fools.” 

All they did was pick Willard at Toledo. This Lardner 
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he’i so wise now, ask him about when he picked Willard at 
Toledo.” ' , 

“Aw, he wasn’t out,” Hogan said. “He only writes the biff 
fights.” 

“I don’t care who they are,” I said. “What the hell do they 
know^^ They can write maybe, but what the hell do they 
know f*” 

“You don’t think Jack’s in any shape, do you Hogan asked. 

“No. He’s through. All he needs is to have Corbett pick 
him to wm for it to be all over.” 

“Well, Corbett’ll pick him,” Hogan says. 

“Sure. He’ll pick him.” 

That night Jack didn’t sleep any either. The next morning 
was the last day before the fight. After breakfast we were out 
on the porch agam. 

“What do you thmk about, Jack, when you can’t sleep?” I 
said. 

“Oh, I worry,” Jack says. “I worry about property I got up 
in the Bronx, I worry about property I got in Florida. I worry 
about the kids. I worry about the wife. Sometimes I thmk about 
fights. I think about that kike Ted Lewis and I get sore. I got 
some stocks and I worry about them. What the hell don’t I 
think about?” 

“Well,” I said, “tomorrow night it’ll all be over.” 

“Sure,” said Jack. “That always helps a lot, don’t it? That 
just fixes everything all up, I suppose. Sure.” 

He was sore all day. We didn’t do any work Jack just 
moved around a little to loosen up. He shadow-boxed a few 
rounds He didn’t even look good domg that. He skipped 
the rope a little while. He couldn’t sweat 

“He’d be better not to do any work at all,” Hogan said. 
We were standmg watchmg him skip rope. “Don’t he ever 
sweat at all any more?” 

“He can’t sweat.” 

“Do you suppose he’s got the con? He never had any 
trouble making weight, did he?” 
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“No, he hasn’t got any^con. He just hasn’t got anything in- 
side any more.” 

“He ought to sweat,” said Hogan. 

Jack came over, skipping the rope. He was skipping up and 
down m front of us, forward and back, crossmg his arms every 
third time. 

“Well,” he says. “What are you buzzards talkmg about?” 

“I don’t thmk you ought to work any more,” Hogan says, 
“You’ll be stale.” 

“Wouldn’t that be awful?” Jack says and skips away down 
the floor, slappmg the rope hard. 

That afternoon John Collins showed up out at the farm. Jack 
was up in his room. John came out in a car from town. He had 
a couple of friends with him. The car stopped and they all 
got out. 

“Where’s Jack?” John asked me. 

“Up in his room, lying down.” 

“Lymg down?” 

‘Yes,” I said. 

“How is he ?” 


I looked at the two fellows that were with John. 
“They’re friends of his,” John said. 

“He’s pretty bad,” I said. 

“What’s the matter with him?” 

“He don’t sleep.” 

Hell, said John That Irishman could never sleep.’ 
“He isn’t right,” I said. 


Hell, John said. “He’s never right. I’ve had him for tej 
years and he’s never been right yet.” 

The fellows who were with him laughed, 
c ^ shake hands with Mr. Morgan and Mi 

Jacl^”^ J^hn said. This is Mr. Doyle. He’s been tramin; 


“Glad to meet you,” I said. 

Lets go up and see the boy,” the fellow called Morgan 
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me any money in Philadelphia, are you? Why the hell aren’t 
you out here when I ought to have you?” 

“Hogan was here.” 

“Hogan,” Jack says. “Hogan’s as dumb as I am.” 

“Soldier Bahtlett was out here wukking with you for a 
while, wasn’t he?” Steinfelt said to change the subject. 

“Yes, he was out here,” Jack says. “He was out here all 
right.” 

“Say, Jerry,” John said to me. “Would you go and find 
Hogan and tell him we want to see him in about half an 
hour?” 

“Sure,” I said. 

“Why the hell can’t he stick around?” Jack says. “Stick 
around, Jerry.” 

Morgan and Steinfelt looked at each other. 

“Quiet down. Jack,” John said to him. 

“I better go find Hogan,” I said. 

“All right, if you want to go,” Jack says. “None of these guys 
are going to send you away, though.” 

“I’ll go find Hogan,” I said. 

Hogan was out m the gym m the barn. He had a couple of 
his health-farm patients with the gloves on. They neither one 
wanted to hit the other, for fear the other would come back 
and hit him. 

“That’ll do,” Hogan said when he saw me come in. “You 
can stop the slaughter. You gentlemen take a shower and Bruce 
will rub you down.’^ 

They climbed out through the ropes and Hogan came over to 
me. 

“John Collins is out with a couple of friends to see Jack,” 
I said. 

“I saw them come up in the car.” 

“Who arc the two fellows with John?” 

“They’re what you call wise boys,” Hogan said. “Don’f you 
know them two ?” 

“No,” I said. 



FIFTY GRAND 


407 


“That’s Happy Steinfelt and Lew Morgan. They got a pool- 
room.” 

“I been away a long time,” I said. 

“Sure/’ said Hogan. “That Happy Steinfelt’s a big opera- 
tor.” 

“I’ve heard his name,” I said. 

“He’s a pretty smooth boy,” Hogan said “They’re a couple of 
sharpshooters.” 

“Well,” I said. “They want to see us m half an hour.” 

“You mean they don’t want to see us until a half an 
hour 

“That’s it.” 

“Come on in the office,” Hogan said. “To hell with those 
sharpshooters.” 

After about tliirty minutes or so Hogan and I went upstairs. 
We knocked on Jack’s door. They were talking inside the 
room. 

“Wait a minute,” somebody said. 

‘'To hell with that stuff,” Hogan said. “When you want to 
see me I’m down in the office.” 

We heard the door unlock. Steinfelt opened it. 

“Come on in, Hogan,” he says. “We’re all going to have 
a drink.” 

“Well,” says Hogan. “That’s something. 

We went in. Jack was sitting on the bed John and Morgan 
were sitting on a couple of chairs. Steinfelt was standing 


up. 

“You’re a pretty mysterious lot of boys, Hogan sai 

“Hello, Danny,” John says. 

“Hello, Danny,” Morgan says and shakes han s. 

Jack doesn’t say anything. He just ^ Lnna 

He ain’t with the others. He’s all by himself. He was wearing 

old blue jersey and pants and had on oxmg ^ 
needed a shave. Steinfelt and Morgan were r 

9nite a dresser too. Jack sat there looking ris an 
Steinfelt brought out a bottle and Hogan brought in some 
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glasses snd everybody bsd a drink. Jack and I took one and 
the rest ol them went on and had two or three each. 

“Better save some for your ride back,” Hogan said. 

“Don’t you woriy. We got plenty,” Morgan said. 

Jack hadn’t diunk anything since the one drink. He was 
standing up and looking at them. Morgan was sitting on the 
bed where Jack had sat. 

“Have a drink, Jack,” John said and handed him the 
glass and the bottle. 

“No,” Jack said, “I never liked to go to these wakes.” 

They all laughed. Jack didn’t laugh. 

They were all feeling pretty good when they left. Jack stood 
on the porch when they got mto the car. They waved to him. 
“So long,” Jack said. 

We had supper. Jack didn’t say anything all during the meal 
except, “Will you pass me tills'^” or “Will you pass me thatf^” 
The two health-farm patients ate at the same table witli us. 
They were pretty nice fellows After we finished eating we 
went out on the porch. It was dark early. 

“Like to take a walk, Jerry Jack asked. 

“Sure,” I said. 

We put on our coats and started out. It was quite a way 
down to the main road and then we walked along the mam 
road about a mile and a half. Cars kept going by and we would 
pull out to the side until they were past Jack didn’t say any- 
thing. After we had stepped out into the bushes to let a big 
car go by Jack said, “To hell with this walking Come on back 
to Hogan’s.” 

We went along a side road that cut up over the hill and cut 
across the fields back to Hogan’s. We could see the lights of the 
house up on the hill. We came around to the front of the 
house and there standing in the doorway was Hogan. 

“Have a good walk Hogan asked. 

Oh, fine, Jack said “Listen, Hogan Have you got any 
liquor 

Sure,” says Hogan “What’s the idea^” 
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“Send it up to the room,” Jack says. “I’m going to sleep to- 
night.” 

“You’re the doctor,” Hogan says. 

“Come on up to the room, Jerry,” Jack says. 

Upstairs Jack sat on the bed with his head in his hands. 
“Ain’t It a life Jack says. 

Hogan brought m a quart of hquor and two glasses. 

“Want some ginger ale.^” 

“What do you thmk I want to do, get sick^” 

“I just asked you,” said Hogan. 

“Have a drink said Jack. 

“No, thanks,” said Hogan. He went out. 

“How about you, Jerry?” 

“I’ll have one with you,” I said. 

Jack poured out a couple of drmks. “Now,” he said, “I want 
to take it slow and easy.” 

“Put some water m it,” I said. 

“Yes,” Jack said. “I guess that’s better.” 

We had a couple of drmks without saying anything. Jack 
started to pour me another. 

“No,” I said, “that’s all I want.” 

“All right,” Jack said. He poured himself out another big 
shot and put water in it. He was hghting up a little. 

“That was a line bunch out here this afternoon,” he said. 
“They don’t take any chances, those two.” 

Then a little later, “Well,” he says, “they’re right What the 
hell’s the good in taking chances?” 

“Don’t you want another, Jerry ?” he said “Come on, drink 
along with me.” 

“I don’t need it. Jack,” I said. “I feel all right ” 

“Just have one more,” Jack said It was softening him up. 

“All right,” I said. 

Jack poured one for me and another big one for himself. 
‘You know,” he said, “I like hquor pretty well. If I hadn’t 
been boxing I would have drunk quite a lot.” 

“Sure,” I said. 
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“You know,” he said, “I missed a lot, boxing.” 

“You made plenty of money.” 

“Sure, that’s what I’m after. You know I miss a lot, Jerry.” 

“How do you meanf^” 

“Well,” he says, “like about the wife. And being away from 
home so much. It don’t do my girls any good. ‘Who’s your old 
manf^’ some of those society kids ’ll say to them. ‘My old man’s 
Jack Brennan.’ That don’t do them any good.” 

“Hell,” I said, “all that makes a difference is if they got 
dough.” 

“Well,” says Jack, “I got the dough for them all right.” 

He poured out another drink. The bottle was about 
empty. 

Put some water in it,” I said. Jack poured in some water. 

You know,” he says, “you ain’t got any idea how I miss 
the wife.” 

“Sure.” 

You am t got any idea. You can’t have an idea what it’s 
Kke.” 


^ It ought to be better out in the country than in town.” 

With me now. Jack said, “it don’t make any difference 
where I am. You can’t have an idea what it’s like.” 

“Have another drink.” 

“AmJ gettmg soused? Do I talk funny?” 

“You’re coming on all right.” 

“You can’t have an idea what it’s like. They ain’t anybody 
can have an idea what it’s like.” 

“Except the wife,” I said. 

“She knows,” Jack said. “She knows all right. She knows, 
t You bet she knows.” 

‘‘Put some water in that,” I said, 
like^”^^^^ what it gets to be 


He was good and drunk He was lookmg at me steady. His 
eyes were sort of too steady. 

You 11 sleep all right,” I said. 
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“Listen, Jerry,” Jack says. “You want to make some money? 
Get some money down on Walcott.” 

“Yes?” 

/ 

“Listen, Jerry,” Jack put down the glass. “I’m not drunk 
now, see ? You know what I’m betting on him ? Fifty grand.” 

“That’s a lot of dough.” 

“Fifty grand,” Jack says, “at two to one. I’ll get twenty-five 
thousand bucks. Get some money on him, Jerry.” 

“It sounds good,” I said. 

“How can I beat him?” Jack says. “It ain’t crooked. How 
can I beat him? Why not make money on it?” 

“Put some water m that,” I said. 

“I’m through after this fight,” Jack says “I’m through with it. 
I got to take a beating. Why shouldn’t I make money on it?” 

“Sure.” 

“I am’t slept for a week,” Jack says. “All night I lay awake 
and worry my can off. I can’t sleep, Jerry. You ain’t got an 
idea what it’s like when you can’t sleep.” 

“Sure.” 

“I can’t sleep. That’s all. I just can’t sleep. What’s the use of 
takmg care of yourself all these years when you can’t sleep ?” 

“It’s bad.” 

“You ain’t got an idea what it’s like, Jerry, when you can’t 
sleep.” 

“Put some water in that,” I said. 

Well, about eleven o’clock Jack passes out and I put him to 
bed. Finally he’s so he can’t keep from sleeping. I helped him 
get his clothes off and got him into bed. 

“You’ll sleep all right. Jack,” I said. 

“Sure,” Jack says, “I’ll sleep now.” 

“Good night. Jack,” I said. 

“Good night, Jerry,” Jack says. ‘Tou’re the only friend I 
got.” 

“Oh, hell,” I said. ^ ^ ^ 

“You’re the only friend I got,” Jack says, the only friend I 

got.” 
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“Go to sleep,” I said. 

“I’ll sleep,” Jack says. 

Downstairs Hogan was sitting at the desk in the office read- 
ing the papers. He looked up. “Well, you get your boy fiicnd to 
sleeps” he asks. 

“He’s off.” 

“It’s better for him than not sleeping,” Hogan said. 

“Sure.” 

“You’d have a hell of a time explaining that to these sport 
writers though,” Hogan said. 

“Well, I’m going to bed myself,” I said. 

“Good night,” said Hogan. 

In the morning I came downstairs about eight o’clock and 
got some breakfast. Hogan had his two customers out in the 
barn doing exercises. I went out and watched them. 

“One^ Two' Three' Four'” Hogan was counting for them. 
“Hello, Jerry,” he said “Is Jack up yet'^” 

“No. He’s still sleepmg.” 

I went back to my room and packed up to go in to town. 
About nine-thirty I heard Jack getting up in the next room. 
When I heard him go downstairs I went down after him. 
Jack was sitting at the brealefast table. Hogan had come in 
and was standing beside the table 
“How do you feel, Jack?” I asked him. 

“Not so bad.” 

“Sleep well ?” Hogan asked. 

“I slept all right,” Jack said “I got a thick tongue but I 
ain’t got a head.” 

“Good,” said Hogan. “That was good liquor.” 

“Put it on the bill,” Jack says. 

“What time you want to go into town?” Hogan asked. 
“Before lunch,” Jack says “The eleven o’clock tram ” 

‘ Sit down, Jerry,” Jack said Hogan went out. 

I sat down at the table. Jack was eating a grapefruit. When 
hed find a seed he’d spit it out m the spoon and dump it 
-on the plate. 
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“I guess I was pretty stewed last night,” he started. 

“You drank some liquor.” 

“I guess I said a lot of fool things.” 

“You weren’t bad.” ‘ 

“Where’s Hogan he asked. He was tlirough with the 
grapefruit. 

“He’s out in front in the ofSce ” 

“What did I say about betting on the fightf^” Jack asked. 
He was holdmg the spoon and sort of poking at the grape- 
fruit with it. 

The girl came m with some ham and eggs and took away the 
grapefruit. 

“Bring me another glass of milk,” Jack said to her. She 
went out. 

“You said you had fifty grand on Walcott,” I said. 

“That’s right,” Jack said. 

“That’s a lot of money.” 

“I don’t feel too good about it,” Jack said 
“Something might happen.” 

“No,” Jack said. “He wants the title bad They’ll be shoot- 
ing with him all right.” 

“You can’t ever tell.” 

“No. He wants the title. It’s worth a lot of money to him.” 

“Fifty grand is a lot of money,” I said 

“It’s business,” said Jack “I can’t win You know I can t 

win anyway.” 

“As long as you’re in there you got a chance 
“No,” Jack says. “I’m all tlirough It’s just business.” 

“How do you feel 1 1 « 

“Pretty good,” Jack said “The sleep was what I needed 

“You might go good.” 

“I’ll give them a good show,” Jack said. 

After breakfast Jack called up his wife on the long- istance. 

He was inside the booth telephoning. 1 « 

“That’s the first time he’s called her up since he s out here, 

Hogan said. 
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“He writes her every day.” 

“Sure,” Hogan says, “a letter only costs two cents.” 

Hogan said good-by to us and Bruce, the nigger rubber, 
drove us down to the tram in die cart. 

“Good-by, Mr. Brennan,” Bruce said at the train, “I sure 
hope you knock his can oJff.” 

“So long,” Jack said. He gave Bruce two dollars. Bruce had 
worked on him a lot. He looked kind of disappointed. Jack saw 
me looking at Bruce holding the two dollars. 

“It’s all m the bill,” he said. “Hogan charged me for the 
rubbing.” 

On the train going mto town Jack didn’t talk. He sat in the 
corner of the seat with his ticket in his hat-band and looked 
out of the window. Once he turned and spoke to me. 

“I told the wife I’d take a room at the Shelby tonight,” he 
said. “It’s just around the corner from the Garden. I can go 
up to the house tomorrow morning.” 

“That’s a good idea,” I said. “Your wife ever see you fight. 
Jack?” 

“No,” Jack says. “She never seen me fight.” 

I thought he must be figuring on takmg an awful beatmg 
if he doesn’t want to go home afterward In town we took a 
taxi up to the Shelby. A boy came out and took our bags and 
we went in to the desk. 

“How much are the rooms Jack asked. 

“We only have double rooms,” the clerk says. “I can give you 
a nice double room for ten dollars.” 

“That’s too steep.” 

“I can give you a double room for seven dollars.” 

“With a bath?” 

“Certainly.” 

“You might as well bunk with me, Jerry,” Jack says. 

“Oh,” I said, “I’ll sleep down at my brother-m-law’s.” 

I don t mean for you to pay it,” Jack says. “I just want to 
get my money’s worth.” 
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“Will you register, please ?” the clerk says. He looked at the 
names. “Number 238, Mister Brennan.” 

We went up in the elevator. It was a nice big room with 
two beds and a door opening into a bath-room. 

“This IS pretty good,” Jack says. 

The boy who brought us up pulled up the curtams and 
brought in our bags. Jack didn’t make any move, so I gave the 
boy a quarter. We washed up and Jack said we better go out 
and get something to eat. 

We ate a lunch at Jimmy Hanley’s place Quite a lot of the 
boys were there. When we were about half through eating, 
John came in and sat down with us. Jack didn’t talk much. 

“How are you on the weight. Jack John asked him. Jack 
was putting away a pretty good lunch. 

“I could make it with my clothes on,” Jack said. He never 
had to worry about taking off weight He was a natural welter- 
weight and he’d never gotten fat. He’d lost weight out 
Hogan’s. 

“Well, that’s one thmg you never had to worry about,” John 
said. 

“That’s one thing,” Jack says. 

We went around to the Garden to weigh in after lunch. The 
match was made at a hundred forty-seven pounds at three 
o’clock. Jack stepped on the scales with a towel around him. 
The bar didn’t move. Walcott had just weighed and was 
standmg with a lot of people around him. 

“Let’s see what you weigh. Jack,” Freedman, Walcott s man- 
ager said. 

“All right, weigh him then,” Jack jerked his head toward 
Walcott. 

“Drop the towel,” Freedman said 

“What do you make it?” Jack asked the fellows who were 
weighmg. 

“One hundred and forty-three pounds,” the fat man who was 
weighing said. 
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“You’re down fine, Jack,” Freedman says. 

“Weigh htm!' Jack says. 

Walcott came over. He was a blond with wide shoulders 
and arms like a heavyweight. He didn’t have much legs. Jack 
stood about half a head taller than he did. 

“Hello, Jack,” he said. His face was plenty marked up. 
“Hello,” said Jack. “How you feel?” 

“Good,” Walcott says. He dropped the towel from around 
his waist and stood on tlie scales. He had the widest shoulders 
.md back vou ever saw. 

“One hundred and forty-six pounds and twelve ounces.” 
Walcott stepped off and grinned at Jack. 

“Well,” John says to him, “Jack’s spotting you about four 
pounds.” 

“More than that when I come in, kid,” Walcott says. “I’m 
going to go and eat now.” 

We went back and Jack got dressed. “He’s a pretty tough- 
lookmg boy,” Jack says to me. 

“He looks as though he’d been hit plenty of times.” 

“Oh, yes,” Jack says. “He ain’t hard to hit.” 

“Where are you going?” John asked when Jack was dressed. 
“Back to the hotel,” Jack says. “You looked after every- 
thing?” 

“Yes,” John says “It’s all looked after.” 

“I’m going to he down a while,” Jack says. 

“I’ll come around for you about a quarter to seven and we’ll 
go and eat.” 

“All right” 

Up at the hotel Jack took off his shoes and his coat and lay 
down for a while. I wrote a letter. I looked over a couple of 
times and Jack wasn t sleeping. He "was lymg perfectly still 

but every once in a while his eyes would open Finally he sits 
up. 

“Want to play some cribbage, Jerry?” he says. 

“Suie,” I said. 

He went over to his suitcase and got out the cards and the 
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cnbbage board. We played cribbage and he won three dollars 
off me. John knocked at the door and came in. 

'Want to play some cribbage, John Jack asked him. 

John put his hat down on the table. It was all wet. His 
coat was wet too. 

“Is it raining?” Jack asks. 

“It’s pouring,” John says “The taxi I had got tied up m the 
traffic and I got out and walked.” 

“Come on, play some cribbage,” Jack says. 

“You ought to go and eat.” 

“No,” says Jack. “I don’t want to eat yet.” 

So they played cribbage for about half an hour and Jack won 
a dollar and a half off him. 

'Well, I suppose we got to go eat,” Jack says. He went to the 
window and looked out. 

“Is It still rainmg?” 

“Yes.” 

“Let’s eat in the hotel,” John says. 

“All right,” Jack says, “I’ll play you once more to see who 
pays for the meal.” 

After a little while Jack gets up and says, “You buy the meal, 
John,” and we went downstairs and ate in the big dming- 
room. 

After we ate we went upstairs and Jack played cribbage with 
John again and won two dollars and a half off him. Jack was 
feeimg pretty good. John had a bag with him with all his 
stuff in It. Jack took off his shirt and collar and put on a jersey 
and a sweater, so he wouldn’t catch cold when he came out, 
and put his ring clothes and his bathrobe in a bag. 

“You all ready ?” John asks him. 'Til call up and have t em 
get a taxi.” 

Pretty soon the telephone rang and they said the taxi was 
waiting. 

We rode down m the elevator and went out throug t e 
lobby, and got in a taxi and rode around to the Gar tn. t 
was raining hard but there was a lot of people outside on t e 
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streets. The Garden was sold out. As we came in on our way to 
the dressing-room I saw how full it was. It looked like half a 
mile down to the ring. It was all dark. Just the lights over tlie 
ring- 

“It’s a good thing, with this ram, they didn’t try and pull this 
fight in the ball park,” John said. 

“They got a good crowd,” Jack says. 

“This IS a fight that would draw a lot more than the Garden 
could hold.” 

“You can’t tell about the weather,” Jack says. 

John came to tlie door of the dressing-room and poked 
his head in. Jack was sittmg there with his bathrobe on, he had 
his arms folded and was lookmg at the floor. John had a 
couple of handlers with him. They looked over his shoulder. 
Jack looked up. 

“is he in?” he asked. 

“He’s just gone down,” John said. 

We started down. Walcott was just getting into the ring. 
The crowd gave him a big hand. He climbed through between 
the ropes and put his two fists together and smiled, and shook 
them at the crowd, first at one side of the ring, then at the 
other, and then sat down. Jack got a good hand commg down 
through the crowd. Jack is Irish and the Irish always get a 
pretty good hand. An Irishman don’t draw m New York like a 
Jew or an Italian but they always get a good hand. Jack climbed 
up and bent down to go through the ropes and Walcott came 
over from his corner and pushed the rope down for Jack to go 
through. The crowd thought that was wonderful. Walcott put 
his hand on Jack’s shoulder and they stood there just for a 
second. 

‘So you’re going to be one of these popular champions,” 
Jack says to him. “Take your goddam hand ofi my shoulder.” 
“Be yourself,” Walcott says. 

This is all great for the crowd. How gendemanly the boys 
are before the fight. How they wish each other luck. 

Solly Freedman came over to our corner while Jack is band- 
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aging his Jiands and John is over in Walcott’s corner. Jack puts 
his thumb through the slit m the bandage and then wrapped 
Ills hand nice and smooth. I taped it around the wrist and twice 
across the knuckles. 

“Hey,” Freedman says. “Where do you get all that tape 

“Feel of It,” Jack says. “It’s soft, ain’t it ? Don’t be a hick.” 

Freedman stands there all the time while Jack bandages the 
otlier hand, and one of the boys tliat’s gomg to handle him 
brings the gloves and I pull them on and work them around. 

“Say, Freedman,” Jack asks, “what nationality is this Wal- 
cott 

“I don’t know,” Solly says “He’s some sort of a Dane.” 

“He’s a Bohemian,” the lad who brought the gloves said. 

The referee called them out to the center of the ring and 
Jack walks out. Walcott comes out smiling. They met and the 
refeice put his arm on each of their shoulders. 

“Hello, popularity,” Jack says to Walcott. 

“Be yourself.” 

“What do you call yourself Walcott’ for Jack says. “Didn’t 
you know he was a nigger?” 

“Listen—” says the referee, and he gives them the same old 
line. Once Walcott interrupts him. He grabs Jack’s arm and 
says, “Can I hit when he’s got me like this ?” 

“Keep your hands off me,” Jack says. “There am’t no mov- 
ing-pictures of this.” 

They went back to their corners. I lifted tlie bathrobe off 
Jack and he leaned on the ropes and flexed his knees a couple 
of times and scuffed his shoes in the rosin. The gong rang and 
Jack turned quick and went out. Walcott came toward him 
and they touched gloves and as soon as Walcott dropped his 
hands Jack jumped his left into his face twice. There wasn t 
anybody ever boxed better than Jack. Walcott was after him, 
going forward all the time with his chin on his chest. He s a 
hooker and he carries his hands pretty low. All he knows is 
to get in there and sock But every time he gets m there close. 
Jack has the left hand m his face. It’s just as though it’s auto- 
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made. Jack just raises the left hand up and it’s in Walcott’s 
face. Three or four times Jack brmgs the right over but Wal- 
cott gets It on the shoulder or high up on the head. He’s just 
like all these hookers. The only thing he’s afraid of is another 
one of the same kmd. He’s covered everywhere you can hurt 
him. He don’t care about a left-hand in his face. 

After about four rounds Jack has him bleeding bad and his 
face all cut up, but every time Walcott’s got m close he’s socked 
so hard he’s got two big red patches on both sides just below 
Jack’s ribs. Every time he gets in close, Jack tics him up, then 
gets one hand loose and uppercuts him, but when Walcott gets 
his hands loose he socks Jack in the body so they can hear it 
outside in the street. Tie’s a socker. 

It goes along like that for three rounds more. They don’t 
talk any. They’re working all the time. We worked over Jack 
plenty too, in between the rounds. He don’t look good at all 
but he never does much work in the ring. He don’t move 
around much and that left-hand is just automatic. It’s just like 
it was connected widi Walcott’s face and Jack just had to wish 
it in every time. Jack is always calm in close and he doesn’t 
waste any juice. He knows everything about workmg in close 
too and he’s getting away with a lot of stuff. While they were 
in our corner I watched him tie Walcott up, get his right hand 
loose, turn it and come up widi an uppercut that got Walcott’s 
nose with the heel of the glove. Walcott was bleeding bad and 
leaned his nose on Jack’s shoulder so as to give Jack some of 
it too, and Jack sort of lifted his shoulder sharp and caught 
him against the nose, and then brought down the right hand 
and did the same thing agam. 

Walcott was sore as hell. By the time they’d gone five rounds 
he hated Jack’s guts. Jack wasn’t sore; that Ts, he wasn’t any 
sorer than he always was. He certainly did used to make the 
fellows he fought hate boxmg. That was why he hated Kid 
Lewis so. He never got the Kid’s goat Kid Lewis always had 
about three new dirty things Jack couldn’t do. Jack was as safe 
as a church all the time he was in there, as long as he was 
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Strong. He certainly was treating Walcott rough The funny 
thing was it looked as though Jack was an open classic boxer 
That was because he had all that stuff too. 

After the seventh round Jack says, “My left’s getting heavy.” 

From then he started to take a beating It didn’t show at first 
But instead of him running the fight it was Walcott was run- 
ning it, instead of bemg safe all the time now he was in 
trouble. He couldn’t keep him out with the left hand now 
It looked as though it was the same as ever, only now instead 
of Walcort’s punches just missing him they were just hitting 
him. He took an awful beating in the body. 

“What’s the round Jack asked. 

“The eleventh.” 

“I can’t stay,” Jack says. “My legs are going bad.” 

Walcott had been just luttmg him for a long time It was like 
a baseball catcher pulls the ball and takes some of the shock 
off. From now on Walcott commenced to land solid. He cer- 
tainly was a socking-machine. Jack was just trying to block 
everything now. It didn’t show what an awful beating he was 
taking. In between the rounds I worked on his legs The 
muscles would flutter under my hands all the time I was rub- 
bing them. He was sick as hell. 

“How’s it go ?” he asked John, turning around, his face all 
swollen 

“It’s his fight.” 

“I dunk I can last,” Jack c^ys. “I don’t want this bohunk 
to stop me ” 

It was gomg just the way he thought it would. He knew he 
couldn’t beat Walcott He wasn’t strong any more. He was 
all right though. His money was ail right and now he wanted 
to finish it off right to please himself. He didn’t want to be 
knocked out. 

The gong rang and we pushed him out. He went out 
slow Walcott came right out after him. Jack put the left in his 
face and Walcott took it, came m under it and started workmg 
on Jack’s body. Jack tried to tie him up and it was just like 
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trying to hold on to a buzz-saw. Jack broke away from it and 
missed with the right. Walcott clipped him with a left-hook 
and Jack went down. He went down on his hands and loiees 
and looked at us. The referee started counting. Jack was watch- 
ing us and shaking his head. At eight John motioned to him. 
You couldn’t hear on account of the crowd. Jack got up. The 
referee had been holding Walcott back with one arm while 
he counted. 

When Jack was on his feet Walcott started toward him. 
“Watch yourself, Jimmy,” I heard Solly Freedman yell to 
him. 

Walcott came up to Jack lookmg at him. Jack stuck the 
left hand at him. Walcott just shook his head. He backed Jack 
up agamst the ropes, measured him and then hooked the left 
very light to the side of Jack’s head and socked the right into 
the body as hard as he could sock, just as low as he could get it. 
He must have hit him five inches below the belt. I thought 
the eyes would come out of Jack’s head. They stuck way out. 
His mouth come open. 

The referee grabbed Walcott. Jack stepped forward. If he 
went down there went fifty thousand bucks. He walked as 
though all his msides were going to fall out. 

“It wasn’t low,” he said. “It was a accident.” 

The crowd were yellmg so you couldn’t hear anything. 

“I’m all right,” Jack says. They were right m front of us. 
The referee looks at John and then he shakes his head. 

“Come on, you polak son-of-a-bitch,” Jack says to Walcott. 
John was hanging onto the ropes. He had the towel ready to 
chuck m. Jack was standmg just a little way out from the ropes. 
He took a step forward. I saw the sweat come out on l^is face 
like somebody had squeezed it and a big drop went down his 
nose. 

“Come on and fight,” Jack says to Walcott. 

The referee looked at John and waved Walcott on. 

“Go in there, you slob,” he says 

Walcott went m. He didn’t know what to do either. He 
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never thought Jack could have stood it. Jack put the left m his 
face. There was such a hell of a lot of yelling going on. They 
were right in front of us. Walcott hit him twice. Jack’s face 
was the worst thing I ever saw— the look on it • He was holding 
himself and all his body together and it all showed on his face. 
All die time he was diinkmg and holding his body in where it 
was busted. 

Then he started to sock. His face looked awful all the time. 
He started to sock with his hands low down by his side, swing- 
ing at Walcott. Walcott covered up and Jack was swmging wild 
at Walcott’s head. Tlien he swung the left and it hit Walcott in 
the groin and the right hit Walcott right bang where he’d hit 
Jack. Way low below the belt. Walcott went down and grabbed 
himself there and rolled and twisted around. 

The referee grabbed Jack and pushed him toward his corner. 
John jumps into the ring. There was all this yelling going on. 
The referee was talking with the judges and then the an- 
nouncer got into the ring with the megaphone and says, ‘Wal- 
cott on a foul.” 

The referee is talking to John and he says, ‘ What could I 
do ? Jack wouldn’t take the foul. Then when he’s groggy he 
fouls him.” 

“He’d lost it anyway,” John says. 

Jack’s sitting on the chair. I’ve got his gloves off and he’s 
holdmg himself in down there with both hands. When he s got 
something supporting it his face doesnt look so bad. 

“Go over and say you’re sorry,” John says into his ear. ‘ It’ll 

look good.” 

Jack stands up and the sweat comes out all over his face. I 
put the bathrobe around him and he holds himself in with one 
hand under the bathrobe and goes across the rmg. They ve 
picked Walcott up and they’re working on him. There re a bt 
of people in Walcott’s corner. Nobody speaks to Jack. He 
leans over Walcott. 

“I’m sorry,” Jack says. “I didn’t mean to foul you. 

Walcott doesn’t say anythmg. He looks too damned sick. 
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“Well, you’re tlie champion now,” Jack says to him. “I hope 
you get a hell of a lot of fun out of it.” 

“Leave the kid alone,” Solly Freedman says. 

“Hello, Solly,” Jack says. “I’m sorry I fouled your boy.” 
Freedman just looks at him. 

Jack v/ent to his corner walking that funny jerky way and 
we got him down through the ropes and through the reporters’ 
tables and out down the aisle. A lot of people want to slap Jack 
on the back. He goes out through all that mob in his batlirobe 
to the dressing-room. It’s a popular win for Walcott. That’s the 
way the money was bet in the Garden. 

Once we got inside the dressing-room Jack lay down and 
shut his eyes. 

“We want to get to the hotel and get a doctor,” John says. 
“I’m all busted inside,” Jack says 
“I’m sorry as hell. Jack,” John says. 

“It’s all right,” Jack says. 

He lies there with his eyes shut. 

“They certainly tried a nice double-cross,” John said. 

“Your friends Morgan and Steinfelt,” Jack said. “You got 
nice friends.” 

He lies there, his eyes are open now. His face has still got 
that awful drawn look. 

“It’s funny how fast you can thmk when it means that much 
money,” Jack says. 

“You’re some boy, Jack,” John says. 

“No,” Jack says. “It was nothmg.” 
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Outside, tlie snow was jbigher than the window. The sunlight 
came in tlirough the window and shone on a map on the pine- 
board wall of the hut. The sun was high and the light came 
in over the top of the snow. A ti*ench had been cut along the 
open side of die hut, and each clear day the sun, shining on 
the waU, reflected heat against the snow and widened the 
trench. It was late March. The major sat at a table agamst the 
wall. His adjutant sat at another table. 

Around the major’s eyes were two white circles where his 
snow-glasses had protected his face from the sun on the snow. 
The rest of his face had been burned and then tanned and then 
burned through the tan. His nose was swollen and there were 
edges of loose skin where blisters had been. While he worked 
at the papers he put the fingers of his left hand into a saucer 
of oil and then spread the oil over his face, touching it very 
gently with the tips of his fingers. He was very careful to dram 
his fingers on the edge of the saucer so there was only a film 
of oil on them, and after he had stroked his forehead and his 
cheeks, he stroked his nose very delicately between his fingers. 
When he had finished he stood up, took the saucer of oil and 
went into the small room of the hut where he slept. I m gomg 
to take a. little sleep,” he said to tlie adjutant. In that army^an 
adjutant is not a commissioned officer. ‘ You will finish up 

‘Yes, signor maggiore,” the adjutant answered. He leaned 
back m his chair and yawned. He took a paper-covered book 
out of the pocket of his coat and opened it; then laid it down 
on the table and lit his pipe. He leaned forward on the table 
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to read and puffed at his pipe. Then he closed the book and 
put It back in his pocket. He had too much paper-work to get 
through. He could not enjoy reading until it was done. Outside, 
the sun went behmd a mountain and there was no more light 
on the wall of the hut. A soldier came in and put some pine 
branches, chopped into irregular lengths, into the stove. “Be 
soft, Pmm,” the adjutant said to him. “The major is sleep- 
ing.” 

Pinin was the major’s orderly. He was a dark-faced boy, and 
he fixed the stove, putting the pme wood in carefully, shut the 
door, and went mto the back of the hut again. The adjutant 
went on with his papers. 

“Tonani,” the major called. 

“Signor maggiore?” 

“Send Pmm in to me.” 

“Pmm!” the adjutant called. Pmin came into the room. “The 
major wants you,” the adjutant said. 

Pmm walked across the mam room of the hut toward the 
major’s door. He knocked on the half-opened door. “Signor 
maggiore 

“Come in,” the adjutant heard the major say, “and shut the 
door.” 

Inside the room the major lay on his bunk. Pinin stood be- 
side the bunk. The major lay with his head on the rucksack 
that he had stuffed with spare clothing to make a pillow. His 
long, burned, oiled face looked at Pinm. His hands lay on the 
blankets. 

“You are nineteen?” he. asked. 

“Yes, signor maggiore.” 

“You have ever been in love?” 

“How do you mean, signor maggiore ?” 

“In love— with a girl ?” 

“I have been with girls.” 

“I did not ask that. I asked if you had been in love— with a 
girl.” 

“Yes, signor maggiore.” 
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"‘You are in love with this girl now? You don’t write her. 
I read all your letters.” 

“I am in love with her,” Pmin said, “but I do not write her.” 

“You are sure of this?” 

1 am sure. 

“Tonani,” the major said in the same tone of voice, “can 
you hear me talking 

There was no answer from the next room. 

“He can not hear,” the major said. “And you are quite sure 
that you love a girl 
1 am sure. 

“And,” the major looked at him quickly, “that you are not 
corrupt ?” 

“I don’t know what you mean, corrupt.” 

“All right,” the major said. “You needn’t be superior.” 

Pinin looked at the floor. Tlie major looked at his brown 
face, down and up him, and at his hands. Then he went on, 
not smiling, “And you don’t really want—” the major paused. 
Pinin looked at the floor. “That your great desire isn’t really—” 
Pinin looked at the floor. The major leaned his head back on 
the rucksack and smiled. He was really relieved; life in the 
army was too complicated. “You’re a good boy,” he said. 
“You’re a good boy, Pinin. But don’t be superior and be care- 
ful some one else doesn’t come along and take you.” 

Pinm stood still beside the bunk. 

“Don’t be afraid,” the major said. His hands were folded 
on the /blankets. “I won’t touch you You can go back to 
your platoon if you like. But you had better stay on as my 
servant You’ve less chance of being killed.” 

“Do you want anythmg of me, signor maggiore? 

“No,” the major said. “Go on and get on with whatever 
you were doing Leave the door open when you go out 

Pinin went out, leaving the door open The adjutant looked 
up at him as he walked awkwardly across the room and out 
the door. Pinin was flushed and moved differently than he had 
moved when he brought in the wood for the fire. The ad- 
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jutant looked after him and smiled. Pinin came in with more 
wood for the stove. The major, lying on his bunk, looking 
at his cloth-covered helmet and his snow-glasses that hung 
from a nail on the wall, heard him walk across the floor. The 
little devil, he thought, I wonder if he lied to me. 
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TEN INDIANS 


After one Fourth of July, Nick, driving home late from town 
in the big wagon with Joe Garner and his family, passed nine 
drunken Indians along the road. He remembered there were 
nme because Joe Garner, driving along in the dusk, pulled 
up the horses, jumped down into the road and dragged an 
Indian out of the wheel rut. The Indian had been asleep, face 
down m the sand. Joe dragged him into bushes and got back 
up on the wagon-box. 

“That makes nme of them,” Joe said, “just between heie and 
the edge of town.” 

“Them Indians,” said Mrs. Garner. 

Nick was on the back seat with the two Garner boys. He 
was lookmg out from the back seat to see the Indian where 
Joe had dragged him alongside of the road. 

“Was it Billy Tabeshaw^” Carl asked. 

“No.” 

“His pants looked mighty like Billy.” 

“All Indians wear the same kind of pants.” 

“I didn’t see him at all,” Frank said. “Pa was down into 
the road and back up again before I seen a thing. I thought he 
was killing a snake.” 

“Plenty of Indians’ll kill snakes tonight, I guess,” Joe Garner 
said. 

“Them Indians,” said Mrs. Garner. 

They drove along The road turned off from die main 
highway and went up into the hills It was hard pulling for 
the horses and the boys got down and walked The road was 
sandy. Nick looked back from the top of the hill by the school- 

429 



TEN INDIANS 


430 

house. He saw the lights o£ Petoskey and, off across Little 
Traverse Bay, the lights of Harbour Springs. They climbed 
back m the wagon again. 

“They ought to put some gravel on that stretch,” Joe Garner 
said. The wagon went along the road through the woods. Joe 
and Mrs. Garner sat close together on the front seat. Nick 
sat between the two boys. The road came out into a clearing. 

“Right here was where Pa ran over the skunk.” 

“It was further on.” 

“It don’t make no difference where it was,” Joe said without 
turning his head. “One place is just as good as another to run 
over a skunk.” 

“I saw two skunks last night,” Nick said. 

“Where?” 

“Down by the lake. They were lookmg for dead fish along 
the beach.” 

“They were coons probably,” Carl said. 

“They were skunks. I guess I know skunks.” 

“You ought to,” Carl said. “You got an Indian girl.” 

“Stop talking that way, Carl,” said Mrs. Garner. 

“Well, they smell about the same.” 

Joe Garner laughed. 

“You stop laughmg, Joe,” Mrs. Garner said. “I won’t have 
Carl talk that way.” 

“Have you got an Indian girl, Nickie?” Joe asked. 

“No.” 

“He has too, Pa,” Frank said. “Prudence Mitchell’s his girl.” 

“She’s not.” 

“He goes to see her every day.” 

“I don’t.” Nick, sitting between the two boys in the dark, 

felt hollow and happy inside himself to be teased about Pru- 
dence Mitchell. “She am’t my girl,” he said. 

Listen to him,” said Carl. “I see them together every day.” 

Carl can t get a girl,” his mother said, “not even a squaw.” 

Carl was quiet. 

Carl ain’t no good with girls,” Frank said. 
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“You shut up.” 

“You’re all right, Carl,” Joe Garner said. “Girls never got 
a man anywhere. Look at your pa.” 

“Yes, that’s what you would say,” Mrs. Garner moved close 
to Joe as the wagon jolted. “Well, you had plenty of girls in 
your time.” 

“I’ll bet Pa wouldn’t ever have had a squaw for a girl.” 
“Don’t you thmk it,” Joe said. “You better watch out to 
keep Prudie, Nick.” 

His wife whispered to him and Joe laughed. 

“What you laughing at asked Frank. 

“Don’t you say it. Garner,” his wife warned. Joe laughed 
again. 

“Nickie can have Prudence,” Joe Garner said. “I got a good 
girl.” 

“That’s the way to talk,” Mrs. Garner said. 

The horses were pullmg heavily in the sand. Joe reached ou\ 
in the dark with the whip. 

“Come on, pull mto it. You’ll have to pull harder than this 
tomorrow.” 

They trotted down the long hill, the wagon jolting. At the 
farmhouse everybody got down. Mrs. Garner unlocked the 
door, went inside, and came out with a lamp in her hand. Carl 
and Nick unloaded the things from the back of the wagon. 
Frank sat on the front seat to drive to the barn and put up the 
horses. Nick went up the steps and opened the kitchen door. 
Mrs. Garner was building a fire in the stove. She turned from 

pouring kerosene on the wood. 

“Good-by, Mrs. Garner,” Nick said. “Thanks for takmg 

me.” 

“Oh shucks, Nickie.” 

“I had a wonderful time.” 

“We like to have you Won’t you stay and eat some sup- 
per ?” 

“I better go. I think Dad probably waited for me.” 

“Well, get along then. Send Carl up to the house, will you.?” 
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“All right.” 

“Good-night, Nickic.” 

“Good-night, Mrs. Garner.” 

Nick went out the farmyard and down to the barn. Joe and 

Frank were milking. 

“Good-night,” Nick said. “I had a swell time.” 

“Good-night, Nick,” Joe Garner called “Aren’t you going 
to stay and eat^^” 

“No, I can’t. Will you tell Carl his mother wants him^” 
“All right. Good-night, Nickie.” 

Nick walked barefoot along the path through the meadow 
below the barn. The path was smooth and the dew was cool 
on his bare feet. He climbed a fence at the end of the meadow, 
went down through a lavine, his feet wet in the swamp mud, 
and then climbed up through the dry beech woods until lie 
saw the lights of the cottage. He climbed over the fence and 
walked around to the front porch. Through the window he 
saw his father sitting by the table, reading in the light from the 
big lamp. Nick opened the door and went in. 

“V/ell, Nickie,” his father said, “was it a good day.^” 

“I had a swell time, Dad. It was a swell Fourth of July.” 

“Are you hungry'^” 

“You bet.” 

“What did you do with your shoes 
“I left them in the wagon at Garner’s.” 

“Come on out to the kitchen.” 

Nick’s father went ahead with the lamp. He stopped and 
lifted the lid of the ice-box. Nick went on into the kitchen. 
His father brought in a piece of cold chicken on a plate and a 
pitcher of milk and put them on the table before Nick. He 
put down the lamp. 

There’s some pie too,” he said. “Will tliat hold you?” 

“It’s grand ” 

His father sat down in a chair beside the oil-clodi-covered 
table. He made a big shadow on the kitchen wall. 

“Who won the ball game?” 
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“Petoskey. Five to three.” 

His father sat v^atching him eat and filled his glass from the 
milk-pitcher. Nick drank and wiped his mouth on his nap- 
kin. His father reached over to the shelf for the pie. He cut 
Nick a big piece. It was huckleberry pie. 

“What did you do, Dad?” 

“I went out fishmg m the morning.” 

“What did you get?” 

“Only perch.” 

His father sat watching Nick eat the pie. 

“What did you do this afternoon?” Nick asked. 

“I went for a walk up by the Indian camp.” 

“Did you see anybody.?” 

“The Indians were all m town getting drunk.” 

“Didn’t you see anybody at all?” 

“I saw your friend, Prudie.” 

“Where was she?” 

“She was in the woods with Frank Washburn. I ran onto 
them. They were having quite a time.” 

His father was not looking at him. 

“What were they domg?” 

“I didn’t stay to find out.” 

“Tell me what they were domg.” 

“I don’t know,” his father said. “I just heard them threshmg 
around.” 

“How did you know it was them ?” 

“I saw them.” 

“I thought you said you didn’t see them. 

“Oh, yes, I saw them.” 

“Who was it with her?” Nick asked. 

“Frank Washburn ” 

“Were they— were they ” 

“Were they what.?” 

“Were they happy?” 

1 guess so. 

His fHtlier got up jEroru tHe table and went out tlie Ivitclien 
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screen door. When he came back Nick was looking al his 
plate. He had been crying. 

“Have some more?” His father picked up the knife to cut 
the pie. 

“No,” said Nick. 

“You better have another piece.” 

“No, I don’t want any.” 

His father cleared off the table. 

“Where were they m the woods?” Nick asked. 

“Up back of the camp.” Nick looked at his plate. His 
father said, “You better go to bed, Nick.” 

“All right.” 

Nick went into his room, undressed, and got into bed. He 
heard his father moving around in the living room. Nick lay 
in the bed with his face in the pillow. 

“My heart’s broken,” he thought. “If I feel this way my 
heart must be broken.” 

After a while he heard his father blow out the lamp and go 
into his own room. He heard a wind come up in tlie trees out- 
side and felt it come in cool through the screen. He lay for 
a long time witli his face in the pillow, and after a while he 
forgot to thmk about Prudence and finally he went to sleep. 
When he awoke in the night he heard the wmd in the hemlock 
trees outside the cottage and the waves of the lake coming 
in on the shore, and he went back to sleep. In the morning 
there was a big wmd blowing and the waves were running 
high up on the beach and he was awake a long time be- 
fore he remembered that his heart was broken. 
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The train passed very quickly a long, red stone house with a 
garden and four thick palm-trees with tables under them in the 
shade. On tlie other side was the sea. Then there was a cutting 
tlirough red stone and clay, and the sea was only occasionally 
and far below agamst rocks. 

“I bought him m Palermo,” the American lady said. “We 
only had an hour ashore and it was Sunday morning. The man 
wanted to be paid m dollars and I gave him a dollar and a 
half. He really smgs very beautifully.” 

It was very hot m the train and it was very hot in the lit 
salon compartment. There was no breeze came through the 
open window. The American lady pulled the window-blind 
down and there was no more sea, even occasionally. On tlie 
other side there was glass, then the corridor, then an open win- 
dow, and outside tlie wmdow were dusty trees and an oiled 
road and flat fields of grapes, with gray-stone hills behind 
them. 

There was smoke from many tall chimneys — coming into 
, Marseilles, and the train slowed down and followed one track 
through many others mto the station. The train stayed twenty- 
five mmutes in the station at Marseilles and the American lady 
bought a copy of The T)aily Mail and a half-bottle of Evian 
water. She walked a little way along the station platform, 
but she stayed near the steps of the car because at Cannes, 
where it stopped for twelve mmutes, the tram had left with no 
signal of departure and she had gotten on only just m time. 
The American lady was a little deaf and she was afraid that 
perhaps signals of departure were given and that she did not 
hear them- 
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The tram left the station in Marseilles and there was not 
only the switch-yards and the factory smoke but, looking hack, 
the town of Marseilles and the harbor with stone hills behind 
it and the last of the sun on the water. As it was getting dark 
the train passed a farmhouse burning in a held. Motor-cars 
were stopped along the road and bedding and things from 
inside the farmhouse were spread m the Held. Many people 
were watchmg the house burn. After it was dark the tram was 
in Avignon. People got on and off. At the news-stand French- 
men, returning to Pans, bought that day’s French papers. On 
the station platform were negro soldiers. They wore brown 
uniforms and were tall and dieir faces shone, close under the 
electric light. Their faces were very black and tlicy wcic too 
tall to stare. The tram left Avignon station with the negroes 
standing there. A short white sergeant was with tlicm. 

Inside the lit salon compartment the porter had pulled down 
the three beds from inside the wall and prepared them for 
sleeping. In the night the American lady lay without sleeping 
because the tram was a rapide and went very fast and she 
was afraid of the speed m the night. The American lady’s bed 
was the one next to the wmdow. The canary from Palermo, a 
cloth spread over his cage, was out of the draft in the corridor 
that went into the compartment wash-room. There was a blue 
light outside the compartment, and all night the tram went 

very fast and the American lady lay awake and waited for a 
wreck. 

In the mornmg the tram was near Paris, and after the Ameri- 
can lady had come out from the wash-room, lookmg very 
wholesome and middle-aged and American in spite of not hav- 
ing s ept, and had taken the cloth off the birdcage and hung 
t le cage m the sun, she went back to the restaurant-car for 
rea a^ When she came back to the lit salon compartment 
agam, the beds had been pushed back into the wall and made 
into seats, the canary was shakmg his feathers m die sunlight 
at came t rough the open window, and the train was much 
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“He loves die sun,” the American lady said. “He’ll sing no\v 
m a little while.” 

Tlie canary shook his feathcis and pecked into them. “I’ve 
always loved birds,” the American lady said. “I’m taking him 
home to my little girl. There— he’s singing now.” 

The canary chirped and the featheis on his throats stood out, 
then he dropped his bill and pecked into his feathers again, 
The train crossed a river and passed through a very carefully 
tended forest. The tram passed through many outside of Pans 
towns. There were tram-cars in the towns and big advertise- 
ments for the Belle Jardiniere and Dubonnet and Pernod on 
the walls toward the tram. All that the tiain passed through 
looked as tliough it weic before breakfast. For several minutes 
I had not listened to the American lady, who was talking to 
my wife. 

“Is your husband American too^” asked the lady. 

“Yes,” said my wife “We’re both Americans 

“I thought you were English.” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Perhaps that was because I wore braces, I said. I had 
started to say suspenders and changed it to braces in the mouth, 
to keep my English character. The American lady did not 
hear. She was really quite deaf; she read lips, and I had not 
looked toward her. I had looked out of the window. She went 
on talking to my wife. 

“I’m so glad you’re Americans. American men make the 
best husbands,” the American lady was saying. “That was why 
we left the Continent, you knov/. My daughter fell in ove 
with a man in Vevey.” She stopped “They were simply madly 
in love.” She stopped again “I took her away, of course. 

“Did she get over it asked my wife. 

“I don’t think so,” said the American lady “She wouldn t 
eat anything and she wouldn’t sleep at all I’ve tried so very 
hard, but she doesn’t seem to take an interest in anyt ing 
She doesn’t care about things I couldn t have her marrying 
a foreigner ” She paused. “Some one, a very good friend, told 
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me once, ‘No foreigner can make an American girl a good 
husband.’ ” 

“No,” said my wife, “I suppose not.” 

The American lady admired my wife’s travcllmg-coat, and 
it turned out that the American lady had bought her own 
clothes for twenty years now from the same maison de cou- 
toure in the Rue Saint Honorc. They had her measurements, 
and a vendeuse who knew her and her tastes picked the dresses 
out for her and they were sent to America. They came to the 
post-office near where she lived up-town in New York, and the 
duty was never exorbitant because they opened the dresses 
there in the post-office to appraise them and they were always 
very simple-looking and with no gold lace nor ornaments tliat 
would make the dresses look expensive. Before the present 
vendeuse, named Therese, there had been another vendeuse, 
named Amelie. Altogether there had only been these two in tlie 
twenty years. It had always been the same couturier. Prices, 
^ however, had gone up. The exchange, though, equalized that. 

' They had her daughter’s measurements now too. She was grown 
up and there was not much chance of their changing now. 

The train was now coming into Pans. The fortifications were 
levelled but grass had not grown. There were many cars stand- 
ing on tracks— brown wooden restaurant-cars and brown 
wooden sleeping-cars that would go to Italy at five o’clock that 
night, if that train still left at five; the cars were marked Paris- 
Rome, and cars, with seats on the roofs, that went back and 
forth to the suburbs with, at certain hours, people in all the 
seats and on the roofs, if that were the way it were still done, 
and passing were the white walls and many windows of 
houses. Nothing had eaten any breakfast. 

Americans make the best husbands,” the Ameiican lady 
said to my wife. I was getting down the bags. “American men ' 
are the only men m the world to marry.” 

“How long ago did you leave Vevey?” asked my wife. 

Two years ago this fall. It’s her, you know, that I’m taking 
the canary to.” 
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“Was the man your daughter was in love with a Swiss 
“Yes,” said the American lady. “He was from a very good 
family m Vevey. He was going to be an engmeer. They met 
tliere in Vevey. They used to go on long walks together.” 

“I know Vevey,” said my wife. “We were there on our 
honeymoon.” 

“Were you really*^ That must have been lovely. I had no 
idea, of course, that she’d fall m love with him.” 

“It was a very lovely place,” said my wife. 

“Yes,” said the American lady. “Isn’t it lovely? Where did 

you stop there.?” 

“We stayed at the Trois Couronnes,” said my wife. 

“It’s such a fine old hotel,” said the American lady. 

“Yes,” said my wife. “We had a very fine room and m the 

fall the country was lovely.” 

“Were you there in the fall?” 

“Yes,” said my wife. ^ 

We were passing three cars that had been in a wreck. They^ 

were splintered open and the roofs sagged m. 

“Look,” I said. “There’s been a wreck. 

The American lady looked and saw the last car. I was a rai 
of just that all night,” she said. “I have terrific presentiments 
about t hin gs sometimes. I’ll never travel on a again at 

night. There must be other comfortable trams that don t go 
SO jE2.St 

Then the train was m the dark of the Gare de Lyons, and 
then stopped and porters came up to the windows. ^ ^ 
bags through the windows, and we were out ^ ^ 
longness of the platform, and the American la y put erse 
m charge of one' of three men from Cook’s who said: fust 
a moment, madame, and I’ll look for your name. 

The porter brought a truck and piled on the baggage, and 
my wife said good-by and I said good-by to the American lady, 
whose name had been found by the man from ^ ^ 

typewritten page m a sheaf of typewritten pages w ic e re 

placed in his pocket. 
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We followed the porter with the truck down the long cement 
platform beside the tram. At the end was a gate and a man 
took the tickets. 

We were returnmg to Paris to set up separate residences. 
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It was hot coming down mto the valley even in the early morn- 
ing. The sun melted the snow from the skis we were carrymg 
and dried the wood. It was spring in the valley hut the sun 
was very hot. We came along the road mto Galtur carrying 
our skis and rucksacks. As we passed the churchyard a burial 
was just over. I said, “Gruss Gott,” to the priest as he walked 
past us commg out of the churchyard. The priest bowed. 

“It’s funny a priest never speaks to you,” John said. 

“You’d thmk they’d like to say ‘Gruss Gott.’ ” 

“They never answer,” John said. 

We stopped m the road and watched the sexton shovelling m 
the new earth. A peasant with a black beard and high leather 
boots stood beside the grave. The sexton stopped shovelling 
and straightened his back. The peasant m the high boots took 
the spade from the sexton and went on filling in the grave— 
spreadmg the earth evenly as a man spreading manure in a 
garden. In the bright May morning the grave-fillmg looked 
unreal. I could not imagme any one being dead. 

“Imagme bemg buried on a day like this,” I said to John. 

“I wouldn’t like it.” 

“Well,” I said, “we don’t have to do it.” 

We went on up the road past the houses of the town to the 
mn. We had been skiing in the Silvretta for a month, and it was 
good to be down in the valley. In the Silvretta the skimg had 
been all right, but it was sprmg skimg, the snow was good 
only m the early mornmg and agam m the evening. The 
rest of the time it was spoiled by the sun. We were both tired 
of die sun. You could not get away from the sun. The only 
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shadows were made by rocks or by the hut that was built under 
the protection o£ a rock beside a glacier, and m the shade the 
sweat froze m your underclothing. You could not sit outside 
the hut without dark glasses. It was pleasant to be burned 
black but the sun had been very tiring. You could not rest in 
It. I was glad to be down away from snow. It was too late in 
die spring to be up in the Silvretta. I was a little tired of 
skiing. We had stayed too long. I could taste the snow water 
we had been drinking melted off the tin roof of the hut. The 
taste was a part of the way I felt about skiing. I was glad 
there were other things beside skimg, and I was glad to be 
down, away from the unnatural high mountain spring, into 
this May morning in the valley. 

The mnkeeper sat on the porch of the inn, his chair Upped 
back against the wall. Beside him sat the cook. 

“Ski-heill” said the innkeeper. 

“Held” we said and leaned the skis agamst the wall and took 
off our packs. 

“How was It up above?” asked the innkeeper. 

“Schon A little too much sun.” 

“Yes There’s too much sun this time of year.” 

The cook sat on m his chair. The mnkeeper went m with us 
and unlocked his office and brought out our mail. There was a 
bundle of letters and some papers. 

“Let’s get some beer,” John said. 

“Good. We’ll drmk it inside.” 

The proprietor brought two bottles and we drank them while 
we read the letters. 

“We better have some more beer,” John said. A girl brought 
It this time. She smiled as she opened the bottles 
“Many letters,” she said. 

“Yes. Many.” 

Prosit, she said and went out, taking the empty bottles. 
“I’d forgotten what beer tasted like.” 

I hadn t, John said. “Up m the hut I used to thmk about 
It a lot.” 
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“Well,” I said, “weVe got it now ” 

“You oughtn’t to ever do anything too long.” 

“No. We were up there too long.” 

“Too damn long,” John said. “It’s no good doing a thing 
too long.” 

The sun came through the open wmdow and shone through 
die beer bottles on the table. The bottles were haT full Tliere 
was a Iitde froth on the beer in the bottles, not much because 
it was very cold. It collared up when you poured it into the tall 
glasses. I looked out of die open window at the white road. The 
trees beside the road were dusty. Beyond was a green field and 
a stream. There were trees along the stream and a mill with a 
water wheel Through the open side of the mill I saw a long 
log and a saw m it rising and falling No one seemed to be 
tending it. Tiiere were four crows walking in the green field. 
One crow sat in a tree watching Outside on the porch the cook 
got off his chair and passed into the hall that led back into the 
kitchen. Inside, the sunlight shone through the empty glasses 
on the table. John was leamng forward with his head on his 
arms. 

Through die window I saw two men come up the front 
steps They came into the drmking room. One was the bearded 
peasant in the high boots The other was the sexton. They 
sat down at the table under the window. The girl came in 
and stood by their table. The peasant did not seem to see her. 
He sat widi his hands on the table. He wore his old army 
clothes. There were patches on the elbows 

“What will It be?” asked the sexton. The peasant did not 
pay any attention. 

“What will you drink?” 

“Schnapps,” die peasant said. 

“And a quarter litre of red wine,” the sexton told the girl. 

The girl brought the drinks and the peasant drank the 
schnapps He looked out of the window The sexton watched 
him John had his head forward on the table. He was asleep 

The innkeeper came m and went over to the table. He spoke 
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in dialect and the sexton answered him. Tlie peasant looked 
out of the window. The innkeeper went out of the room. The 
peasant stood up. He took a folded ten-thousand kronen note 
out of a leather pocketbook and unfolded it. The girl came up. 
“Alles?” she asked. 

“Alles,” he said. 

“Let me buy the wine,” the sexton said. 

“Alles,” the peasant repeated to the girl. She put her hand 
in the pocket of her apron, brought it out full of coins and 
counted out the change. The peasant went out the door. As 
soon as he was gone tlie innkeeper came into the room agam 
and spoke to the sexton. He sat down at the table. They talked 
in dialect. The sexton was amused. The innkeeper was dis- 
gusted. The sexton stood up from the table. He was a little 
man with a mustache. He leaned out of the wmdow and looked 
up the road. 

“There he goes m,” he said. 

“In the Lowen?” 

“Ja.” 

They talked agam and then the mnkeeper came over to our 
table. The innkeeper was a tall man and old. He looked at 
John asleep. 

“He’s pretty tired.” 

“Yes, we were up early.” 

“Will you want to eat soon?” 

“Any time,” I said. “What is there to eat?” 

“Anythmg you want. The girl will brmg the eating-card.” 

The girl brought the menu. John woke up. The menu was 
written in ink on a card and the card slipped into a wooden 
paddle. 

“There’s the speise-karte,” I said to John. He looked at it. 
He was still sleepy. 

“Won’t you have a drink with us?” I asked the innkeeper. 
He sat down. “Those peasants are beasts,” said the mnkeeper. 

“We saw that one at a funeral coming into town.” 

“That was his wife.” 
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“Oh” 

“He’s a beast. All these peasants are beasts.” 

“How do you mean 

“You wouldn’t believe it. You wouldn’t believe what just 
happened about tliat one.” 

“Tell me.” 

“You wouldn’t believe it.” The innkeeper spoke to the sex- 
ton. “Franz, come over here.” The sexton came, bringing his 
little bottle of wine and his glass. 

“The gentlemen are just come down from the Wiesbadener- 
hiitte,” the innkeeper said. We shook hands. 

“What will you drink I asked. 

“Nothing,” Franz shook his finger. 

“Another quarter litre?” 

“All right.” 

“Do you understand dialect?” the mnkeeper asked. 

“No.” 

“What’s It all about?” John asked. 

“He’s going to tell us about the peasant we saw fillmg the 
grave, coming into town.” 

“I can’t understand it, anyway,” John said “It goes too fast 
for me.” 

“That peasant,” the innkeeper said, “today he brought his 
wife m to be buried. She died last November.” 

“December,” said the sexton 

“That makes nothing. She died last December then, and he 
notified the commune.” 

“December eighteenth,” said the sexton. 

“Anyway, he couldn’t brmg her over to be buried until the 
snow was gone.” 

“He lives on the other side of the Paznaun,” said the sexton. 
“But he belongs to this parish.” 

“He couldn’t bring her out at all?” I asked. 

“No. He can only come, from where he lives, on skis until 
the snow melts. So today he brought her in to be buried and 
the priest, when he looked at her face, didn’t want to bury her. 
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You go on and tell it,” he said to the sexton. “Speak German, 
not dialect.” 

“It was very funny with the priest,” said the sexton. “In the 
report to the commune she died of heart trouble. We knew she 
had heart trouble here. She used to faint in church sometimes. 
She did not come for a long time. She wasn’t strong to climb. 
When the priest uncovered her face he asked Olz, ‘Did your 
wife suffer much?’ ‘No,’ said Olz. ‘When I came in the house 
she was dead across the bed.’ 

“The priest looked at her again. He didn’t like it. 

“ ‘How did her face get that way ?’ 

“ ‘I don’t know,’ Olz said. 

“ ‘You’d better find out,’ the priest said, and put the blanket 
back. Olz didn’t say anything. The priest looked at him. Olz 
looked back at the priest. ‘You want to know^’ 

“ ‘I must know,’ the priest said.” 

“This is where it’s good,” the innkeeper said. “Listen to this. 
Go on Franz.” 

“ ‘Well,’ said Olz, ‘when she died I made the report to the 
'Commune and I put her m the shed across the top of the big 
wood. When I started to use the big wood she was stiff and I 
put hei up agamst the wall. Her mouth was open and when I 
came into the shed at night to cut up the big wood, I hung 
the lantern from it.’ 

“Why did you do that?” asked the priest. 

“ ‘I don’t know,’ said Olz. 

“‘Did you do that many times?’ 

“ ‘Every time I went to work in the shed at night.’ 

“ ‘It was very wrong,’ said the priest. ‘Did you love your 
wife.’ 

“ ‘fa, I loved her,’ Olz said. ‘I loved her fine.’ ” 

“Did you understand it all?” asked the innkeeper. “You 
understand it all about his wife?” 

“I heard it.” 

“How about eating?” fohn asked. 
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“You order,” I said. “Do you think it’s true?” I asked tliq 
innkeeper. 

“Sure It’s true,” he said. “These peasants are beasts.” 

“Where did he go now ?” 

“He’s gone to drink at my colleague’s, the Lowen.” 

“He didn’t want to drink with me,” said the sexton 
“He didn’t want to drmk with me, after he knew about his 
wife,” said the innkeeper. 

“Say,” said John. “How about eating?” 

“All right,” I said. 



A PURSUIT RACE 


William Campbell had been in a pursuit race with a burlesque 
show ever since Pittsburgh. In a pursuit race, in bicycle racing, 
riders start at equal intervals to ride after one another. They 
ride very fast because the race is usually limited to a short dis- 
tance and if they slow their riding another rider who main- 
tains his pace will make up the space that separated them 
equally at the start. As soon as a rider is caught and passed he 
is out of the race and must get down from his bicycle and leave 
the track. If none of the riders are caught the winner of the 
race is the one who has gained the most distance. In most 
pursuit races, if there are only two riders, one of the riders 
is caught inside of six miles. The burlesque show caught 
William Campbell at Kansas City. 

William Campbell had hoped to hold a slight lead over the 
burlesque show until they reached the Pacific coast. As long as 
he preceded the burlesque show as advance man he was bemg 
paid. When the burlesque show caught up with him he was in 
bed. He was in bed when the manager of the burlesque troupe 
came into his room and after the manager had gone out he 
decided that he might as well stay m bed. It was very cold in 
Kansas City and he was m no hurry to go out. He did not like 
Kansas City. He reached under the bed for a botde and drank. 
It made his stomach feel better. Mr. Turner, the manager of the 
burlesque show, had refused a drink. 

William Campbell’s interview with Mr. Turner had been 
a little strange. Mr. Turner had knocked on the door. Campbell 
had said: “Come m*” When Mr. Turner came mto tlie room 
he saw clothing on a chair, an open suitcase, the bottle on a 
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chair beside the bed, and some one lying in the bed com- 
pletely covered by the bed-clothes. 

“Mister Campbell,” Mr. Turner said. 

“You can’t fire me,” William Campbell said from under- 
neath the covers. It was warm and white and close under the 
covers. “You can’t fire me because I’ve got down off my 
bicycle.” 

“You’re drunk,” Mr. Turner said. 

“Oh, yes,” William Campbell said, speaking directly agamst 
the sheet and feeling the texture with his lips. 

“You’re a fool,” Mr. Turner said. He turned off the electric 
hght. The electric light had been burning all night. It was 
now ten o’clock in the morning. “You’re a drunken fool. 
When did you get into this town^^” 

“I got into his town last night,” William Campbell said, 
speaking against the sheet. He found he liked to talk through 
a sheet. “Did you ever talk through a sheet?” 

“Don’t try to be funny. You aren’t funny.” 

“I’m not bemg funny. I’m just talking through a sheet.” 

“You’re talking through a sheet all right.” 

“You can go now, Mr. Turner,” Campbell said. “I don’t 
work for you any more ” 

“You know that anyway.” 

“I know a lot,” William Campbell said. He pulled down 
the sheet and looked at Mr. Turner. “I know enough so I 
don’t mind lookmg at you at all. Do you want to hear what 
I know'^” 

“No.” 

“Good,” said William Campbell “Because really I don’t 
know anythmg at all. I was just talking.” He pulled the sheet 
up over his face agam. “I love it under a sheet,” he said. Mr. 
Turner stood beside the bed. He was a middle-aged man with 
a large stomach and a bald head and he had many things to 
do. “You ought to stop off here, Billy, and take a cure,” he 
said. “I’ll fix it up iE you want to do it.” 

“I don’t want to take a cure/’ William Campbell said. “I 
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don’t want to take a cure at all. I am perfectly happy. All 
my life I have been perfectly happy.” 

“How long have you been tills way ?” 

“What a question'” William Campbell breathed m and 
out through the sheet. 

“How long have you been stewed, Billy?” 

“Haven’t I done my work?” 

“Sure. I just asked you how long you’ve been stewed, Billy.” 
“I don’t know. But I’ve got my wolf back,” he touched the 
sheet with his tongue. “I’ve had him for a week.” 

“The hell you have.” 

“Oh, yes. My dear wolf. Every time I take a drink he goes 
outside the room. He can’t stand alcohol. The poor little fel- 
low.” He moved his tongue round and round on the sheet. 
“He’s a lovely wolf. He’s just like he always was.” William 
Campbell shut his eyes and took a deep breath. 

“You got to take a cure, Billy,” Mr. Turner said. “You won’t 
mind the Keeley. It isn’t bad.” 

“The Keeley,” William Campbell said. “It isn’t far from 
London.” He shut his eyes and opened them, moving the eye- 
lashes against the sheet. “I just love sheets,” he said. He looked 
at Mr. Turner. 

“Listen, you thmk I’m drunk.” 

“You are drunk.” 

“No, I’m not.” 

“You’re drunk and you’ve had D.T.’s.” 

“No.” William Campbell held the sheet around his head. 
“Dear sheet,” he said. He breathed against it gently. “Pretty 
sheet. You love me, don’t you, sheet? It’s all m the price of 
the room. Just like in Japan. No,” he said. “Listen Billy, dear 
Sliding Billy, I have a surprise for you. I’m not drunk. I’m 
hopped to the eyes.” 

“No,” said Mr. Turner. 

Take a look.” William Campbell pulled up the right sleeve 
of his pyjama jacket under the sheet, then shoved the right 
forearm out. Look at that.” On the forearm, from just above 
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the wrist to the elbow, were small blue circles around tiny 
dark blue punctures. The circles almost touched one another. 
“That’s the new development,” William Campbell said. “I 
drink a little now once in a while, just to drive the wolf out 
of the room.” 

“They got a cure for that,” “Sliding Billy” Turner said. 

“No,” William Campbell said. “They haven’t got a cure 
for anything.” 

“You can’t just quit like that, Billy,” Turner said. He sat 
on the bed. 

“Be careful of my sheet,” William Campbell said 

“You can’t just quit at your age and take to pumpmg your- 
self full of that stuff just because you got m a jam.” 

“There’s a law against it. If that’s what you mean.” 

“No, I mean you got to fight it out.” 

Billy Campbell caressed the sheet with his lips and his 
tongue. “Dear sheet,” he said. “I can kiss this sheet and see 
right through it at the same time.” 

“Cut it out about the sheet. You can’t just take to that stuff, 
Billy.” 

William Campbell shut his eyes. He was beginning to feel a 
slight nausea. He knew that this nausea would increase stead- 
ily, without there ever being the relief of sickness, until some- 
thing were done agamst it. It was at this pomt that he sug- 
gested that Mr. Turner have a drink. Mr. Turner declined. 
Wilham Campbell took a drink from the bottle It was a 
temporary measure. Mr. Turner watched him. Mr. Turner had 
been in this room much longer than he should have been, he 
had many things to doj although living in daily association 
With people who used drugs, he had a horror of drugs, and he 
was very fond of William Campbell; he did not wish to leave 
him. He was very sorry for him and he felt a cure might 
help. He knew there were good cures in Kansas City. But he 
had to go. He stood up. 

“Listen, Billy,” William Campbell said, “1 want to tell you 
something. You’re called ‘Sliding Billy.’ That’s because you can 
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slide. I’m called just Billy. That’s because I never could slide 
at all. I can’t slide, Billy. I can’t slide. It just catches. Every 
time I try it, it catches.” He shut his eyes. “I can’t slide, Billy. 
It’s awful when you can’t slide.” 

“Yes,” said “Sliding Billy” Turner. 

“Yes, what?” William Campbell looked at him. 

“You were saying.” 

“No,” said William Campbell. “I wasn’t saying. It must have 
been a mistake.” 

“You were saying about sliding.” 

“No. It couldn’t have been about sliding. But listen, Billy, 
and I’ll tell you a secret. Stick to sheets, Billy. Keep away from 
women and horses and, and—” he stopped “—eagles, Billy. If 

you love horses you’ll get horse-s , and if you love eagles 

you’ll get eagle-s .” He stopped and put his head under the 

sheet. 

“I got to go,” said “Shdmg Billy” Turner. 

“If you love women you’ll get a dose,” William Campbell 

said. “If you love horses 

“Yes, you said that.” 

“Said what?” 

“About horses and eagles.” 

“Oh, yes. And if you love sheets.” He breathed on the sheet 
and stroked his nose agamst it. “I don’t know about sheets,” 
he said. “I just started to love this sheet.” 

“I have to go,” Mr. Turner said “I got a lot to do.” 

That’s all right,” William Campbell said. “Everybody’s got 
to go.” 

“I better go.” 

“All right, you go.” 

'“Are you all right, Billy ?” 

“I was never so happy m my life.” 

“And you’re all right?” 

I m fine. You go along. I’ll just lie here for a little while. 
Around noon I’ll get up” 
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But when Mr. Turner came up to William Campbell’s room 
at noon William Campbell was sleeping and as Mr. Turner 
was a man who knew what thmgs in life were v^ry valuable 
he did not wake him„ 



TODAY IS FRIDAY 


Three Romufi soldiers are in a drinhing-place at eleven o> clock, 
at night. There ate hatrels atound the wall. Behind the 
wooden counter is a Hebrew wine-sellet . The three Rowan 
soldiers are a little coch^eyed. 

ist Roman Soldier— You. tried the red? 

2d Soldier— 'Ho, I ain’t tried it. 
ist Soldier— You better try it. 

2d Soldiet—h\\ right, George, we’ll have a round of die red. 
Hebrew W ine-seller-Htio you are, gentlemen. You’ll hke 
that. \He sets down an earthenware pitcher that he has filled 
from one of the casJ{s.] That’s a nice little wme. 

ist Soldier-Hsi^o a drink of it yourself. [He turns to the 
third Roman soldier who is leaning on a batrel.'] What’s die 
matter with you ? 

3d Roman Soldier—! got a gut-ache. 

2d 6'0/dz^r— You’ve been drinking water. 
ist Soldier— Try some of the red. 

3d Soldier—! can’t drink the damn stuff. It makes my gut 
sour. 

ist Soldier— You been out here too long. 

3d Soldier— HeT!, don’t I know iti^ 

ist Soldier—Sa.y, George, can’t you give this gendeman some- 
thmg to fix up his stomach^ 

Hebrew Wine-seller—! got it right here. 

[The thud Roman soldier tastes the cup that the wine-seU 
ler has mixed for him?^ 

3d Soldier— Hzy , what you put in that, camel chips ? 
Wine-seller— You drmk that right down, Lootenant. That’d 
fix you up right. 
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2id Soldier— ^d\, I couldn’t feel any worse. 

1st Soldier Take a chance on it. George fixed me up fine 
the other day. 

Wine-sellet— You were in bad shape, Lootenant. I know what 
fixes up a bad stomach. 

\The thud Roman soldier drin\s the cup downS\ 

gd Roman Soldier— ]esus Christ. [He ma\es a face.] 

“id Soldier— Yh^aX. false alarm J 

1st Soldier— 0 \ I don’t know. He was pretty good m there 
today. 

Q.d Soldier— didn’t he come down off the cross ? 

1st Soldier— He didn’t want to come down off the cross. 
That’s not his play. 

2.d Soldier-Show me a guy that doesn’t want to come down 
off the cross. 

1st Soldier— Kw, hell, you don’t know anything about it. Ask 
George there. Did he want to come down off the cross, George ? 

W ine~seller—Vh tell you, gentlemen, I wasn’t out there. It’s 
a thing I haven’t taken any interest in. 

id Soldier '-dj\.%X.eu, I seen a lot of them— here and plenty of 
other places. Any time you show me one that doesn’t want to 
get down off the cross when the time comes— when the time 
comes, I mean— I’ll climb right up with him. 

1st Soldier— \ thought he was pretty good in there today. 

3 <^ Soldier— He was all right. 

id Roman Soldier— You guys don’t know what I’m talking 
about. I’m not saying whether he was good or not. What I 
mean is, when the tune comes When they first start nailing 
him, there isn’t none of them wouldn’t stop it if they could. 

1 st Soldier— Hidrit you follow it, George ? 

Wine-seller— Ho^ I didn’t take any interest in it, Lootenant. 

1 st Soldier— \ was surprised how he acted. 

3 ^ Soldier— The part I don’t lilte is the nailmg them on. You 
know, that must get to you pretty bad. 

id Soldier— It isn’t that that’s so bad, as when they first lift 
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’em up, TTidl^cs ci gcstuvc with his two pciltits to-" 

gether.l When the weight starts to pull on ’em. That’s whcfi 
It gets ’em. 

id Roman Soldier— It take some o£ them pretty bad. 
ist Soldia—Am'l I seen ’em^^ I seen plenty of them. I tell 
you, he was pretty good m there today. 

YThe second Roman soldier smdes at the Hebrew wine- 
seller.] 

2d Soldier— Y ou'tc a regular Christer, big boy. 

1st Soldier— Smt, go on and kid him. But listen while I tell 
you something. He was pretty good in there today. 

2d Soldier— Wh.2it about some more wine^ 

[The wine-seller loo\s up expectantly. The third Roman 
soldier ns sitting with his head down. He does not loo\ well.] 

id Soldier — 1 don’t want any more. 

2d Soldier— for two, George. 

[The wine-seller puts out a pitcher of wine, a size smaller 
than the last one. He leans forward on the wooden counter.] 

1st Roman Soldier— You see his girP 
2d Soldier— Yl asn’t I standmg right by her ? 

1st Soldier—Sht' s a mce-looker. 

2d Soldier— \ knew her before he did. [He win\s at the wine- 
seller.] 

1st Soldier — 1 used to see her around the town. 

2d Soldier — She used to have a lot of stuff He never brought 
her no good luck. 

1st Soldiei — Oh, he ain’t lucky. But he looked pretty good to 
me m there today. 

2d Soldier— YSflrdX become of his gang? 

1st Soldier— Oh., they faded out. Just the women stuck by 
him. 

2d Roman Soldier— They were a pretty yellow crowd. When 
they seen him go up there they didn’t want any of it. 

1st Soldier— The, women stuck all right. 
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id Soldier— they stuck all right. 

1st Roman Soldier— You see me slip the old spear into him? 

2d Roman Soldier— You'll get mto trouble domg that some 
day. 

ist Soldier— It was the least I could do for him. I’ll tell you 
he looked pretty good to me in there today. 

Hebrew Wine-seller— Gentlemen, you know I got to close. 

1st Roman Soldier— "Well have one more round. 

2d Roman Soldier— Ybhat's the use ? This stuff don’t get you 
anywhere. Come on, let’s go. 

1st Soldier—]ust another round. 

y,d Roman Soldier— {Getting up from the barrel.] No, come 
on. Let’s go. I feel like hell tonight. 

1st Soldier— fust one more. 

2d Soldier— ^o, come on. We’re going to go. Good-night, 
George. Put it on the bill 

W ine-seller—Good-ni^t, gentlemen. [He loo\s a little wor- 
ried.] You couldn’t let me have a little something on account, 
Lootenant ? 

2d Roman Soldier— What the hell, George I Wednesday’s pay- 
day. 

Wine-seller— It’s all right, Lootenant. Good-night, gentlemen. 
[The three Roman soldiers go out the door into the street.] 
[Outside in the street.] 

2d Roman Soldier — George is a kike just like all the rest of 
them. 

1st Roman Soldier — Oh, George is a mce fella. 

2d Soldier— Everybody’s a nice fella to you tonight. 

Sd Roman Soldier— Come on, let’s go up to the barracks. J 

feel like hell tonight. 

2d Soldier — You been out here too long. 

y,d Roman Soldier — No, it am’t just that I feel like hell. 

2jd Soldier— You been out here too long That’s all. 


CURTAIN 



BANAL STORY 


So HE ATE an orange, slowly spitting out the seeds. Outside, the 
snow was turning to rain. Inside, the electric stove seemed to 
give no heat and rising from his writing-table, he sat down 
upon the stove. How good it felt' Here, at last, was life. 

He reached for another orange. Far away m Paris, Mascart 
had knocked Danny Frush cuckoo in the second round. Far 
off in Mesopotamia, twenty-one feet of snow had fallen. Across 
the world in distant Australia, the English cricketers were 
sharpening up their wickets. There was Romance. 

Patrons of the arts and letters have discovered The Fomm, 
he read. It is the guide, philosopher, and friend of the thinking 
minority. Prize short-stones— will their authors write our best- 
sellers of tomorrow ? 

You will enjoy these warm, homespun, American tales, bits 
of real life on the open ranch, in crowded tenement or com- 
fortable home, and all with a healthy undercurrent of humor. 
I must read them, he thought. 

He read on. Our children’s children— what of them? Who 
of them? New means must be discovered to find room for us 
under the sun. Shall this be done by war or can it be done by 
peaceful methods ? 

Or will we all have to move to Canada ? 

Our deepest convictions— will Science upset them? Our civi- 
lization— is it mferior to older orders of things ? 

And meanwliile, m the far-off drippmg jungles of Yucatan, 
sounded the chopping of the axes of the gum-choppers. 

Do we want big men— or do we want them cultured ? Take 
Joyce. Take President Coolidge, What star must our college 
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students aim at ? There is Jack Britton, There is Doctor Henry 
Van Dyke. Can we reconcile the two? Take the case of Young 
Striblmg. 

And what of our daughters who must make their own 
Soundmgs? Nancy Hawthorne is obliged to make her own 
Soundmgs m the sea of life. Bravely and sensibly she faces 
the problems which come to every girl of eighteen. 

It was a splendid booklet. 

Are you a girl of eighteen? Take the case of Joan of Arc. 
Take the case of Bernard Shaw. Take the case of Betsy Ross. 

Thmk of these things in 1925— Was there a risque page in 
Puritan history? Were diere two sides to Pocahontas? Did sht/ 
have a fourth dimension ? 

Are modern paintings— and poetry— Art? Yes and No. Take 
Picasso. 

Have tramps codes of conduct? Send your mind adventur- 
ing. 

There is Romance everywhere. Forum writers talk to the" 
point, are possessed of humor and wit. But they do not try to b^ 
smart and are never long-winded. 

Live the full life of the mind, exhilarated by new ideas, in- 
toxicated by the Romance of the unusual. He laid down the 
booklet. 

And meanwhile, stretched flat on a bed m a darkened room 
m his house m Triana, Manuel Garcia Maera lay with a tube 
in each lung, drowning with the pneumonia. All the papers 
in Andalucia devoted special supplements to his death, which 
had been expected for some days. Men and boys bought full- 
length colored pictures of him to remember him by, and lost 
the picture they had of him in their memories by looking at 
the lithographs. Bull-fighters were very relieved he was dead, 
because he did always m the buU-rmg the things they could 
only do sometimes. They all marched in the ram behind his 
coffin and there were one hundred and forty-seven bull-fighters 
followed him out to the cemetery, where they buried him in 
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the tomb next to Joselito. After the funeral every one sat 
in the cafes out of the rain, and many colored pictures of 
Maera were sold to men who rolled them up and put them 
away m their pockets= 



NOW I LAY ME 


That night we lay on the floor in the room and I listened 
to the silk-worms eatmg. The silk-worms fed in racks of mul- 
berry leaves and all night you could hear them eating and a 
dropping sound in the leaves. I myself did not want to sleep 
because I had been livmg for a long time with the knowledge 
that if I ever shut my eyes in the dark and let myself go, my 
soul would go out of my body. 1 had been that way for a long 
time, ever since I had been blown up at night and felt it go 
out of me and go off and then come back. I tried never to thmk 
about It, but It had started to go since, in the nights, just at 
the moment of going ofl to sleep, and I could only stop it by 
a very great effort. So while now I am fairly sure that it 
would not really have gone out, yet then, that summer, I was 
unwillmg to make the experiment. 

I had different ways of occupying myself while I lay awake. 

I would think of a trout stream 1 had fished along when I was 
a boy and fish its whole length very carefully m my mind; 
fishing very carefully under all the logs, all the turns of the 
bank, the deep holes and the clear shallow stretches, sometimes 
catching trout and sometimes losing them. I would stop Bshing 
at noon to eat my lunch, sometimes on a log over the stream; 
sometimes on a high bank under a tree, and I always ate my 
lunch very slowly and watched the stream below me while 
I ate. Often I ran out of bait because I would take only ten 
worms with me m a tobacco tm when I started. When I had 
used them all I had to find more worms, and sometimes it 
was very di£6cult digging in the bank of the stream where 
the cedar trees kept out the sun and there was no grass but 
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only tlie bare moist earth and often I could find no worms. 
Always though I found some kind of bait, but one time in the 
swamp I could find no bait at all and had to cut up one of the 
trout 1 had caught and use him for bait 
Sometimes I found insects in the swamp meadows, in the 
grass or under ferns, and used them. There were beetles and in- 
sects with legs like grass stems, and grubs in old rotten logs; 
white grubs with brown pinching heads that would not stay 
on the hook and emptied into nothing in the cold water, and 
wood ticks under logs where sometimes I found angle-worms 
that slipped into the ground as soon as the log was raised. 
Once I used a salamander from under an old log. The sala- 
mander was very small and neat and agile and a lovely color. 
He had tiny feet that tried to hold on to the hook, and after 
that one time I never used a salamander, although I found 
them very often. Nor did I use crickets, because of tlie way 
they acted about the hook. 

Sometimes the stream ran through an open meadow, and in 
the dry grass I would catch grasshoppers and use them for 
bait and sometimes I would catch grasshoppers and toss tliem 
into the stream and watch them float along swimming on tlie 
stream and circlmg on the surface as the current took them 
and then disappear as a trout rose. Sometimes I would fish 
four or five different streams in the night; starting as near as I 
could get to their source and fishing them down stream. When 
I had finished too quickly and the time did not go, I would 
fish the stream over again, starting where it emptied into the 
lake and fishing back up stream, trying for all the trout I had 
missed coming down. Some nights too I made up streams, 
and some of them were very exciting, and it was like being 
awake and dreaming. Some of those streams I still remember 
and think that I have fished in them, and they are confused 
with streams I really know. I gave them all names and went 
to them on the tram and sometimes walked for miles to get 
to them. 

But some nights I could not fish, and on those nights I was 
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cold-awake and said my prayers over and over and tried 
to pray for all the people I had ever known. That took up a 
great amount of time, for if you try to remember all the peo- 
ple you have ever known, gomg back to the earliest thing you 
remember— which was, with me, the attic of the house where 
I was born and my mother and father’s wedding-cake in a 
tin box hanging from one of the rafters, and, in the attic, jars 
of snakes and other specimens that my father had collected 
as a boy and preserved in alcohol, the alcohol sunken in the 
jars so the backs of some of the snakes and specimens were 
exposed and had turned white— if you thought back that far, 
you remembered a great many people. If you prayed for all 
of them, saying a Hail Mary and an Our Father for each one, 
It took a long time and finally it would be light, and then you 
could go to sleep, if you were in a place where you could 
sleep m the daylight. 

On those nights I tried to remember everything that had 
ever happened to me, starting with just before I went to the 
war and remembering back from one dung to another I found 
I could only remember back to that attic in my grandfather’s 
house. Then I would start there and remember this way again, 
until I reached the war. 

I remember, after my grandfather died we moved away from 
that house and to a new house designed and built by my 
mother. Many things that were not to be moved were burned 
in the back-yard and I remember those jars from the attic 
being thrown in the fire, and how they popped m the heat and 
the fire flamed up from the alcohol I remember the snakes 
burnmg in the fire in the back-yard. But there were no people 
in that, only things I could not remember who burned the 
things even, and I would go on until I came to people and then 
stop and pray for them. 

About the new house I remember how my mother was al- 
ways cleaning things out and making a good clearance. One 
time when my father was away on a hunting trip she made a 
good thorough cleanmg out in the basement and burned every- 
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thing that should not have been there. When my father came 
home and got down from his buggy and hitched the horse, 
the fire was still burnmg in tlie road beside the house. I went 
out to meet him. He handed me his shotgun and looked at 
the fire. “What’s this^” he asked. 

“I’ve been cleaning out the basement, dear,” my mother said 
from the porch. She was standing there smiling, to meet him. 
My father looked at the fire and kicked at something. Then 
he leaned over and picked something out of the ashes. “Get a 
rake, Nick,” he said to me. I went to the basement and brought 
a rake and my father raked very carefully m the ashes. He raked 
out stone axes and stone skinnmg knives and tools for making 
arrow-heads and pieces of pottery and many arrow-heads. They 
had all been blackened and chipped by the fire. My father 
raked them all out very carefully and spread them on the 
grass by the road. His shotgun in its leather case and his 
game-bags were on the grass where he had left them when 
he stepped down from the buggy. 

“Take the gun and the bags in the house, Nick, and bring 
me a paper,” he said. My mother had gone mside the house. 
I took the shotgun, which was heavy to carry and banged 
against my legs, and the two game-bags and started toward the 
house. “Take them one at a time,” my father said. “Don’t try 
and carry too much at once.” I put down the game-bags and 
took m the shotgun and brought out a newspaper from the 
pile in my father’s office. My father spread all the blackened, 
chipped stone implements on the paper and then wrapped 
them up. “The best arrow-heads went all to pieces,” he said. 
He walked into the house with the paper package and I stayed 
outside on the grass with the two game-bags. After a while I 
took them m. In remembermg that, there were only two peo- 
ple, so I would pray for them both. 

Some nights, though, I could not remember my prayers even. 
I could only get as far as “On earth as it is in heaven” and 
then have to start all over and be absolutely unable to get past 
that. Then I would have to recognize that I could not remem- 
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ber and give up saying my prayers that night and try some- 
thing else. So on some nights I would try to remember all the 
animals in tlie world by name and then the birds and then 
fishes and tlien countries and cities and then kmds of food and 
the names of all the streets I could remember m Chicago, and 
when I could not remember anythmg at all any more I would 
just listen. And I do not remember a night on which you could 
not hear things. If I could have a light I was not afraid to sleep, 
because I knew my soul would only go out of me if it were 
dark. So, of course, many nights I was where I could have a 
light and then I slept because I was nearly always tired and 
often very sleepy. And I am sure many times too that I slept 
without knowing it— but I never slept knowing it, and on this 
night I listened to the silk-worms. You can hear silk-worms eat- 
ing very clearly in the night and I lay with my eyes open and 
listened to them. 

There was only one other person in the room and he was 
awake too. I listened to him being awake, for a long time. He 
could not lie as quietly as I could because, perhaps, he had 
not had as much practice bemg awake We were lying on 
blankets spread over straw and when he moved the straw was 
noisy, but the silk-worms were not frightened by any noise we 
made and ate on steadily. There were the noises of night seven 
kilometres behmd the lines outside but they were different 
from the small noises inside the room in the dark. The othel 
man in the room tried lymg quietly. Then he moved agam, 

I moved too, so he would know I was awake He had lived ten 
years in Chicago They had taken him for a soldier in nineteen 
fourteen when he had come back to visit his family, and 
they had given him me for an orderly because he spoke Eng- 
lish. I heard him listenmg, so I moved again in the blankets, 

“Can’t you sleep. Signor Tenente?” he asked. 

“No.” 

“I can’t sleep, either.” ’ 

“What’s the matter?” 

“I don’t know- I can’t sleep.” 



“You feel all right?” 

“Sure. I feel good. I just can’t sleep.” 

“You want to talk a while I asked. 

“Sure. What can you talk about in this damn place.’' 

“This place is pretty good,” I said. 

“Sure,” he said. “It’s all right.” 

“Tell me about out m Chicago,” I said. 

“Oh,” he said, “I told you all that once.” 

“Tell me about how you got married.” 

“I told you that.” 

“Was the letter you got Monday— from her^” 

“Sure. She writes me all the time. She’s makmg good money 
With the place.” 

“You’ll have a nice place when you go back.” 

“Sure. She runs it fine She’s making a lot of money.” 
“Don’t you think we’ll wake them up, talkmg?” I asked. 
“No They can’t hear Anyway, they sleep like pigs. I’m dif- 
ferent,” he said. “I’m nervous.” 

“Talk quiet,” I said “Want a smoke?” 

We smoked skilfully m the dark. 

“You don’t smoke much. Signor Tenente.” 

“No. I’ve just about cut it out.” 

“Well,” he said, “it don’t do you any good and I suppose you 
get so you don’t imss it. Did you ever hear a blind man won’t 
smoke because he can’t see the smoke come out?” 

“I don’t believe it.” 

“I think it’s all bull, myself,” he said “I just heard it some- 
where You know how you hear things ” 

We were both quiet and I listened to the silk-worms. 

“You hear those damn silk-worms?” he asked. “You can 
hear them chew.” 

“It’s funny,” I said. 

Say, Signor Tenente, is there somethmg really the matter 
diat you can’t sleep? I never see you sleep. You haven’t slept 
nights ever since I been with you.” 
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“I don’t know, John,” I said. “I got in pretty bad shape along 
early last spring and at night it bothers me.” 

“Just like I am,” he said. “I shouldn’t have ever got in this 
war. I’m loo nervous ” 

“Maybe it will get better.” 

“Say, Signor Tenente, what did you get m this war for, 
anyway 

“I don’t know, John. I wanted to, then ” 

“Wanted to,” he said. “That’s a hell of a reason.” 

“We oughtn’t to talk out loud,” I said 
“They sleep just like pigs,” he said. “They can’t understand 
the English language, anyway. They don’t know a damn 
tiling. What are you going to do when it’s over and we go back 
to the States 

“I’ll get a job on a paper.” 

“In Chicago.?” 

“Maybe.” 

“Do you ever read what this fellow Brisbane writes My 
wife cuts It out for me and sends it to me.” 

“Sure.” 

“Did you ever meet him?” 

“No, but I’ve seen him.” 

“I’d like to meet that fellow. He’s a fine writer. My wife 
don’t read English but she takes the paper just hke when I 
was home and she cuts out the editorials and the sport page 

and sends them to me ” 

“How are your kids?” 

“They’re fine. One of the girls is in the fourth grade no\v 
You know, Signor Tenente, if I didn’t have the kids I wouxdn t 
be your orderly now. They’d have made me stay in the line 

all the time.” 

“I’m glad you’ve got them.” , 1 4 

“So am I They’re fine kids but I want a boy. Three girls and 

no boy. That’s a hell of a note 
“Why don’t you try and go to sleep ?” 
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“No, I can’t sleep now. I’m wide awake now, Signor Tcncnte. 
Say, I’m worried about you not sleeping though.” 

“It’ll be all right, John.” 

“Imagine a young fellow like you not to sleep.” 

“I’ll get all right. It just takes a while.” 

“You got to get all right. A man can’t get along that don’t 
sleep. Do you worry about anything? You got anything on 
your mmd?” 

“No, John, I don’t think so.” 

“You ought to get married, Signor Tenente. Then you 
wouldn’t worry.” 

“I don’t know.” 

“You ought to get married Why don’t you pick out some 
nice Italian girl with plenty of money ? You could get any one 
you want. You’re young and you got good decorations and you 
look nice. You been wounded a couple of times.” 

“I can’t talk the language well enough.” 

“You talk It fine. To hell with talkmg the language. You 
don’t have to talk to them. Marry them.” 

“I’ll thmk about it.” 

“You know some girls, don’t you?” 

“Sure.” 

“Well, you marry the one with the most money. Over here, 
the way they’re brought up, they’ll all make you a good wife.” 
“I’ll think about it.” 

“Don’t think about it. Signor Tenente. Do it.” 

“All right.” 

“A man ought to be married. You’ll never regret it. Every 
man ought to be married.” 

“All right,” I said. “Let’s try and sleep a while.” 

All right, Signor Tenente. I’ll try it again. But you remem- 
ber what I said.” 

1 11 remember it,” I said. “Now let’s sleep a while, John.” 
“All right,” he said. “I hope you sleep. Signor Tenente.” 

I heard him roll in his blankets on the straw and then he 
was very quiet and I listened to him breathing regularly. Then 



he started to snore. I listened to him snore for a long time and 
then I stopped listening to him snore and listened to the silk- 
worms eating. They ate steadily, making a dropping m the 
leaves. I had a new thing to think about and I lay m the dark 
with my eyes open and thought of all the girls I had ever 
known and what kind of wives they would make. It was a 
very interesting thing to tliink about and for a while it killed 
off trout-fishing and interfered with my prayers. Finally, 
though, I went back to trout-fishing, because I found that I 
could remember all the streams and there was always some- 
thing new about them, while tlie girls, after I had thought 
about them a few times, blurred and I could not call them into 
my mind and finally they all blurred and all became rather 
the same and I gave up thinking about them almost altogether. 
But I kept on with my prayers and I prayed very often for John 
in the nights and his class was removed from active service 
before tlie October offensive. I was glad he was not there, be- 
cause he would have been a great worry to me He came to the 
hospital in Milan to see me several months after and was very 
disappointed that I had not yet married, and I know he would 
feel very badly if he knew that, so far, I have never married 
He was going back to America and he was very certain about 
marriage and knew it would fix up everything. 
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It wasn’t about anything, something about making punch, and 
then we started fighting and I slipped and he had me down 
kneeling on my chest and choking me with both hands like he 
was trying to kill me and all the time I was trying to get the 
knife out of my pocket to cut him loose. Everybody was too 
drunk to pull him off me. He was choking me and hammer- 
ing my head on the floor and I got the knife out and opened it 
up; and I cut the muscle right across his arm and he let go 
of me. He couldn’t have held on if he wanted to. Then he 
rolled and hung onto that arm and started to cry and I said: 
“What the hell you want to choke me for?” 

I’d have killed him. I couldn’t swallow for a week. He hurt 
my throat bad 

Well, I went out of there and there were plenty of them 
with him and some came out after me and I made a turn and 
was down by the docks and I met a fellow and he said some- 
body killed a man up the street. I said “Who killed him ?” and 
he said “I don’t know who killed him but he’s dead all right,” 
and It was dark and there was water standmg in the street and 
no lights and windows broke and boats all up m the town and 
trees blown down and everything all blown and I got a skiff 
and went out and found my boat where I had her mside of 
Mango Key and she was all right only she was full of water. 
So I bailed her out and pumped her out and there was a moon 
but plenty of clouds and still plenty rough and I took it down 
along; and when it was daylight I was off Eastern Harbor. 

Brother, that was some storm I was the first boat out and 
you never saw water like that was. It was just as white as a 
lye barrel and coming from Eastern Harbor to Sou’west Key 
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you couldn’t recognize the shore. There was a big channel 
blown right out through the middle of the beach. Trees and 
all blown out and a channel cut through and all the water 
white as chalk and everything on it; branches and whole trees 
and dead birds, and all floating. Inside the keys were all the 
pelicans in the world and all kmds of birds flying. They must 
have gone inside there when they knew it was coming. 

I lay at Sou’west Key a day and nobody came after me. I was 
the first boat out and I seen a spar floating and I knew there 
must be a wreck and I started out to look for her. I found her. 
She was a three-masted schooner and I could just see the stumps 
of her spars out of water. She was in too deep water and I 
didn’t get anythmg off of her. So I went on looking for some- 
thing else. I had the start on all of them and I knew I ought 
to get whatever there was. I went on down over the sand-bars 
from where I left that three-masted schooner and I didn’t find 
anything and I went on a long way. I was way out toward the 
quicksands and I didn’t find anything so I went on. Then when 
I was in sight of the Rebecca Light I saw all kinds of birds 
making over something and I headed over for them to see 
what it was and there was a cloud of birds all right 

I could see something looked like a spar up out of the water 
and when I got over close the birds all went up in the air and 
stayed all around me. The water was clear out there and there 
was a spar of some kind sticking out just above the water and 
when I come up close to it I saw it was all dark under water 
like a long shadow and I came right over it and there under 
water was a liner; )ust lying there all under water as big as 
the whole world. I drifted over her in the boat She lay on her 
side and the stern was deep down The port holes were all shut 
tight and I could see the glass shine in the water and the whole 
of her; the biggest boat I ever saw in my life laying tJierc 
and I went along the whole length of her and then I went over 
and anchored and I had the skiff on the deck forward and I 
'■dioved it down into the water and sculled over with the birds 
all around me. 
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I had a water glass like we use sponging and my hand 
shook so I could hardly hold it All liic port hok-- were diut 
that you could see going along over her but way down below 
near the bottom something must have been ojicn because there 
were pieces of things floating out all the time. You couldn’t tell 
what tlicy were. Just pieces. That’s what the birds were after. 
You never saw so many birds. They were all around me; crazy 
yelling. 

I could see everything sharp and clear. I could see her 
rounded over and she looked a mile long under the water. She 
was lying on a clear white bank of sand and the spar was a 
sort of foremast or some sort of tackle that slanted out of 
water die way she was laying on her side. Her bow wasn’t very 
far under. I could stand on the letters of her name on her bow 
and my head was just out of water. But the nearest jiort hole 
was twelve feet down. I could just reach it with the grains pole 
and I tried to break it with that but 1 couldn’t. The glass was 
too stout. So I sculled back to the boat and got a wrench and 
lashed it to the end of the grains jxilc and I couldn’t break 
it. There I was looking down through the glass at that liner 
with everything in her and I was the first one to her and I 
couldn’t get into her. She must have had five million dollars 
worth in her. 

It made me shaky to thmk how much she must have in her. 
Inside the port hole that was closest I could see something but 
I couldn’t make it out through the water glass I couldn’t do 
any good with the grains pole and I took off my clothes and 
stood and took a couple of deep breaths and dove over off tlie 
stern with the wrench in my hand and swam down. I could 
hold on for a second to the edge of the port hole and I could 
see in and there was a woman inside with her hair floating all 
out I could see her floating plain and I hit the glass twice witli 
the wrench hard and I heard the noise clink in my ears but it 
wouldn’t break and I had to come up 
I hung onto the dinghy and got my breath and then I 
climbed in and took a couple of breaths and dove again, i 
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swam down and took hold of the edge of the port hole with 
my fingers and held it and hit the glass as hard as I could with 
the wrench. I could see the woman floated in the water through 
the glass. Her hair was tied once close to her head and it floated 
all out m the water. I could see the rings on one of her hands. 
She was right up close to the port hole and I hit the glass twice 
and I didn’t even crack it. When I came up I thought I 
wouldn’t make it to the top before I’d have to breathe. 

I went down once more and I cracked the glass, only cracked 
it, and when I came up my nose was bleeding and I stood on 
the bow of the Imer with my bare feet on the letters of her 
name and my head just out and rested there and then I 
swam over to the skiff and pulled up into it and sat there wait- 
ing for my head to stop achmg and looking down mto the 
water glass, but I bled so I had to wash out the water glass. 
Then I lay back in the skiff and held my hand under my nose 
to stop It and I lay there with my head back lookmg up 
and diere was a million birds above and all around. 

When I quit bleeding I took another look through the 
glass and then I sculled over to the boat to try and find some- 
thmg heavier than the wrench but I couldn’t find a thmg; not 
even a sponge hook I went back and the water was clearer 
all the time and you could see everythmg that floated out over 
that white bank of sand. I looked for sharks but there weren’t 
any. You could have seen a shark a long way away. The 
water was so clear and the sand white. There was a grapple for 
an anchor on the skiff and I cut it off and went overboard and 
down with it. It carried me right down and past the port 
hole and I grabbed and couldn’t hold anythmg and went on 
down and down, sliding along the curved side of her. I had 
to let go of the grapple. I heard it bump once and it seemed 
like a year before I came up through to the top of the water. 
The skifiF was floated away with the tide and I swam over 
to her with my nose bleedmg in the water while I swam and 
I was plenty glad there weren’t sharks; but I was tired. 

My head felt cracked open and I lay in the skiff and rested 
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and then I sculled back. It was getting along in the afternoon. 
I went down once more with the wrench and it didn’t do any 
good. That wrench was too light. It wasn’t any good diving 
unless you had a big hammer or something heavy enough to do 
good Then I lashed the wrench to the grains pole again and 
I watched through the water glass and pounded on the glass 
and hammered until the wrench came off and I saw it in the 
glass, clear and sharp, go sliding down along her and then off 
and down to the quicksand and go in. Then I couldn’t do a 
thing. The wrench was gone and I’d lost the grapple so I 
sculled back to tlie boat. I was too tired to get the skiff aboard 
and the sun was pretty low. The birds were all pulling out 
and leaving her and I headed for Sou’west Key towing the 
skiff and tlie birds going on ahead of me and behind me. I was 
plenty tired. 

That night it came on to blow and it blew for a week. You 
couldn’t get out to her. They come out from town and told 
me the fellow I’d had to cut was all right except for his arm 
and I went back to town and they put me under five hundred 
dollar bond. It came out all right because some of them, 
friends of mine, swore he was after me with an ax, but by tlie 
time we got back out to her tlie Greeks had blown her open 
and cleaned her out. They got the safe out witli dynamite. No- 
body ever knows how much they got. She carried gold and tliey 
got it all. They stripped her clean. I found her and I never 
got a nickel out of her. 

It was a hell of a thing all right. They say she was just out- 
side of Havana harbor when the hurricane hit and she couldn’t 
get in or the owners wouldn’t let die captain chance coming 
in; they say he wanted to try; so she had to go with it and in 
the dark they were running with it trying to go through the 
gulf between Rebecca and Tortugas when she struck on the 
quicksands. Maybe her rudder was carried away. Maybe they 
weren’t even steering. But anyway they couldn’t have known 
they were quicksands and when she struck the captain must 
have ordered them to open up the ballast tanks so she’d lay 
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solid. But it was quicksand she’d hit and when they opened the 
tank she went in stern first and then over on her beam ends. 
There were four hundred and fifty passengers and the crew on 
board of her and diey must all have been aboard of her when I 
found her. They must have opened the tanks as soon as she 
struck and the minute she settled on it the quicksands took her 
down. Then her boilers must have burst and that must have 
been what made those pieces that came out. It was funny there 
weren’t any sharks though. There wasn’t a fish. I could have 
seen them on that clear white sand. 

Plenty of fish now tliough; jewfish, the biggest kind. The 
biggest part of her’s under the sand now but they live inside 
of her; the biggest kind of lewfish. Some weigh thiee to four 
hundred pounds. Sometime we’ll go out and get some You 
can see the Rebecca light from where she is. They’ve got a buoy 
on her now. She’s right at the end of the quicksand right at the 
edge of the gulf. She only missed going through by about a 
hundred yards. In the dark in the storm they just missed itj 
rainmg the way it was they couldn’t, have seen the Rebecca. 
Then they’re not used to that sort of thmg. The captain of a 
Imer isn’t used to scuddmg that way. They have a course and 
they tell me they set some sort of a compass and it steers itself. 
They probably didn’t know where they were when they ran 
with that blow but they come close to making it. Maybe they’d 
lost the rudder though. Anyway there wasn’t another thing 
for them to hit till they’d get to Mexico once they were m that 
gulf. Must have been somethmg though when they struck m 
that ram and wind and he told them to open her tanks No- 
body could have been on deck in that blow and ram. Every- 
body must have been below. They couldn’t have lived on deck. 
There must have been some scenes inside all right because 
you know she setded fast. I saw that wrench go into die sand. 
The captain couldn’t have known it was quicksand when she 
struck unless he knew these waters. He just knew it wasn’t 
rock. He must have seen it all up in the bridge He must have 
known what it was about when she settled I wonder how 
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fast she made it. I wonder if tlic mate was there with him. 
Do you think they stayed inside the bridge or do you think they 
took it outside f* They never found any bodies. Not a one. No- 
body floating. They float a long way with life belts too. They 
must have took it inside. Well, the Greeks got it all. Every- 
thing. They must have come fast all right. They picked her 
clean. First tliere was the birds, then me, then the Greeks, 
and even the birds got more out of her than I did. 
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It was late and every one had left the cafe except an old man 
who sat m the shadow the leaves of the tree made agamst the 
electric light In the day time the street was dusty, but at night 
the dew settled the dust and the old man liked to sit late be- 
cause he was deaf and nov/ at night it was quiet and he felt the 
difference. The two waiters inside the cafe knew that the old 
man was a little drunk, and while he was a good client they 
knew that if he became too drunk he would leave without 
paymg, so they kept watch on him. 

“Last week he tried to commit suicide,” one waiter said. 

“Why?” 

“He was in despair.” 

“What about?” 

“Nothing.” 

“How do you know it was nothing?” 

“He has plenty of money.” 

They sat together at a table that was close against the wall 
near the door of the cafe and looked at the terrace where the 
tables were all empty except where the old man sat in the 
shadow of the leaves of the tree that moved slightly in the 
wind. A girl and a soldier went by in the street. The street 
light shone on the brass number on his collar. The girl wore 
no head covering and hurried beside him. 

“The guard will pick him up,” one waiter said. 

“What does it matter if he gets what he’s after?” 

“He had better get off the street now. The guard will get 
him. They went by five minutes ago.” 

The old man sitting in the shadow rapped on his saucer with 
his glass. The younger waiter went over to him. 

“What do you want,?” 
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The old man looked at him. ‘'Another i^randy;’ he “aid. 

“You’ll be drunk,” the waiter said The old man Itjoked at 
him. The waiter went away. 

“He’ll stay all night,” he said to his colleague. “Fm detpy 
now. I never get into bed before three o’clock. He should have 
killed himself last week” 

The waiter took the brandy bottle and another saucer from 
the counter inside the cafe and marched out to the old man’s 
table He put down tlie saucer and poured the glass full of 
brandy. 

“You should have killed yourself last week,” he said to the 
deaf man. The old man motioned with his finger. “A little 
more,” he said. The waiter poured on into the glass so that 
the brandy slopped over and ran down the stem into the top 
saucer of the pile. “Thank you,” the old man said. The waiter 
took the bottle back inside the cafe. He sat down at the table 
with his colleague again. 

“He’s drunk now,” he said. 

“He’s drunk every night.” 

“What did he want to kill himself for?” 

“How should I know.” 

“How did he do it?” 

“He hung himself witli a rope.” 

“Who cut him down?” 

“His niece.” 

“Why did they do it?” 

“Fear for his soul.” 

“How much money has he got?” 

“He’s got plenty.” 

“He must be eighty years old.” 

“Anyway I should say he was eighty.” 

“I wish he would go home. I never get to bed before three 

o’clock. What kind of hour is that to go to bed ?” 

“He stays up because he likes it.” 

, “He’s lonely. I’m not lonely. I have a wife waiting in bed 

for me.” 
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“He had a wife once too.” 

“A wife would be no good to him now.” 

“You can’t tell. He might be better with a wife.” 

“His niece looks after him.” 

“I know. You said she cut him down.” 

“I wouldn’t want to be that old An old man is a nasty 
thing.” 

“Not always. This old man is clean. He drinks without spill- 
ing. Even now, drunlc. Look at him ” 

“I don’t want to look at him I wish he would go home. 
He has no regard for those who must work ” 

The old man looked from his glass across the square, then 
over at the waiters. 

“Another brandy,” he said, pointing to Ins glass. The waiter 
who was in hurry came over. 

“Finished,” he said, speaking with that omission of syntax 
stupid people employ when talking to drunken people or for- 
eigners. “No more tonight. Close now.” 

“Another,” said tlie old man. 

“No. Finished,” The waiter wiped the edge of the table with 
a towel and shook his head. 

The old man stood up, slowly counted the saucers, took a 
leather coin purse from his pocket and paid for the drmks, 
leaving half a peseta tip. 

The waiter watched him go down the street, a very old man 
walking unsteadily but with dignity. 

“Why didn’t you let him stay and drink?” the unhurried 
waiter asked. They were puttmg up the shutters “It is not half- 
past two.” 

“I want to go home to bed.” , 

“What is an hour ?” 

“More to me than to him.” 

“An hour is die same.” 

“You talk like an old man yourself. He can buy a boule and 
drink at home.” 

“It’s not the same.” 
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“No, it is not,” agreed the waiter with a wife. He did not 
wish to be unjust. He was only m a hurry. 

“And you.f^ You have no fear of going home before your 

usual hour.?” 

“Are you trying to insult me?” 

“No, hombre, only to make a )oke.” 

“No,” the waiter who was in a hurry said, rising from pulh 
ing down the metal shutters. “I have confidence. I am all con- 
fidence.” 

“You have youth, confidence, and a job,” the older waiter 
said. “You have everythmg.” 

“And what do you lack?” 

“Everythmg but work.” 

“You have everything I have.” 

“No. I have never had confidence and I am not young.” 
“Come on. Stop talkmg nonsense and lock up.” 

“I am of those who like to stay late at the caf^” the older 
waiter said. “With all those who do not want to go tc bed. 
With all those who need a light for the night.” 

“I want to go home and into bed.” 

“We are of two different kinds,” tlie older waiter said. He 
was now dressed to go home. “It is not only a question of 
youth and confidence although those things are very beauti- 
ful. Each night I am reluctant to close up because there may be 
some one who needs the cafe.” 

“Hombre, there are bodegas open all night long.” 

'Wou do not understand. This is a clean and pleasant cafe. 
It is well lighted. The light is very good and also, now, there 
are shadows of the leaves.” 

“Good mght,” said the younger waiter. 

“Good night,” the other said. Turnmg o£f the electric hght 
he continued the conversation with himself. It is the light of 
course but it is necessary that the place be clean and pleasant. 
You do not want music. Certamly you do not want music. 
Nor can you stand before a bar with digmty although that is 
all that is provided for these hours. What did he fear ? It was 



not fear or dread. It was a nothing that he knew too well, h 
was all a nothing and a man was nothing too. It was only that 
and light was all it needed and a certain cleanness and order. 
Some lived in it and never felt it but he knew it all was nada 
y pues nada y nada y pues nada. Our nada who art m nada^ 
nada be thy name thy kingdom nada thy will be nada in nada 
as it is in nadac Give us this nada our daily nada and nada 
us our nada as we nada our nadas and nada us not into nada 
but deliver us from nada; pues nada Hail nothing full of 
nothing, nothing is with thee. He smiled and stood before 2 
bar with a shining steam pressure coffee machine. 

“What’s yours asked the barman. 

“Nada.” 

“Otro loco mas,” said the barman and turned away. 

“A little cup,” said the waiter. 

The barman poured it for him. 

“The light is very bright and pleasant but the bar is unpol- 
ished,” the waiter said. 

The barman looked at him but did not answer. It was too 
late at night for conversation. 

“You want another copita?” the barman asked 

“No, thank you,” said the waiter and went out. He disliked 
bars and bodegas. A clean, well-lighted cafe was a very differ- 
ent thing. Now, without thinking further, he would go home 
to his room. He would he in the bed and finally, with daylight, 
he would go to sleep. After all, he said to himself, it is probably 
only insomnia. Many must have it. 
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When he saw us come in the door the bartender looked up 
and then reached over and put the glass covers on the two 
free-lunch bowls 

“Give me a beer,” I said. He drew it, cut the top off with the 
spatula and then held the glass in his hand. I put the nickel 
on the wood and he slid the beer toward me. 

“What’s yours he said to Tom. 

“Beer.” 

He drew that beer and cut it off and when he saw the money 
he pushed the beer across to Tom. 

“What’s the matter?” Tom asked. 

The bartender didn’t answer him. He just looked over our 
heads and said, “What’s yours?” to a man who’d come in. 

“Rye,” the man said. The bartender put out the bottle and 
glass and a glass of water. 

Tom reached over and took the glass off the free-lunch 
bowl. It was a bowl of pickled pig’s feet and there was a 
wooden thing that worked like a scissors, with two wooden 
forks at the end to pick them up with. 

“No,” said the bartender and put the glass cover back on 
the bowl. Tom held the wooden scissors fork in his hand. “Put 
it back,” said the bartender. 

“You know where,” said Tom. 

The bartender reached a hand forward under the bar, watch- 
ing us both. I put fifty cents on the wood and he straightened 
up. 

“What was yours?” he said 

“Beer,” I said, and before he drew the beer he uncovered 
both the bowls. 
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“Your goddam pig’s feet stmk,” Tom said, and spit wliat he 
had m his mouth on die floor. The bartender didn’t say any- 
thing. The man who had drunk the rye paid and went out 
without loolang back. 

“You stink yourself,” the bartender said. “All you punks 
stink.” 

“He says we’re punks,” Tommy said to me. 

“Listen,” I said “Let’s get out.” 

“You punks clear the hell out of here,” the bartender said. 

“I said we were going out,” I said. “It wasn’t your idea.” 

“We’ll be back,” Tommy said 

“No you won’t,” the bartender told him. 

“Tell him how wrong he is,” Tom turned to me. 

“Come on,” I said. 

Outside It was good and dark. 

“What the hell kind of place is this?” Tommy said. 

“I don’t know,” I said. “Let’s go down to the station ” 

We’d come in that town at one end and we were going 
out the otlier. It smelled of hides and tan bark and the big 
piles of sawdust. It was getting dark as we came m, and now 
that It was dark it was cold and the puddles of water m 
the road were freezmg at the edges. 

Down at the station there were five whores waiting for the 
tram to come in, and six white men and four Indians It was 
crowded and hot from the stove and full of stale smoke. As we 
came in nobody was talking and the ticket window was 
down. 

“Shut the door, can’t you?” somebody said. 

I looked to see who said it It was one of the white men. 
He wore stagged trousers and lumbermen’s rubbers and a 
mackinaw shirt like the others, but he had no cap and his face 
was white and his hands were white and thin. ' 

“Aren’t you gomg to shut it ?” 

“Sure,” I said, and shut it 

“Thank you,” he said One of the other men snickered. 

“Ever interfere with a cook?” he said to me. 



THE LIGHT OF THE WORLD 


484 

“No.” 

“You can interfere with this one ” he looked at the cook, 
“He likes it.” 

The cook looked away from him holding his lips tight 
together. 

“He puts lemon juice on his hands,” the man said. “He 
wouldn’t get them m dishwater for anything. Look how 
white they are.” 

One of the whores laughed out loud. She was the biggest 
whore I ever saw in my life and the biggest woman. And 
she had on one of those silk dresses that change colors. There 
Were two other whores that were nearly as big but the big 
one must have weighed three hundred and fifty pounds. You 
couldn’t beheve she was real when you looked at her. All three 
had those changeable silk dresses. They sat side by side on the 
bench. They were huge. The other two were just ordinary 
looking whores, peroxide blondes. 

“Look at his hands,” the man said and nodded his head 
at the cook. The whore laughed again and shook all over. 

The cook turned and said to her quickly, “You big dis- 
gusting mountain of flesh.” 

She just keep on laughing and shaking. 

“Oh, my Christ,” she said. She had a nice voice. “Oh, my 
sweet Christ” 

The two other whores, the big ones, acted very quiet and 
placid as though they didn’t have much sense, but they were 
big, nearly as big as the biggest one. They’d have both gone 
well over two hundred and fifty pounds. TTie other two were 
dignified. 

Of the men, besides the cook and the one who talked, there 
were two other lumberjacks, one that listened, interested but 
bashful, and the other that seemed getting ready to say some- 
thing, and two Swedes. Two Indians were sittmg down at the 
end of the bench and one standmg up agamst the wall. 

The man who was getting ready to say something spoke to 
me very low, “Must be like getting on top of a hay mow.” 
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I lauglicd and said it to Tommy. 

“I swear to Christ I’ve never been anywhere like this/’ he 
said. “Look at the three of them.” Then the cook spoke up. 
“How old arc you boys.?” 

“I’m nmcty-six and he’s sixty-nine,” To mm y said. 

“Ho! Ho^ Ho!” the big whore shook with laughing She 
had a really pretty voice. The other whores didn’t smile. 

“Oh, can’t you be decent.?” the cook said. “I asked just to be 
friendly.” 

“We’re seventeen and nineteen,” I said 

“What’s the matter with you ?” Tommy turned to me. 

“That’s all right.” 

“You can call me Alice,” the big whore said and then she 
began to shake again. 

“Is that your name?” Tommy asked. 

“Sure,” she said. “Alice. Isn’t it.?” she turned to the man 
who sat by the cook. 

“Alice. That’s right.” 

“That’s the sort of name you’d have,” the cook said. 

“It’s my real name,” Alice said 

“What’s the other girls’ names?” Tom asked. 

“Hazel and Ethel,” Alice said Hazel and Ethel smiled They 
weren’t very bright. 

“What’s your name .?” I said to one of the blondes. 

“Frances,” she said. 

“Frances what?” 

“Frances Wilson. What’s it to you?” 

“What’s yours?” I asked the other one. 

“Oh, don’t be fresh,” she said. 

“He just wants us all to be friends,” the man who talked 
said. “Don’t you want to be friends ?” 

“No,” the peroxide one said “Not with you ” 

“She’s just a spitfire,” the man said. “A regular little spit 

fire.” 

The one blonde looked at the other and shook her head. 
“Goddamned mossbacks,” she said 
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Alice commenced to laugh again and to shake all over. 
“There’s nothing funny,” the cook said. “You all laugh but 
there’s nothing funny. You two young lads; where arc you 
bound for?” 

“Where are you going yourself?” Tom asked him 
“I want to go to Cadillac ” the cook said. ‘ Have you ever 
been there? My sister lives there.” 

“He’s a sister himself,” the man in the slagged trousers said. 
“Can’t you stop that sort of thing ?” the cook asked. “Can’t 
we spealc decendy ?” 

“Cadillac is where Steve Kctchel came from and where Ad 
Wolgast IS from,” the shy man said. 

“Steve Ketchel,” one of the blondes said in a high voice as 
though the name had pulled a trigger in her. “His own father 
shot and killed him. Yes, by Christ, his own father. There 
aren’t any more men like Steve Ketchel.” 

“Wasn’t his name Stanley Ketchel?” asked the cook. 

“Oh, shut up,” said the blonde. “What do you know about 
Steve? Stanley. He was no Stanley. Steve Ketchel was the 
finest and most beautiful man that ever lived. I never saw a 

I 

man as clean and as white and as beautiful as Steve Ketchei. 
There never was a man like that. He moved just like a tiger 
and he was the finest, free-est, spender that ever lived.” 

“Did you know him?” one of the men asked. 

“Did I know him ? Did I know him ? Did I love him ? You 
ask me that ? I knew him like you know nobody m the world 
and I loved him like you love God. He was the greatest, finest, 
whitest, most beautiful man that ever lived, Steve Ketchel, and 
his own father shot him down like a dog.” 

“Were you out on the coast with him?” 

“No. I knew him before that. He was the only man I ever 
loved.” 

Every one was very respectful to the peroxide blonde, who 
said all this m a high stagey way, but Alice was begmnmg 
to shake again. I felt it sitting by her. 

“You should have married him,” the cook said. 
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“I wouldn’t hurt his career,” the peroxide blonde said. “I 
wouldn’t be a drawback to him. A wife wasn’t what he needed. 
Oh, my God, what a man he was.” 

“That was a fine way to look at it,” the cook said. “Didn’t 
Jack Johnson knock him out though 

‘ It was a trick,” Peroxide said. “That big dinge took him by 
surprise. He’d just knocked Jack Johnson down, the big black 
bastard. That nigger beat him by a fluke.” 

The ticket window went up and the three Indians went over 
to it. 

“Steve knocked him down,” Peroxide said. “He turned to 
smile at me.” 

“I thought you said you weren’t on the coast,” some one said. 

“I went out just for that fight. Steve turned to smile at me 
and that black son of a bitch from hell jumped up and hit 
him by surprise. Steve could lick a hundred hke that black 
bastard.” 

“He was a great fighter,” the lumberjack said. 

“I hope to God he was,” Peroxide said. “I hope to God they 
don’t have fighters like that now. He was like a god, he was. 
So white and clean and beautiful and smooth and fast and like 
a tiger or like lightning.” 

“I saw him m the moving pictures of the fight,” Tom said. 
We were all very moved. Alice was shaking all over and I 
looked and saw she was crymg. The Indians had gone outside 
on the platform. 

“He was more than any husband could ever be,” Peroxide 
said. “We were married m the eyes of God and I belong to him 
right now and always will and all of me is his. I don’t care 
about my body. They can take my body. My soul belongs to 
Steve Ketchel. By God, he was a man.” 

Everybody felt terribly. It was sad and embarrassing. Then 
Alice, who was still shaking, spoke. “You’re a dirty liar,” she 
said in that low voice. “You never layed Steve Ketchel m your 
life and you know it ” 

“How can you say that?” Peroxide said proudly. 
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“I say it because it’s true,” Alice said. “I’m the only one here 
that ever knew Steve Ketchel and I come from Mancelona and 
I knew him there and it’s true and you know it’s true and God 
can strike me dead if it isn’t true.” 

“He can strike me too,” Peroxide said. 

“This IS true, true, true, and you know it. Not just made 
up and I know exactly what he said to me.” 

“What did he say?” Peroxide asked, complacently. 

Alice was crying so she could hardly speak from shaking so 
“He said ‘You’re a lovely piece, Alice.’ That’s exactly what 
he said.” 

“It’s a lie,” Peroxide said. 

“It’s true,” Alice said. “That’s truly what he said.” 

“It’s a lie,” Peroxide said proudly. 

“No, it’s true, true, true, to Jesus and Mary true.” 

“Steve couldn’t have said that. It wasn’t the way he talked,” 
Peroxide said happily. 

“It’s true,” said Alice in her nice voice. “And it doesn’t make 
any difference to me whether you believe it or not.” She wasn’t 
crymg any more and she was calm. 

“It would be impossible for Steve to have said that,” Peroxide 
declared. 

“He said it,” Alice said and smiled. “And I remember when 
he said it and I was a lovely piece then exactly as he said, and 
right now I’m a better piece than you, you dried up old hot- 
water bottle.” 

“You can’t insult me,” said Peroxide. “You big mountam of 
pus. I have my memories,” 

“No,” Alice said m that sweet lovely voice, “you haven’t got 
any real memories except havmg your tubes out and when you 
started C. and M. Everything else you just read m the papers. 
I’m clean and you know it and men like me, even though I’m 
big, and you know it, and I never lie and you know it.” 

“Leave me with my memories,” Peroxide said. “With my 
true, wonderful memories ” 

Alice looked at her and then at us and her face lost that 
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hurt look and she smiled and she had about the prettiest face 
I ever saw. She had a pretty face and a nice smooth skin and a 
lovely voice and she was nice all right and really friendly. But 
my God she was big. She was as big as three women. Tom 
saw me looking at her and he said, “Come on. Let’s go.” 
“Good-bye,” said Alice. She certamly had a nice voice. 
“Good-bye,” I said. 

“Which way are you boys going?” asked the cook. 

“The other way from you,” Tom told him. 
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In those days the distances were all very diSerent, the dirt 
blew off the hills diat now have been cut down, and Kansas 
City was very like Constantinople. You may not believe this. 
No one believes this; but it is true. On this afternoon it was 
snowmg and mside an automobile dealer’s show wmdow, 
lighted against the early dark, there was a racmg motor car 
finished entirely m silver with Dans Argent lettered on the 
hood. This I believed to mean the silver dance or the silver 
dancer, and, shghtly puzzled which it meant but happy m the 
sight of the car and pleased by my knowledge of a foreign lan- 
guage, I went along the street m the snow. I was walkmg from 
the Woolf Brothers’ saloon where, on Christmas and Thanks- 
givmg Day, a free turkey dinner was served, toward the city 
hospital which was on a high hill that overlooked tlie smoke, 
the buildmgs and the streets of the town. In the reception room 
of the hospital were the two ambulance surgeons Doc Fischer 
and Doctor Wilcox, sitting, the one before a desk, the other m a 
chair agamst the wall. 

Doc Fischer was thin, sand-blond, with a tbm mouth, amused 
eyes and gambler’s hands Doctor Wilcox was short, dark and 
carried an indexed book, The Young Doctor's Friend and 
Guide, which, being consulted on any given subject, told 
symptoms and treatment. It was also cross-indexed so that being 
consulted on symptoms it gave diagnoses. Doc Fischer had sug- 
gested that any future editions should be further cross-mdexed 
so that if consulted as to the treatments being given, it would 
reveal ailments and symptoms. “As an aid to memory,” he 
said. 
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Doctor Wilcox was sensitive about this book but could not 
get along without it. It was bound in hmp leather and fitted 
his coat pocket and he had bought it at the advice of one of 
his professors who had said, “Wilcox, you have no business 
being a physician and I have done everything m my power to 
prevent you from being certified as one Since you are now a 
member of this learned profession I advise you, m the name of 
humanity, to obtam a copy of The Young Doctor’s Friend and 
Guide, and use it, Doctor Wilcox. Learn to use it.” 

Doctor Wilcox had said nothing but he had bought the 
leather-bound guide that same day. 

“Well, Horace,” Doc Fischer said as I came m the receiving 
room which smelt of cigarettes, iodoform, carbolic and an over- 
heated radiator. 

“Gentlemen,” I said. 

“What news along the rialto^” Doc Fischer asked. He af- 
fected a certain extravagance of speech which seemed to 
me to be of the utmost elegance. 

“The free turkey at Woolf’s,” I answered. 

“You partook 

“Copiously.” 

“Many of the confreres present?” 

“All of them. The whole staff.” 

“Much Yuletide cheer ?” 

“Not much ” 

“Doctor Wilcox here has partaken slightly,” Doc Fischer 
said. Doctor Wilcox looked up at him, then at me 

“Want a drink?” he asked. 

“No, thanks,” I said 

“That’s all right,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“Horace,” Doc Fischer said, “you don’t mind me calling 

you Horace, do you?” 

“No.” 

“Good old Horace WeVe had an extremely mteresting case.” 

“I’ll say,” said Doctor Wilcox 

“You know the lad who was m here yesterday? 
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“Which one?” 

“The lad who sought eunuch-hood.” 

“Yes.” I had been there when he came in. He was a boy 
about sixteen. He came m with no hat on and was very excited 
and frightened but determined. He was curly haired and well 
built and his lips were promment. 

“What’s the matter with you, son?” Doctor Wilcox asked 
him. 

“I want to be castrated,” the boy said. 

“Why?” Doc Fischer asked. 

“I’ve prayed and I’ve done everythmg and nothmg helps.’ 
“Helps what?” 

“That awful lust.” 

“What awful lust?” 

“The way I get. The way I can’t stop gettmg. I pray all 
night about it.” 

“Just what happens?” Doc Fischer asked. 

The boy told him. “Listen, boy,” Doc Fischer said. “There’s 
nothmg wrong with you. That’s the way you’re supposed to 
be. There’s nothmg wrong with that.” 

“It is wrong,” said the boy. “It’s a sin against purity. It’s a 
sin agamst our Lord and Saviour.” 

“No,” said Doc Fisher. “It’s a natural thmg. It’s the way 
you are supposed to be and later on you will think you are 
very fortunate.” 

“Oh, you don’t understand,” the boy said. 

“Listen,” Doc Fischer said and he told the boy certain 
things. 

“No- I won’t listen. You can’t make me listen.” 

“Please listen,” Doc Fischer said. 

"You’re )ust a goddamned fool,” Doctor Wilcox said to the 
boy 

“Then you won’t do it?” the boy asked. 

“Do what ?” 

“Castrate me.” 

Listen, Doc Fischer said. “No one will castrate you. There 
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is nothing wrong with your body. You have a iine body and 
you must not think about that. If you are religious remember 
tliat what you complain of is no sinful state but the means of 
consummating a sacrament.” 

“I can’t stop it happening,” the boy said. “I pray all night 
and I pray in the daytime. It is a sin, a constant sm against 
purity.” 

*‘Oh, go and ” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“When you talk like that I don’t hear you,” the boy said 
with dignity to Doctor Wilcox. “Won’t you please do it?” 
he asked Doc Fischer. 

“No,” said Doc Fischer “I’ve told you, boy.” 

“Get him out of here,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“I’ll get out,” die boy said. “Don’t touch me. I’ll get out.” 

That was about five o’clock on the day before. 

“So what happened?” I asked. 

“So at one o’clock this morning,” Doc Fischer said, “we re- 
ceive the youth self-mutilated with a razor.” 

“Castrated ?” 

“No,” said Doc Fisher. “He didn’t know what castrate 
meant.” 

“He may die,” Doctor Wilsox said. 

“Why?” 

“Loss of blood.” 

“The good physician here, Doctor Wilcox, my colleague, 
was on call and he was unable to find this emergency listed m 
his book” 

“The hell with you talking that way,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“I only mean it in die friendliest way. Doctor, Doc Fischer 
said, looking at his hands, at his hands that had, with his 
willingness to oblige and his lack of respect for Federal statutes, 
made him his trouble “Horace here will bear me out that I 
only speak of it in the very friendliest way. It was an amputa- 
tion the young man performed, Horace” 

“Well, I wish you wouldn’t ride me about it,” Doctor Wil 
cox said “There isn’t any need to ride me.” 
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“Ride you, Doctor, on the day, the very anniversary, of our 
Saviour’s birth 

''Our Saviour? Ain’t you a Jew?” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“So I am. So I am. It always is slipping my mind. I’ve 
never given it its proper importance. So good of you to remind 
me. Your Saviour. That’s right. Your Saviour, undoubtedly 
your Saviour— and the ride for Palm Sunday.” 

“You’re too damned smart,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“An excellent diagnosis, Doctor. I was always too damned 
smart. Too damned smart on die coast certainly. Avoid it, 
Horace. You haven’t much tendency but sometimes I see a 
gleam But what a diagnosis— and without the book.” 

“The hell with you,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“ p “All in good time. Doctor,” Doc Fischer said. “All in good 
time. If there is such a place I shall certainly visit it. I have 
even had a very small look into it. No more than a peek, 
really. I looked away almost at once. And do you know what 
the young man said, Horace, when the good Doctor here 
’ brought him in? He said, ‘Oh, I asked you to do it. I asked 
you so many times to do it.’ ” 

“On Christmas Day, too,” Doctor Wilcox said. 

“The significance of the particular day is not important,” Doc 
Fischer said 

“Maybe not to you,” said Doctor Wilcox. 

“You hear him, Horace ?” Doc Fischer said. “You hear him ? 
Having discovered my vulnerable pomt, my achilles tendon so < 
to speak, the doctor pursues his advantage.” 

“You’re too damned smart,” Doctor Wilcox said. 
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“All right,” said the man. “What about it?” 

“No,” said the girl, “I can’t.” 

“You mean you won’t.” 

“I can’t,” said the girl. “That’s all that I mean.” 

“You mean that you won’t ” 

“All right,” said the girl. “You have it your own way.” 

“I don’t have it my own way. I wish to God I did.” 

“You did for a long time,” the girl said. 

It was early, and there was no one in the cafe except the 
barman and these two who sat together at a table in the 
corner. It was the end of the summer and they were both 
tanned, so that they looked out of place m Pans. The girl 
wore a tweed suit, her skm was a smooth golden brown, her 
blonde hair was cut short and grew beautifully away from 
her forehead. The man looked at her. 

“I’ll kill her,” he said. 

“Please don’t,” the girl said. She had very fine hands and the 
man looked at them. They were slim and brown and very 
beautiful. 

“I will. I swear to God I will ” 

“It won’t make you happy.” 

“Couldn’t you have gotten into something else ? Couldn t 

you have gotten mto some other jam ? 

“It seems not,” the girl said. “What are you going to do 

about it ?” 


“I told you ” 

“No; I mean really.” 

“I don’t know,” he said. 


She looked at him and put out her 
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hand. “Poor old Phil ” she said. He looked at her hands, but he 
did not touch her hand with his. 

“No, thanks,” he said. 

“It doesn’t do any good to say I’m sorry.?” 

“No.” 

“Nor to tell you how it is?” 

“I’d rather not hear.” 

“I love you very much.” 

“Yes, this proves it.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said, “if you don’t understand.” 

“I understand. That’s the trouble. I understand.” 

“You do,” she said. “That makes it worse, of course.” 

“Sure,” he said, looking at her. “I’ll understand all the time. 
All day and all night. Especially all night. I’ll understand. 
You don’t have to worry about that.” 

“I’m sorry,” she said. 

“If It was a man ” 

“Don’t say that. It wouldn’t be a man. You know that. Don’t 
you trust me?” 

“That’s funny,” he said. “Trust you. That’s really funny.” 
“I’m sorry,” she said. “That’s all I seem to say. But when we 
do understand each other there’s no use to pretend we don’t.” 
“No,” he said. “I suppose not.” 

“I’ll come back if you want me.” 

“No. I don’t want you.” 

Then they did not say anythmg for a while. 

“You don’t believe I love you, do you ?” the girl asked. 
“Let’s not talk rot,” the man said. 

“Don’t you really believe I love you?” 

“Why don’t you prove it?” 

“You didn’t use to be that way. You never asked me to prove 
anythmg That isn’t polite.” 

“You’re a funny girl.” 

You re not. You’re a fine man and it breaks my heart to go 

ofi and leave you 

“You have to, of course.” 
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“Yes,” she said. “I have to and you know it.” 

He did not say anything and she looked at him and put her 
hand out again. The barman was at the far end of the bar. 
His face was white and so was his jacket. He knew these two 
and thought them a handsome young couple. He had seen 
many handsome young couples break up and new couples 
form that were never so handsome long. He was not thinking 
about this, but about a horse. In half an hour he could send 
across the street to find if tlic horse had won. 

“Couldn’t you just be good to me and let me go ?” tlie girl 
asked. 

“What do you thmk I’m going to do ?” 

Two people came in the door and went up to tlie bar. 

“Yes, sir,” the barman took the orders. 

“You can’t forgive me^^ When you know about it?” the 
girl asked. 

“No.” 

“You don’t think things we’ve had and done should make 
any difference m understanding?” 

“ ‘Vice is a monster of such fearful mien,’ ” the young man 
said bitterly, “that to be something or other needs but to be seen. 
Then we somethmg, somethmg, then embrace.” He could not 
remember the words. “I can’t quote,” he said. 

“Let’s not say vice,” she said. “That’s not very polite.” 

“Perversion,” he said. 

“lames,” one of the clients addressed the barman, “you’re 
looking very well.” 

“You’re loo kin g very well yourself,” the barman said. 

“Old fames,” the other client said. “You’re fatter, fames 

“It’s terrible,” the barman said, “the way I put it on.” 

“Don’t neglect to insert the brandy, fames, the first client 
said. 

“No, sir,” said the barman. “Trust me.” 

The two at the bar looked over at the two at the table, then 
looked back at the barman agam. Towards the barman was the 
comfortable direction. 
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‘Td like it, better if you didn’t use words like that,” the girl 
said. “There’s no necessity to use a word like that.” 

“What do you want me to call it 

“You don’t have to call it. You don’t have to put any 
name to it.” 

“That’s the name for it.” 

“No,” she said. “We’re made up of all sorts of things. You’’i;e 
known that. You’ve used it well enough.” 

“You don’t have to say that agam.” 

“Because that explams it to you.” 

“All right,” he said. “All right.” 

“You mean all wrong. I know. It’s all wrong. But I’ll come 
back. I told you I’d come back. I’ll come back right away.” 

“No, you won’t.” 

“I’ll come back.” 

“No, you won’t. Not to me.” 

“You’ll see.” 

“Yes,” he said. “That’s the hell of it. You probably will.” 

“Of course I will.” 

“Go on, then.” 

“Really?” She could not believe him , but her voice was 
happy. 

“Go on,” his voice sounded strange to him. He was lookmg 
at her, at the way her mouth went and the curve of her cheek 
bones, at her eyes and at the way her hair grew on her fore- 
head and at the edge of her ear and at her neck. 

“Not really. Oh, you’re too sweet,” she said. “You’re too 
good to me.” 

“And when you come back tell me all about it.” His voice 
sounded very strange. He did not recognize it. She looked at 
him quickly. He was settled mto somethmg. 

“You want me to go?” she asked seriously. 

Yes,” he said seriously. “Right away.” His voice was not 
the same, and his mouth was very dry. “Now,” he said. 

She stood up and went out quickly. She did not look back 
at him. He watched her go. He was not the same-looking man 
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as he had been before he had told her to go. He got up from 
the table, picked up the two checks and went over to the 
bar with them. 

“I’m a different man, James,” he said to the barman. “You 
see m me quite a different man.” 

“Yes, sir?” said James. 

“Vice,” said the brown young man, “is a very strange thmg, 
James.” He looked out the door. He saw her going down the 
street. As he looked m the glass, he saw he was really quite a 
different-looking man. The other two at the bar moved down 
to make room for him. 

“You’re right there, sir,” James said. 

The other two moved down a little more, so that he would 
be quite comfortable. The young man saw himself in the 
mirror behmd the bar. “I said I was a different man, James,” 
he said. Lookmg into the mirror he saw that this was quite 
true. 

“You look very well, sir,” James said. “You must have had 
a very good summer.” 
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The attack had gone across the field, been held up by ma- 
chine-gun fire from the sunken road and from the group of 
farm houses, encountered no resistance in the town, and 
reached the bank of the river. Coming along the road on a 
bicycle, gettmg ofi to push the machine when the surface of 
the road became too broken, Nicholas Adams saw what had 
happened by the position of the dead. 

They lay alone or in clumps in the high grass of the field 
and along the road, their pockets out, and over them were flies 
and around each body or group of bodies were the scattered 
papers. 

In the grass and the gram, beside the road, and in some 
places scattered over the road, there was much material: a field 
kitchen, it must have come over when thmgs were gomg well; 
many of the calf-skin-covered haversacks, stick bombs, helmets, 
rifles, sometimes one butt-up, the bayonet stuck in the dirt, 
they had dug quite a little at the last; stick bombs, helmets, 
rifles, intrenching tools, ammunition boxes, star-shell pistols, 
their shells scattered about, medical kits, gas masks, empty gas- 
mask cans, a squat, tnpodded machme gun in a nest of empty 
shells, full belts protruding from the boxes, the water-cooling 
can empty and on its side, the breech block gone, the crew in 
odd positions, and around them, m the grass, more of the 
typical papers. 

There were mass prayer books, group postcards showing the 
machme-gun unit standing m ranked and ruddy cheerfulness 
as m a football picture for a college annual; now they were 
humped and swollen m the grass; propaganda postcards show- 
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ing 3. soldier in Austrian uniform bending a woman backward 
over a bed; the figures were impressionistically drawn, very 
attractively depicted and had nothing in common with actual 
rape in which the woman’s skirts are pulled over her head 
to smother her, one comrade sometimes sitting upon the head. 
There were many of tliese inciting cards which had evidently 
been issued just before the offensive. Now they were scattered 
with the smutty postcards, photographic; the small photo- 
graphs of village girls by village photographers, the occasional 
pictures of children, and the letters, letters, letters. There was 
always much paper about the dead and the debris of this attack 
was no exception. 

These were new dead and no one had bothered with anythmg 
but their pockets. Our own dead, or what he thought of, still, 
as our own dead, were surprisingly few, Nick noticed. Their 
coats had been opened too and their pockets were out, and 
they showed, by their positions, the manner and the skill of the 
attack. The hot weather had swollen them all alike regardless 
of nationality. 

The town had evidently been defended, at the last, from 
the Ime of the sunken road and there had been few or no 
Austrians to fall back into it. There were only three bodies 
in the street and they looked to have been killed runnmg. The 
houses of the town were broken by the shelling and the street 
had much rubble of plaster and mortar and there were broken 
beams, broken tiles, and many holes, some of them yellow- 
edged from the mustard gas. There were many pieces of shell, 
and shrapnel balls were scattered in the rubble. There was no 
one m the town at all. 

Nick Adams had seen no one smce he had left Fornaci, 
although, riding along the road through the over-foliaged 
country, he had seen guns hidden under screens of mulberry 
leaves to the left of the road, noticing them by the heat-waves 
in the air above the leaves where the sun hit the metal Now 
he went on through the town, surprised to find it deserted, 
and came out on the low road beneath the bank of the river. 


Leavm'g the town there was a bare open space where the road 
slanted down and he could see the placid reach of the river 
and the low curve of die opposite bank and the whitened, 
sun-baked mud where the Austrians had dug. It was all very 
lush and over-green since he had seen it last and becoming 
historical had made no change m this, the lower river. 

The battalion was along the bank to the left. There was a 
series of holes in the top of the bank widi a few men m them. 
■Nick noticed where the machine guns were posted and the 
signal rockets in their racks. The men in die holes in the side 
of the bank were sleepmg. No one challenged. He went on 
and as he came around a turn m the mud bank a young second 
lieutenant with a stubble of beard and red-rimmed, very blood- 
shot eyes pointed a pistol at him. 

“Who are you.?” 

Nick told him. 

“How do I know this ?” 

Nick showed him the tessera with photograph and identifi- 
cation and the seal of the third army. He took hold of it. 

“I will keep this.” 

“You will not,” Nick said. “Give me back the card and put 
your gun away. There, In the holster.” 

“How am I to know who you are?” 

“The tessera tells you.” 

“And if the tessera is false ? Give me that card.” 

“Don’t be a fool,” Nick said cheerfully. “Take me to your 
company commander,” 

“I should send you to battalion headquarters.” ' 

All right,” said Nick. “Listen, do you know the Captain 
Paravicmi? The tall one with the small mustache who was an 
architect and speaks English ?” 

“You know him ?” 

“A little ” 

“What company does he command?” 

“The second.” 

“He IS commanding the battalion.” 
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Good; said Nick. He was relieved to know that ]?ara was 
all right. “Let us go to die battalion.” 

As Nick liad left the edge of the town three shrapnel had 
burst high and to the right over one of the wrecked houses 
and since then there Jiad been no shelling. But the face of this 
officer looked like the face of a man during a bombardment. 
Thcr was the same tightness and the voice did not sound 
natural. His pistol made Nick nervous. 

“Put it away,” he said. “There’s the whole river between 
tlicm and you.” 

“if I thouglit you were a spy I would shoot you now,” the 
second lieutenant said. 

“Come on,” said Nick. “Let us go to die battalion.” This 
officer made him very nervous. 

The Captain Paiavicini, acting major, thinner and more 
English-looking than ever, rose when Nick saluted from be- 
hind the table m the dugout that was battalion headquarters. 

“Hello,” he said. “I didn’t know you. What are you doing in 
that uniform?” 

“They’ve put me in it.” 

“I am very glad to see you, Nicolo.” 

“Right. You look well. How was the show?” 

“We made a very fine attack. Truly. A very fine attack. 1 
will show you Look.” 

He showed on the map how the attack had gone 

“I came from Fornaci,” Nick said. “I could see how it had 
been. It was very good.” 

“It was extraordinary. Altogether extraordinary. Are you 
attached to the regiment?” 

“No I am supposed to move around and let them see the 
uniform.” 

“How odd.” 

“If they see one American uniform that is supposed to make 

them believe others are coming.” 

“But how will they know it is an American uniform? 

“You will tell them.” 



504 A WAY you’ll never BE 

“Ok. ^‘es, I see. I will send a corporal with you to show you 
about and you will make a tour of the lines.” 

“Like a bloody politician,” Nick said. 

“You would be much more distinguished m civilian clothes. 
They are what is really distinguished.” 

“With a homburg hat,” said Nick. 

“Or with a very furry fedora.” 

‘Tm supposed to have my pockets full of cigarettes and 
postal cards and such thmgs,” Nick said. “I should have a 
musette full of chocolate. These I should distribute with a 
kmd word and a pat on tlie back. But there weren’t any cig- 
arettes and postcards and no chocolate. So they said to circulate 
around anyway.” 

“I’m sure your appearance will be very heartenmg to the 
troops.” 

“I wish you wouldn’t,” Nick said. “I feel badly enough about 
it as It IS. In principle, I would have brought you a bottle of 
brandy.” 

“In principle,” Para said and smiled, for the first time, 
showing yellowed teeth. “Such a beautiful expression. Would 
you like some Grappa?” 

“No, thank you,” Nick said. 

“It hasn’t any ether m it.” 

I can taste that still,” Nick remembered suddenly and 
completely. 

You know I never knew you were drunk until you started 
talkmg coming back m the camions.” 

“I was stmking in every attack,” Nick said. 

I cant do it, Para said. “I took it in the first show, the 
very first show, and it only made me very upset and then 
frightfully thirsty.” 

“You don’t need it.” 

“You’re much braver m an attack than I am.” 

No, Nick said. I know how I am and I prefer to get 
stmking. I’m not ashamed of it.” 

“I’ve never seen you drunk.” 




“No?” said Nick. “Never.? Not when we rode from Mestre 
to Portogrande that night and I wanted to go to sleep and 
used the bicycle for a blanket and pulled it up under my chm ?” 

“That wasn’t in the Imes.” 

“Let’s not talk about how I am/’ Nick said. “It’s a subject 
I know too much about to want to think about it any more.” 

‘"You might as well stay here a while/’ Paravicmi said. 
“You can take a nap if you like. They didn’t do much to this 
in tlie bombardment. It’s too hot to go out yet.” 

“I suppose there is no hurry.” 

“How are you really ?” 

“I’m fine. I’m perfectly all right.” 

“No. I mean really.” 

“I’m all right. I can’t sleep widiout a hght of some sort. 
That’s all I have now.” 

“I said it should have been trepanned. I’m no doctor but I 
know tliat.” 

“Well, they thought it was better to have it absorb, and 
that’s what I got. What’s the matter ? I don’t seem crazy to you, 
do I?” 

“You seem in top-hole shape.” 

“It’s a hell of a nuisance once they’ve had you certified as 
nutty,” Nick said. “No one ever has any confidence m you 
again.” 

“I would take a nap, Nicolo,” Paravicini said. “This isn’t 
battalion headquarters as we used to know it. We’ie just 
waiting to be pulled out. You oughtn’t to go out in the heat 
now— It’s silly. Use that bunk.” 

“I might just lie down,” Nick said. 

Nick lay on the bunk. He was very disappomted tliat he felt 
this way and more disappointed, even, that it was so obvious to 
Captain Paravicini. This was not as large a dugout as the one 
where that platoon of the class of 1899, just out at the front, 
got hysterics during the bombardment before the attack, and 
Para had had bim walk them two at a time outside to show 
them nothing would happen, he wearing his own chm strap 
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tight across his mouth to keep his lips quiet. Knowing they 
could not hold it when they took it. Knowing it was all a 
bloody balls-l£ he can’t stop crying, break his nose to give 
bim something else to thmk about. I’d shoot one but it s too 
late now. They’d all be worse. Break his nose. They’ve put it 
back to five-twenty. We’ve only got four minutes more. Break 
that other silly bugger’s nose and kick his silly ass out of here. 
Do you think they’ll go over ? If they don’t, shoot two and try to 
scoop the others out some way. Keep behind them, sergeant. It’s 
no use to walk ahead and find there’s nothmg commg behind 
you. Bail them out as you go. What a bloody balls. All right. 
That’s right. Then, looking at the watch, m tliat quiet tone, 
that valuable quiet tone, “Savoia.” Making it cold, no time 
to get it, he couldn’t find his own after tlie cave-in, one whole 
end had caved m; it was that started them; making it cold up 
that slope the only time he hadn’t done it stinking. And after 
they came back the telefenca house burned, it seemed, and 
some of the wounded got down four days later and some did 
not get down, but we went up and we went back and we came 
down— we always came down. And there was Gaby Delys, 
oddly enough, with feathers on; you called me baby doll a year 
ago tadada you said that I was rather nice to know tadada with 
feathers on, with feathers off, the great Gaby, and my name’s 
Harry Pilcer, too, we used to step out of the far side of the 
taxis when it got steep going up the hill and he could see that 
hill every night when he dreamed with Sacre Coeur, blown 
white, like a soap bubble. Sometimes his girl was there and 
sometimes she was with some one else and he could not under- 
stand that, but those were the nights the river ran so much wider 
and stiller than it should and outside of Fossalta there was a 
low house pamted yellow with willows all around it and a low 
stable and there was a canal, and he had been there a thousand 


times and never seen it, but there it was every night as plam 
as the hill, only it frightened him. That house meant more 
than anything and every night he had it. That was what he 
needed but it frightened him especially when the boat lay 



tilers quietly in the willows on the canal, but the banks weren’t 
like this liver. It was all lower, as it was at Portogrande, where 
they had seen them come wallowmg across the flooded ground 
holdmg the rifles high until they fell with them in the water. 
Who ordered tliat one ? If it didn’t get so damned mixed up 
he could follow it all right That was why he noticed every- 
thing in such detail to keep it all straight so he would 
Imow just where he was, but suddenly it confused without 
reason as now, he lying in a bunk at battalion headquarters, 
with Para commanding a battalion and he in a bloody Ameri- 
can uniform. He sat up and looked around; they all watching 
him. Para w^as gone out. He lay down again. 

The Pans part came earlier and he was not frightened of it 
except when she had gone oflF with some one else and tlie fear 
tliat they might take the same driver twice. That was what 
frightened about that. Never about the front. He never 
dreamed about the front now any more but what frightened 
him so that he could not get rid of it was that long yellow 
house and the different width of the river. Now he was back 
here at the river, he had gone through that same town, and 
there was no house. Nor was the river that way. Then where 
did he go each night and what was the peril, and why would 
he wake, soakmg wet, more frightened than he had ever been 
in a bombardment, because of a house and a long stable and 
a canal ? 

He sat up, swung his legs carefully down; they stiffened any 
time they were out straight for long, returned the stares of the 
adjutant, the signallers and tlie two runners by the door and 
put on his cloth-covered trench helmet. 

‘‘1 regret the absence of the chocolate, the postal-cards and 
cigarettes,” he said. “I am, however, wearmg the uniform. 

“The major is coming back at once, the adjutant said In 
that army an adjutant is not a commissioned offleer. 

“The uniform is not very correct,” Nick told them. “But it 
gives you the idea. There will be several millions of Americanf 
here shortly.” 
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“Do you think they will send Americans down here?” asked 
the adjutant. 

“Oh, absolutely. Americans twice as large as myself, healthy, 
with clean hearts, sleep at night, never been wounded, never 
been blown up, never had their heads caved in, never been 
scared, don’t drmk, faithful to the girls they left behind them, 
many of them never had crabs, wonderful chaps. You’ll see.” 
“Are you an Italian asked the adjutant. 

“No, American. Look at the uniform. Spagnolmi made it 
but It’s not quite correct.” 

“A North or South American?” 

“North,” said Nick. He_felt it coming on now. He would 
quiet down. 

“But you speak Italian.” 

“Why not? Do you mind if I speak Italian? Haven’t I a 
right to speak Italian ?” 

“You have Italian medals.” 

“fust the ribbons and the papers. The medals come later. Or 
you give them to people to keep and the people go away; or 
they are lost with your baggage. You can purchase others in 
Milan. It IS the papers that are of importance. You must not 
feel badly about them. You will have some yourself if you stay 
at the front long enough.” 

“I am a veteran of the Iritrea campaign,” said the adjutant 
stiffly. “I fought m Tripoli.” . 

“It’s quite something to have met you,” Nick put out his 
hand. “Those must have been trying days. I noticed the rib- 
bons.. Were you, by any chance, on the Carso?” 

“I have just been called up for this war. My class was too 
old.” 


“At one time I was under the age limit,” Nick said “But 
now I am reformed out of the war.” 

“But why are you here now?” 

I am demonstrating the American uniform,” Nick said. 
“Don’t you think it is very significant? It is a little tight in 
the collar but soon vou will see untold millions wearmg this 
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uniform swarming like locusts The grasshopper, you Imow, 
what we call the grasshopper in America, is really a locust. 
The true grasshopper is small and green and comparatively 
feeble. You must not, however, make a confusion with the 
seven-year locust or cicada which emits a pecuhar sustained 
sound which at tlie moment I cannot recall. I try to recall it 
but I cannot. I can almost hear it and then it is quite gone. 
You will pardon me if I break off our conversation 

“See if you can End the major,” the adjutant said to one of 
the tvi'o runners. “I can see you have been wounded,” he said 
to Nick. 

“In various places/’ Nick said. “If you are interested in 
scars I can show you some very interesting ones but I would 
rather talk about grasshoppers. What we call grasshoppers that 
is; and what are, really, locusts. These insects at one time 
played a very important part m my life. It might interest you 
and you can look at die uniform while I am talking.” 

The adjutant made a motion with his hand to the second 
runner who went out. 

“Fix your eyes on the uniform. Spagnolmi made it, you 
know. You might as well look, too,” Nick said to the signallers. 
“I really have no rank. We’re under the American consul. 
It’s perfectly all right for you to look. You can stare, if you like. 

I will tell you about the American locust. We always preferred 
one that we called the medium-brown. They last the best in the 
water and fish prefer them. The larger ones diat fly making 
a noise somewhat similar to that produced by a rattlesnake 
ratding his rattlers, a very dry sound, have vivid colored wings, 
some are bright red, others yellow barred with black, but their 
wings go to pieces in the water and they make a very blowsy 
bait, while the medium-brown is a plump, compact, succulent 
hopper that I can recommend as far as one may well recom- 
mend something you gentlemen will probably never encounter. 
But I must msist that you will never gather a sufficient 
supply of these msects for a day’s Ashing by pursuing them 
with your hands or trying to hit them with a bat. That 
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IS sheer nonsense and a useless waslc of rime. I repeat, gentle- 
men, that you will get nowhere at it. The correct procedure, 
and one which should be taught all young officers at every 
small-arms course if I had anything to say about it, and who 
knows but what I will have, is the employment of a seine or 
net made of common mosquito netting. Two officers holding 
tins length of nettmg at alternate ends, or let us say one at 
each end, stoop, hold the bottom extremity of the net in one 
hand and the top extremity in the other and run into the 
wmd. The hoppers, hying with the wind, fly against the lengdi 
of netting and are imprisoned in its folds. It is no trick at all to 
catch a very great quantity mdeed, and no officer, in my 
opinion, should be without a length of mosquito netting suit- 
able for the improvisation of one of these grasshopper seines. 
I hope I have made myself clear, gentlemen. Are there any 
questions ? If there is anything in the course you do not under- 
stand please ask questions. Speak up. None? Then I would 
hke to close on this note. In tlie words of that great soldier 
and gentleman. Sir Henry Wilson: Gentlemen, either you 
must govern or you must be governed. Let me repeat it. Gentle- 
men, there is one thing I would like to have you remember. 
One thing I would like you to take with you as you leave this 
room. Gentlemen, either you must govern~or you must be 
governed. That is all, gentlemen. Good-day.” 

He removed his cloth-covered helmet, put it on agam and, 
stoopmg, went out the low entrance of the dugout. Para, ac- 
companied by tlie two runners, was coming down the line of 
the sunken road. It was very hot in the sun and Nick removed 
the helmet. 

“There ought to be a system for wettmg these thmgs,” he 
said. I shall wet this one m the river.” He started up the 
bank. 

“Nicolo,” Paravicini called. “Nicolo. Where are you gomg?” 

I dont really have to go.” Nick came down the slope, 
holding the helmet in his hands “They’re a damned nuisance 
wet or dry. Do you wear yours all the time ?” 
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“All the time,” said Para. “It’s 
side.” 


E 

making me bald. Come in- 


Inside Para told him to sit down. 


“You know they’re absolutely no damned good,” Nick said. 
“I remember when diey were a comfort when we first had 
them, but I’ve seen them full of brams too many times.” 

“Nicolo,” Para said. “I think you should go back. I think it 
would be better if you didn’t come up to the hne until you had 
those supplies. There’s nothing here for you to do. If you move 
around, even with something worth giving away, the men 
will group and that invites shelling. I won’t have it.” 

“I know It’s silly,” Nick said. “It wasn’t my idea. I heard the 
brigade was here so I thought I would see you or some one else 
I knew, I could have gone to Zenzon or to San Dona. I’d like 
to go to San Dona to see tlie bridge again.” 

“I won’t have you circulatmg around to no purpose,” Cap- 
tain Paravicini said. 


“All right,” said Nick. He felt it coming on again, 

“You understand^” 

“Of course,” said Nick. He was trying to hold it in. 

“Anythmg of tliat sort should be done at night.” 

“Naturally,” said Nick. He knew he could not stop it now, 

“You see, I am commanding the battalion,” Para said. 

“And why shouldn’t you be?’” Nick said. Here it came. 
“You can read and write, can’t you'^” 

“Yes,” said Para gently. 

“The trouble is you have a damned small battalion to com- 
mand As soon as it gets to strength again they 11 give you back 
your company. Why don’t they bury the dead i’ I ve seen them 
now. I don’t care about seeing them again. They can bury 
them any time as far as I’m concerned and it would be much 
better for you. You’ll all get bloody sick. 

“Where did you leave your bicycle ? 

“Inside the last house.” 

“Do you think it will be all right? i m » 

“Don’t worry,” Nick said. “I’ll go in a little while. 



“Lie down a little while, Nicolo.” 
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“All right.” 

He shut his eyes, and in place o£ the man with the beard 
who looked at him over the sights o£ the rifle, quite calmly 
be£ore squeezing of£, the white flash and clublike impact, on 
his knees, hot-sweet choking, coughing it onto the rock while 
they went past him, he saw a long, yellow house with a low 
stable and the river much wider than it was and stiller. 
“Christ,” he said, “I might as well go.” 

He stood up. 

“I’m going, Para,” he said. “I’ll ride back now in the after- 
noon. If any supplies have come I’ll bring them down tonight. 
If not I’ll come at night when I have something to bring.” 

“It is still hot to ride,” Captain Paravicim said. 

“You don’t need to worry,” Nick said. “I’m all right now for 
quite a while. I had one then but it was easy. They’re getting 
much better. I can tell when I’m gomg to have one because 
I talk so much.” 

“I’ll send a runner with you.” 

“I’d rather you didn’t. I know the way.” 

“You’ll be back soon?” 

“Absolutely.” 

“Let me send 

“No,” said Nick. “As a mark of confidence.” 

“Well, Ciaou then.” 

“Ciaou,” said Nick. He started back along the sunken road 
toward where he had left the bicycle. In the afternoon the road 
would be shady once he had passed the canal. Beyond that 
there were trees on both sides that had not been shelled at all 
It was on that stretch that, marchmg, they had once passed the 
Terza Savoia cavalry regiment ndng in the snow with their 
lances. The horses’ breath made plumes in the cold air. No, 
that was somewhere else. Where was that? 

I d better get to that damned bicycle,” Nick said to him- 
self. “I don’t want to lose the way to Fornaci.” 
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When his father died he was only a kid and his manager 
buried him perpetually. That is, so he would have the plot 
permanently. But when his mother died his manager thought 
they might not always be so hot on each other. They were 
sweethearts; sure he’s a queen, didn’t you know that, of course 
he IS. So he just buried her for live years. 

Well, when he came back to Mexico from Spam he got the 
first notice. It said it was the first notice that the fi'‘^e years 
were up and would he make arrangements for the continuing 
of his mother’s grave. It was only twenty dollars for perpetual. 
I had the cash box then and I said let me attend to it, Paco. 
But he said no, he would look after it. He’d look after it right 
away. It was his mother and he wanted to do it himself. 

Then in a week he got the second notice. I read it to him 
and I said I thought he had looked after it 

No, he said, he hadn’t. 

“Let me do it,” I said. “It’s right here in the cash box.” 

No, he said. Nobody could tell him what to do He’d do it 
himself when he got around to it. “What’s the sense in spend- 
ing money sooner than necessary 

“All right,” I said, “but see you look after it.” At this time 
he had a contract for six fights at four thousand pesos a fight 
besides his benefit fight. He made over fifteen thousand dollars , 
there in the capital alone. He was just tight, that s all. 

The third notice came in another week and I read it to 
him. It said that if he did not make the payment by the fol- 
lowing Saturday his mother’s grave would be opened and her 
remains dumped on die common boneheap. He said he would 
go attend to it that afternoon when he went to town. 
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“Why not have me do I asked him 

“Keep out of my busmess,” he said. “It’s my business and 

I’m going to do It.” 

“All right, if that’s the way you feel about it,” I said. Do 
your own busmess.” 

He got the money out of the cash box, altliough then he 
always carried a hundred or more pesos with him all the time, 
and he said he would look after it. He went out with the 
money and so of course I thought he had attended to it. 

A week later the notice came that they had no response to 
the final warning and so his mother’s body had been dumped 
on the boneheap; on the public boneheap. 

“Jesus Christ,” I said to him, “you said you’d pay that and 
you took money out of the cash box to do it and now what’s 
happened to your mother? My God, thmk of it! The public 
boneheap and your own mother. Why didn’t you let me look 
after it? I would have sent it when the first notice came.” 

“It’s none of your business. It’s mother.” 

“It’s none of my busmess, yes, but it was your busmess. What 
kind of blood is it m a man that will let that be done to Ms 
mother? You don’t deserve to have a mother.” 

“It is my mother,” he said. “Now she is so much dearer to 
me. Now I don’t have to thmk of her buried m one place and 
be sad. Now she is all about me m the air, like the birds and 
the flowers. Now she will always be with me ” 

“Jesus Christ,” I said, “what kmd of blood have you anyway? 
I don’t want you to even speak to me.” 

“She IS all around me,” he said. “Now I will never be 
sad.” 


At that time he was spending all kmds of money around 
women trying to make himself seem a man and fool people, 
but it didn’t have any effect on people that knew anythmg 
about him. He owed me over six hundred pesos and he 
wouldn t pay me. “Why do you want it now ?” he’d say “Don’t 
you trust me? Aren’t we friends?” 

“It isn’t friends or trusting you. It’s that I paid the accounts 
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out of my own money while you were away and now I need 
the rnoney back and you have it to pay me.” 

I haven’t got it.” 

^ y°“ 

I need that money for somethmg,” he said. “You don’t 
ioiow ail the needs I have for money.” 

^ I stayed here all the time you were m Spam and you author- 
ized me to pay these things as they came up, all these things 
or the house, and you didn’t send any money while you were 
gone and I paid over six hundred pesos in my own money and 
now I need it and you can pay me.” 

“I’ll pay you soon,” he said. “Right now I need die money 
badly.” ^ 

“For what?” 

“For my own business.” 

Why don’t you pay me some on account?” 

“I can’t,” he said. “I need that money too badly. But I will 
pay you.” 


He had only fought twice in Spam, they couldn’t stand him 
there, they saw through him quick enough, and he had seven 
new iightmg suits made and this is the kmd of thing he was; 
he had them packed so badly that four of diem were rumed 
by sea water on the trip back and he couldn’t even wear 
them. 


“My God,” I said to him, “you go to Spam. You stay there 
the whole season and only light two times. You spend all the 
money you took with you on suits and then have them spoiled 
by salt water so you can’t wear them. That is die kmd of 
season you have and then you talk to me about running your 
own busmess. Why don’t you pay me the money you owe me 
so I can leave ?” 

“I want you here,” he said, “and I will pay you. But now 
I need the money.” 

“You need it too badly to pay for your own mother’s grave 
to keep your mother buried. Don’t you ?” I said. 
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‘^r am happy about what has happened to my mother,” he 
said. “You cannot understand.” 

“Thank Clinst I can’t,” I said. ‘Tou pay me what you owe 
me or I will take it out of the cash box.” 

“I will keep the cash box myself,” he said. 

“No, you won’t,” I said. 

That very afternoon he came to me with a punk, some fel- 
low from his own town who was broke, and said, “Here is a 
paesano who needs money to go home because his mother is 
very sick.” This fellow was just a punk, you understand, a 
nobody he’d never seen before, but from his liomc town, and 
he wanted to be the big, generous matador witli a fellow 
townsman. 

“Give him fifty pesos from the cash box,” he told me. 

“You just told me you had no money to pay me,” I said. 
“And now you want to give fifty pesos to this punk.” 

“He is a fellow townsman,” he said, “and he is in distress.” 
“You bitch,” I said I gave him the key of the cash box. “Get 
it yourself. I’m going to town.” 

“Don’t be angry,” he said. “I’m going to pay you.” 

I got the car out to go to town. It was his car but he knew I 
drove it better than he did. Everything he did I could do 
better. He knew it. He couldn’t even read and write. I was 
going to see somebody and see what I could do about making 
him pay me. He came out and said, “I’m coming with you 
and I’m going to pay you. We are good friends. There is no 
need to quarrel.” 

We drove mto the city and 1 was drivmg. Just before we 
came mto the town he pulled out twenty pesos. 

“Here’s the money,” he said. 

“You motherless bitch,” I said to him and told him what he 
could do with the money. “You give fifty pesos to that punk 
and then offer me twenty when you owe me six hundred. I 
wouldn t take a nickel from you. You know v/hat you can do 
with It.” 

I got out of the car without a peso in my pocket and I didn’t 
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know where I was going to sleep that night. Later I went 6u 
with a friend and got my things from his place. I never spoke 
to him again until this year. I met him walkmg with three 
friends in tlic evening on the way to the Callao cinema in the 
Gran Via in Madrid. He put his hand out to me. 

“Hello Roger, old friend,” he said to me. “How are 3 ^ou? 
People say you are talking against me. That you say all sorts 
of unjust things about me.” 

“All I say IS you never had a mother,” I said to him. That’s 
the worst thing you can say to insult a man in Spanish. 

“That’s true,” he said. “My poor mother died when I was so 
young it seems as though I never had a mother. It’s very sad ” 

There’s a queen for you. You can’t touch them. Nothing, 
nothing can touch them. They spend money on diemselves or 
for vanity, but they never pay. Try to get one to pay. I told 
him what I thought of him right there on the Gran Via, in 
front of three friends, but he speaks to me now when I meet 
him as tliough we were friends. What kind of blood is it that 
makes a man like that? 
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She sat at the table in her bedroom with a newspaper folded 
open before her and only stopping to look out of tlie window 
at die snow which was falling and melting on the roof as it 
fell. She wrote this letter, writing it steadily with no necessity 
to cross out or rewrite anythmg. 

Roanoke, Virginia 

February 6, 1933 

Dear Doctor— ^ 

May I write you for some very important advice— I have a 
decision to make and don’t know just whom to trust most 
I dare not ask my parents— and so I come to you— and only 
because I need not see you, can I confide in you even. Now 
here is the situation — married a man in U. S. service in 1929 
and that same year he was sent to Chma, Shanghai — ^he staid 
three years— and came home— he was discharged from the 
service some few months ago— and went to Ins mother’s home 
in Helena, Arkansas. He wrote for me to come borne— I went, 
and found he is taking a course of mjections and I naturally 
ask, and found he is bemg treated for I don’t know how to 
spell the word but it sound like this “sifilus” — ^Do you know 
what I mean — ^now tell me will it ever be safe for me to live 
with him again— I did not come m close contact with him at 
any time smee his return from Chma. He assures me he will 
be O K after this doctor finishes with him— Do you think it 
right— I often heard my Father say one could well wish them- 
selves dead if once they became a victim of that malady — I 
beheve my Father but want to believe my Husband most— 
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Please, please tell me wliat to do— I have a daughter born 
while her Father was in China— 

Thanlcmg you and trusting wholly m your advice I am 

and signed her name. 

Maybe he can tell me what’s right to do, she said to her- 
self. Maybe he can tell me. In the picture m the paper he looks 
like he’d know. He looks smart, all right. Every day he tells 
somebody what to do. He ought to know. I want to do what- 
ever is right. It’s such a long time though. It’s a long time. 
And it’s been a long time. My Clirist, it’s been a long time. He 
had to go wherever they sent him, I know, but I don’t know 
what he had to get it for. Oh, I wish to Christ he wouldn’t 
have got it. I don’t care what he did to get it. But I wish to 
Christ he hadn’t ever got it. It does seem like he didn’t have 
to have got it. I don’t know what to do. I wish to Christ he 
hadn’t got any kmd of malady. I don’t know why he had 
to get a malady. 
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Part I 

PORTRAIT OF MR. WHEELER IN MONTREUX 

Inside the station cafe it was warm and light. The wood of 
the tables shone from wipmg and there were baskets of pretzels 
in glazed paper sacks. The chairs were carved, but the seats 
were worn and comfortable. There was a carved wooden clock 
on the v/all and a bar at the far end of the room. Outside the 
window It v/as snowing. 

Two of the station porters sat drmking new wine at die 
table under the clock. Another porter came m and said the 
Simplon-Orient Express was an hour late at Saint Maurice. He 
went out. The waitress came over to Mr. Wheeler’s table. 

“The Express is an hour late, sir,” she said. “Can I bring 
you some coffee?” 

“If you thmk it won’t keep me awake.” 

“Please?” asked the waitress. 

“Bring me some,” said Mr. Wheeler. 

“Thank you.” 

She brought the coffee from the kitchen and Mr. Wheeler 
looked out the wmdow at the snow fallmg in the light from 
the station platform. 

“Do you speak other languages besides English.?” he asked 
the v/aitress. - 

Oh, yes, sir. I speak German and French and the dialects.” 
“Would you like a drmk of somethmg?” 

Oh, no, sir. It is not permitted to drmk m the cafe with 
the clients.” 

“You won’t take a cigar?” 
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“Oh, no, sir. I don’t smoke, sir.” 

That is all right, said Mr. Wheeler. He looked out of the 
window again, drank the coffee, and lit a cigarette. 

“Fraulem,” he called. The waitress came over. 

“What would you like, sir^” 

“You,” he said. 

“You must not joke me like that.” 

“I’m not jokmg.” 

“Then you must not say it.” 

“I haven’t time to argue,” Mr. Wheeler said. “The tram 
comes in forty minutes. If you’ll go upstairs with me I’ll give 
you a hundred francs.” 

“You should not say such things, sir. I will ask the porter 
to speak with you.” 

“I don’t want a porter,” Mr. Wheeler said. “Nor a policeman 
nor one of those boys that sell cigarettes. I want you.” 

“If you talk lilce that you must go out. You cannot stay here 
and talk like that.” 

“Why don’t you go away, then ? If you go away I can’t talk 
to you.” 

The waitress went away. Mr. Wheeler watched to see if she 
spoke to the porters. She did not. 

“Mademoiselle!” he called The waitress came over. “Brmg 
me a bottle of Sion, please.” 

Wes, sir.” 

Mr. Wheeler watched her go out, then come in with the 
wine and bring it to his table. He looked toward the clock. 

“I’ll give you two hundred francs,” he said. 

“Please do not say such things.” 

“Two hundred francs is a great deal of money. 

“You will not say such things the waitress said. She was 
losing her English Mr. Wheeler looked at her interestedly. 

“Two hundred francs.” 

“You are hateful.” , 

“Why don’t you go away tlien ^ I can’t talk to you if you re 

not here.” 
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The waitress left the table and went over to the bar. Mr. 
Wheeler drank the wine and smiled to himself for some time. 

“Mademoiselle,” he called. The waitress pretended not to 
hear him. “Mademoiselle,” he called again. The waitress came 
over. 

“You wish something'^” 

“Very much. I’ll give you tlircc hundred francs.” 

“You are hateful.” 

“Tliree hundred francs Swiss.” 

She went away and Mi. Wheeler looked after her. A porter 
opened the door. He was the one who had Mr. Wheeler s bags 
in his charge. 

“The tram is commg, sir,” he said in French. Mr. Wheeler 
stood up. 

“Mademoiselle,” he called. The waitress came toward the 
table. “How much is the wine^^” 

“Seven francs.” 

Mr. Wheeler counted out eight francs and left them on the 
table. He put on his coat and followed die porter onto the 
platform where the snow was fallmg. 

“Au revoir. Mademoiselle,” he said. The waitress watched 
him go. He’s ugly, she diought, ugly and hateful. Three hun- 
dred francs for a thmg that is nothmg to do. How many times 
have I done that for nothmg. And no place to go here. If he 
had sense he would know there was no place. No time and 
no place to go. Three hundred francs to do that. What people 
those Americans. 

Standing on the cement platform beside his bags, lookmg 
down the rails toward the headlight of the tram commg 
through the snow, Mr. Wheeler was thinkmg diat it was very 
inexpensive sport. He had only spent, actually, aside from die 
dinner, seven francs for a bottle of wine and a franc for the 
tip. Seventy-five centimes would have been better. He would 
have felt better now if the tip had been seventy-five centimes. 
One franc Swiss is five francs French. Mr. Wheeler was headed 
for Paris He was very careful about money and did not care 
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for women. He had been in that station before and he knew 
there was no upstairs to go to. Mr. Wheeler never took chances. 


Part II 

MR. JOHNSON TALKS ABOUT IT AT VEVEY 

Inside the station cafe it was warm and light; the tables were 
shiny from wipmg and on some there were red and white 
striped table cloths; and there were blue and white striped 
table cloths on the others and on all of them baskets with 
pretzels m glazed paper sacks. The chairs were carved but the 
wood seats were worn and comfortable. There was a clock on 
the wall, a zinc bar at the far end of the room, and outside 
the window it was snowmg. Two of the station porters sat 
drinking new wine at the table under the clock. 

Another porter came in and said the Simplon-Orient Ex- 
press was an hour late at Saint-Maunce. The waitress came 
over to Mr. Johnson’s table. 

“The Express is an hour late, sir,” she said. “Can I bring 
you some coifee?” 

“If It’s not too much trouble.” 

“Please?” asked the waitress. 

“I’ll take some.” 

“Thank you.” 

She brought the coifee from the kitchen and Mr. Johnson 
looked out the wmdow at the snow fallmg in the light from 
the station platform. 

“Do you speak other languages besides English he asked 

the waitress. „ 

“Oh, yes, I speak German and French and the dialects. 

“Would you like a drink of somediing^ 

“Oh, no, sir it is not permitted to drmk in the cafe wi 

the clients.” 

“Have a cigar „ 

“Oh, no, sir,” she laughed. “I don’t smoke, sir. 

“Neither do I,” said Johnson. “It’s a dirty habit. 
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The waitress went away and Johnson lit a cigarette and 
drank the coffee. The clock on the wall marked a quarter to 
ten. His watch was a little fast. The train was due at ten- 
thirty — an hour late meant eleven-thirty. Johnson called to the 
waitress. 

“Signorina I” 

“What would you like, sir?” 

“You wouldn’t like to play witli mc^” Johnson asked. Tlic 
waitress blushed. 

“No, sir.” 

“I don’t mean anything violent. You wouldn’t like to make 
up a party and see die night hfe of Vcvey^ Bring a girl friend 
if you like.” 

“I must work,” the waitress said. “I have my duty here.” 

“I know,” said Johnson. “But couldn’t you get a substitute? 
They used to do that m the Civil War.” 

“Oh, no, sir. I must be here myself in the person.” 

“Where did you learn your English ?” 

“At the Berlitz school, sir.” 

“Tell me about it,” Johnson said. “Were the Berlitz under- 
graduates a wild lot? What about all this necking and petting? 
Were there many smoodiies? Did you ever run mto Scott 
Fitzgerald?” 

“Please?” 

“I mean were your college days the happiest days of your 
life? What sort of team did Berlitz have last fall?” 

“You are joking, sir?” 

Only feebly,” said Johnson. “You’re an awfully good girl. 
And you don’t want to play with me ?” 

Oh, no, sir,” said the waitress. “Would you like me to bring 
you somediing?” 

Yes, said Johnson. “Would you bring me the wme list?” 
“Yes, sir.” 

Johnson walked over with the wine list to the table where 
the three porters sat. They looked up at him. They were old 
men. 
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“Wollen Sie trinken?” he asked. One of them nodded and 
smiled. 

“Oui, monsieur.” 

“You speak French?” 

“Oui, monsieur.” 

“What shall we drink? Connais vous des champagnes?” 
“Non, monsieur.” 

“Faut les connaitre,” said Johnson. “Fraulein,” he called the 
waitress. “We will drink champagne.” 

“Which champagne would you prefer, sir?” 

“The best,” said Johnson. “Laquelle est le best?” he asked 

the porters. 

“Le meillieur?” asked the porter who had spoken first. 


“By all means.” 

The porter took out a pair of gold-rimmed glasses from his 
coat pocket and looked over the list. He ran his finger down 
the four typewritten names and prices. 

“Sportsman,” he said. “Sportsman is the best.” 

“You agree, gentlemen?” Johnson asked the other ^porters. 
The one porter nodded. The other said in French, “I don t 
know them personally but I’ve often heard speak of Sports- 


man. It’s good.” , , • TT 

“A bottle of Sportsman,” Johnson said to the waitress. He 

looked at the price on the wine card: eleven francs Swiss. 
“Make it two Sportsmen. Do you mind if I sit here with you 
he asked the porter who had suggested Sportsman. 

“Sit down. Put yourself here, please.” The porter smi 
him. He was foldmg his spectacles and puttmg em 

in their case. “Is it the gentleman’s birthday^ 

Wo ” said Johnson. “It’s not a Kte. My wife has headed 


to divorce me.” „ ^hnak 

“So,” said the porter. “I hope not. The 0 er p 

his head. The third porter seemed a little deaf. 

“It is doubtless a common experience, said )oh 
the first visit to die dentist or the first time a g 
but I have been upset.” 
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“It is understandable,” said the oldest porter. “I understand 
it.” 

“None of you gentlemen is divorced?” Johnson asked. He 
had stopped clowning with the language and was speaking 
good Flench now and had been for some time, 

“No ” said the porter who had ordered Sportsman. “They 
don’t divorce much here. There are gentlemen who arc di> 
vorced but not many.” 

“With us,” said Johnson, “it’s diHcrent. Practically every one 
is divorced.” 

“That’s true,” tlie porter confirmed. “I’ve read it in the 
paper.” 

“I myself am somewhat in retard,” Johnson went on. “Tills 
IS the first time I have been divorced. I am thirty-fi\c.” 

“Mais vous ctes encore jcunc,” said the porter. He explained 
to the two others. “Monsieur n’a que trcntc-cinq ans.” The 
other porters nodded. “He’s very young,” said one. 

“And it is really the first time you’ve been divorced ?” asked 
the porter. 

“Absolutely,” said Johnson. “Please open the wine, made- 
moiselle.” 

“And is it very expensive?” 

“Ten thousand francs.” 

“Swiss money?” 

“No, French money.” 

“Oh, yes. Two thousand francs Swiss. All the same it’s not 
cheap.” 

“No.” 

“And why does one do it?” 

“One is asked to.” 

“But why do they ask that?” 

“To marry some one else.” 

“But It’s idiotic.” 

I agree with you,” said Johnson. The waitress filled the four 
glasses. They all raised them. 

“Prosit,” said Johnson. 



HOMAGE TO SWITZERLAND 

“A votre sante, monsieur ” said the porter. The other two 
porters said Salut. The champagne tasted like sweet pink 
cider. 

“Is it a system always to respond in a different language in 
Switzerland?” Johnson asked. 

“No,” said the porter. “French is more cultivated. Besides, 
tliis is la Suisse Romande.” 

“But you speak German?” 

“Yes. Where I come from they speak German.” 

“I sec,” said Johnson, “^nd you say you have never been 
divorced ?” 

“No. It would be too expensive. Besides I have never mar- 
ried.” 

“All,” said Johnson. “And these otlier gentlemen?” 

“They are married.” 

“You like bemg married Johnson asked one of the porters. 
“What?” 

“You like the married state 

“Oui. C’est normale.” 

“Exactly,” said Johnson, “Et vous, monsieur?” 

“Qa va,” said the other porter. 

“Pour moi,” said Johnson, “5a ne va pas,” 

“Monsieur is going to divorce,” the first porter explained. 

“Oh,” said the second porter. 

“Ah ha,” the third porter said. 

“Well,” said Johnson, “the subject seems to be exhausted. 
You’re not interested m my troubles,” he addressed the first 
porter. 

“But, yes,” said the porter. 

“Well, let’s talk about something else.” 

“As you wish.” 

“What can we talk about?” 

“You do the sport?” 

“No,” said Johnson. “My wife does, though. 

“What do you do for amusement?” 

“I am a writer,” 
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“Does that make much money 

“No. But later on when you get known it does.” 

“It is interesting.” 

“No ” said Johnson, “it is not interestmg. I am sorry, gen- 
tlemen, but I have to leave you. Will you please drmk the other 
bottle 

“But the train does not come for three-quarters of an hour.” 
“I know,” said Johnson. The waitress came and he paid for 
the wine and his dinner. 

“You’re gomg out, sir?” she asked. 

“Yes,” said Johnson, “just for a little walk. I’ll leave my 
bags here.” 

He put on his muffler, his coat, and his hat. Outside the snow 
v/as falling heavily. He looked back through the window at 
the three porters sitting at the table. The waitress was filling 
their glasses from the last wme of the opened bottle. She took 
the unopened bottle back to the bar. That makes them three 
francs somethmg apiece, Johnson thought. He turned and 
walked down the platform. Inside the cafe he had thought 
that talkmg about it would blunt it; but it had not blunted 
it; It had only made him feel nasty. 

Part III 

THE SON OF A FELLOW MEMBER AT TERRITET 

In the Station cafe at Terntet it was a little too warm; the 
lights were bright and the tables shmy from polishing. There 
were baskets with pretzels m glazed paper sacks on the tables 
and cardboard pads for beer glasses m order that the moist 
glasses would not make rmgs on the wood. The chairs were 
carved but the wooden seats were worn and quite comfortable. 
There was a clock on the wall, a bar at the far end of the 
room, and outside the wmdow it was snowmg. There was an 
old man drinking cofiee at a table under the clock and read- 
mg the evenmg paper. A porter came m and said the Simplon- 
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Orient Express v/as an hour late at Saint Maurice. The waitress 
came over to }Ar. Harris’s table. Mr. Harris had just finished 
dinner. 

“The Express is an hour late, sir. Can I bring you some 
cofJee 

“If you like.” 

“Please^” asked the waitress. 

“Ail right,” said Mr. Hams. 

“Thank you, sir,” said the waitress. 

She brought the coffee from the kitchen and Mr. Harris 
put sugar in it, crunched the lumps with his spoon, and looked 
out the wmdow at the snow fallmg m the hght from the 
station platform. 

“Do you speak other languages besides English.'^” he asked 
the waitress. 

“Oh, yes, sir. I speak German and French and the dialects.” 

“Which do you like best*’” 

“They are all very much the same, sir I can’t say I like one 
better than another.” 

“Would you like a drmk of something or a coffee 

“Oh, no, sir, it is not permitted to drmk m the cafe with 
the clients.” 

“You wouldn’t take a cigar^” 

“Oh, no, sir,” she laughed. “I don’t smoke, sir.” 

“Neither do I,” said Harris, “I don’t agree with David 
Belasco ” 

“Please 

“Belasco. David Belasco. You can always tell him because 
he has his collar on backwards. But I don’t agree with him. 

Then, too, he’s dead now.” 

“Will you excuse me, siri^” asked the waitress. 

“Absolutely,” said Harris He sat forward m the chair and 
looked out of the wmdow. Across the room the old man had 
folded his paper. He looked at Mr. Harris and then picked up 
his coffee cup and saucer and walked to Harris s table. 
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“I beg your pardon i£ I intrude ” be said in English, “but 
It has )ust occurred to me that you might be a member o£ 
the National Geographic Society.” 

“Please sit down,” Harris said. The gentleman sat down. 
“Won’t you have another coffee or a liqueur?” 

“Thank you,” said the gentleman. 

“Won’t you have a kirsch with me?” 

“Perhaps. But you must have it with me.” 

“No, I insist.” Harris called the waitress. The old gentle- 
man took out from an mside pocket of his coat a leather pocket- 
bock. He took off a wide rubber band and drew out several 
papers, selected one, and handed it to Harris. 

“That IS my certificate of membership,” he said. “Do you 
know Frederick J. Roussel m America?” 

“I’m afraid I don’t ” 

“I believe he is very prominent.” 

“Where does he come from? Do you know what part of 
the States?” 

“From Washmgton, of course. Isn’t that the headquarters 
of the Society?” 

“I beheve it is.” 

“You beheve it is. Aren’t you sure?” 

“I’ve been away a long time,” Harris said. 

“You’re not a member, then?” 

“No. But my fadier is. He’s been a member for a great many 
years.” 

“Then he would know Frederick J. Roussel. He is one of 
the officers of the society. You will observe that it is by Mr. 
Roussel that I was nommated for membership.” 

“I’m awfully glad.” 

I am sorry you are not a member. But you could obtam 
nomination through your father?” 

“I think so,” said Harris. “I must when I go back.” 

I would advise you to,” said the gentleman. “You see the 
magazine, of course?” 

“Absolutely.” 
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“Have you seen the number with the colored plates of the 
North American fauna?” 

“Yes. I have it in Pans.” 

“And the number contaming the panorama of tlie vol- 
canoes of Alaska?” 

“That was a wonder.” 

“I enjoyed very much, too, the wild ammal photographs of 
George Shiras tliree.” 

“They wCre damned fine.” 

“I beg your pardon ?” 

“They were excellent. That fellow Shiras 

“You call him that fellow ?” 

“We’re old friends,” said Harris. 

“I see. You know George Shiras three. Pie must be very 
interesting.” 

“He IS. He’s about the most mteresting man I know ” 

“And do you know George Shiras two? Is he mterestmg 
too ?” 

“Oh, he’s not so interesting” 

“I should imagme he would be very interesting.” 

“You know, a funny thing. He’s not so interesting I’ve 
often wondered why.” 

“H’m,” said the gentleman “I should have thought any one 
m that family would be mterestmg.” 

“Do you remember the panorama of the Sahara Desert?” 
Harris asked. 

“The Sahara Desert ? That was nearly fifteen years ago.” 

“That’s right. That was one of my father’s favorites ” 

'He doesn’t prefer the newer numbers ?” 

"He probably does. But he was very fond of the Sahara 
panorama.” 

“It was excellent. But to me its artistic value far exceeded 
its scientific interest.” 

‘T don’t loiow,” said Harris “The wmd blowing all that 
sand and that Arab with his camel kneelmg toward Mecca. ’ 

“As I recalk the Arab was standmg holdmg tlie camel ’* 



“You’re quite right,” said Harris. “I was thinking of Colonel 
Lawrence’s book.” 

“Lawrence’s book deals with Arabia, I believe.” 

“Absolutely,” said Harris. “It was the Arab reminded me 

of it.” 

“He must be a very interestmg young man.” 

“I beheve he is.” 

“Do you know what he is domg now.?” 

“He’s m the Royal Air Force.” 

“And why does he do that?” 

“He likes it.” 

“Do you know if he belongs to the National Geographic So- 
aety?” 

“I wonder if he does.” 

“He would make a very good member. He is the sort of 
person they want as a member. 1 would be very happy to 
nommate him if you thmk they would like to have him.” 

“I think they would.” 

“I have nommated a scientist from Vevey and a colleague 
of mme from Lauzanne and they were both elected. I believe 
they would be very pleased if I nommated Colonal Lawrence.” 

“It’s a splendid idea,” said Harris. “Do you come here to the 
cafe often?” 

“I come here for colfee after dinner.” 

“Are you in the University?” 

“I am not active any longer.” 

“I’m just waitmg for the train,” said Harris. “I’m going up 
to Paris and sail from Havre for the States.” 

“I have never been to America. But I would like to go very 
much. Perhaps I shall attend a meetmg of the society some time. 
I would be very happy to meet your father.” 

“I’m sure he would have hked to meet you but he died last 
year. Shot himself, oddly enough.” 

“I am very truly sorry- 1 am sure his loss was a blow to science 
as well as to his family.” 

“Science took it awfully well.” 
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“This IS my card,” Harris said. “His initials were E. J. in- 
stead of E. D. I know he would have liked to know you.” 

“It would have been a great pleasure.” The gentleman took 
out a card from the pocketbook and gave it to Harris. It read: 


DR. SIGISMU2® WYER, PH.D. 

Member of the National Geographic 
Society, Washington, D C , U S A 


“I will keep it very carefully,” Harris said. 



A DAY’S WAIT 


He came into the room to shut the windows while we were 
still in bed and I saw he looked ill. He was shivei mg, his face 
was white, and he walked slowly as though it ached to move. 
“What’s the matter, Schatz?” 

“I’ve got a headache.” 

“You better go back to bed.” 

“No. I’m all right.” 

“You go to bed. I’ll see you when I’m dressed.” 

But when I came downstairs he was dressed, sitting by the 
fire, lookmg a very sick and miserable boy of mne years. When 
I put my hand on his forehead I knew he had a fever. 

“You go up to bed,” I said, “you’re sick.” 

“I’m all right,” he said. 

When the doctor came he took the boy’s temperature. 
“What is It?” I asked him. 

“One hundred and two.” 

Downstairs, the doctor left three different medicines in dif- 
ferent colored capsules with instructions for givmg them. One 
was to bring down the fever, another a purgative, tlie third to 
overcome an acid condition The germs of mfluenza can only 
exist in an acid condition, he explamed. He seemed to know 
all about influenza and said there was nothing to worry about 
if the fever did not go above one hundred arid four degrees. 
This was a light epidemic of flu and there was no danger if 
you avoided pneumonia. 

Back m the ropm I wrote the boy’s temperature down and 
made a note of the time to give the various capsules. 

“Do you want me to read to you ?” 
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All right. If you want to,’* said the boy. His face was very 
white and there were dark areas under his eyes. He lay still in 
the bed and seemed very detached from what was going on. 

I read aloiid from Howard Pyle’s Boof^ of Pttates, but I 
could see he was not following what I was reading. 

“How do you feel, Schatz?” I asked him. 

“Just the same, so far,” he said. 

I sat at the foot of the bed and re'ad to myself while I waited 
for It to be time to give another capsule. It would have been 
natural fo/him to go to sleep, but when I looked up he was 
looking at the foot of the bed, looking very strangely. 

“Why don’t you try to go to sleep ? I’ll wake you up for the 
medicme.” 

“I’d ratlier stay awake.” 

After a while he said to me, “You don’t have to stay m here 
with me. Papa, if it bothers you.” 

“It doesn’t bother me.” 

“No, I mean you don’t have to stay if it’s gomg to bother 
you.” 

I thought perhaps he was a little lightheaded and after giv- 
ing him the prescribed capsules at eleven o’clock I went out 
for a while. 

It was a bright, cold day, the ground covered with a sleet that 
had frozen so that it seemed as if all the bare trees, the bushes, 
the cut brush and all the grass and the bare ground had been 
varnished with ice I took the young Irish setter for a little walk 
up the road and along a frozen creek, but it was difficult to 
stand or walk on the glassy surface and the red dog slipped and 
slithered and I fell twice, hard, once droppmg my gun and 
having it slide away over the ice. 

We flushed a covey of quail under a high clay bank with 
overhanging brush and I killed two as they went out of sight 
over the top of the bank. Some of the covey lit m trees, but 
most of them scattered into brush piles and it was necessary to 
jump on the ice-coated mounds of brush several times before 
they would flush. Coming out while you were poised un- 
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Steadily on the icy, springy brush they made difficult shooting 
and I killed two, missed five, and started back pleased to have 
found a covey close to the house and happy there were so many 
left to find on another day. 

At the house they said the boy had refused to let any one 
come into the room. 

“You can’t come m,” he said. “You mustn’t get what I have.” 
I went up to him and found him in exactly the position I 
had left him, white-faced, but with the tops of his cheeks 
flushed by the fever, starmg still, as he had stared, at the foot 
of the bed. 

I took his temperature. 

“What IS It?” 

“Somethmg like a hundred,” I said. It was one hundred 
and two and four tenths. 

“It was a hundred and two,” he said. 

“Who said so?” 

“The doctor.” 

‘Wour temperature is all right,” I said. “It’s nothing to 
worry about.” 

“I don’t worry,” he said, “but I can’t keep from thinkmg.” 
“Don’t think,” I said. “Just take it easy.” 

“I’m taking it easy,” he said and looked straight ahead. He 
was evidently holding tight onto himself about somethmg. 
“Take this with water.” 

“Do you thmk it will do any good?” 

“Of course it will ” 

I sat down and opened the Pirate book and commenced to 
read, but I could see he was not followmg, so I stopped. 
“About what time do you think I’m going to die ?” he asked. 
“What?” 


“About how long will it be before I die.?” 

“You aren’t gomg to die. What’s the matter with you.?” 
“Oh, yes, I am I heard him say a hundred and two.” 
“People don’t die with a fever of one hundred and two. That’s 
a sdly way to talk ” 
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“I know they do. At school in France the boys told me you 
can’t live with forty-four degrees. I’ve got a hundred and 
two.” 

He had been waiting to die all day, ever since nme o’clock 
in the morning. 

“You poor Schatz,” I said. “Poor old Schatz. It’s like miles 
and kilometers. You aren’t gomg to die. That’s a different 
thermometer. On that thermometer' thirty-seven is normal. On 
this kind It’s nmety-eight.” 

“Are you sure 

“Absolutely,” I said. “It’s like miles and kilometers. You 
know, like how many kilometers we make when we do 
seventy miles m the car?” 

“Oh,” he said. 

But his gaze at the foot of the bed relaxed slowly. The hold 
over himself relaxed too, finally, and the next day it was very 
slack and he cried very easily at little things that were of no 
importance. 



A NATURAL HISTORY OF THE DEAD 


It has always seemed to me that the war has been omitted 
as a field for the observations of the naturalist. We have charm- 
ing and sound accounts of the flora and fauna of Patagonia by 
the late W. H. Hudson, the Reverend Gilbert White has 
written most interestingly of the Hoopoe on its occasional and 
not at all common visits to Selborne, and Bishop Stanley has 
given us a valuable, although popular, Vamiliar History of 
Birds. Can we not hope to furnish the reader with a few ra- 
tional and mteresting facts about the dead^ I hope so. 

When that persevermg traveller, Mungo Park, was at one 
period of his course famting m the vast wilderness of an 
African desert, naked and alone, considering his days as num- 
bered and nothing appearmg to remam for him to do but to 
lie down and die, a small moss-flower of extraordinary beauty 
caught his eye. “Though the whole plant,” says he, “was no 
larger than one of my fingers, I could not contemplate the deli- 
cate confirmation of its roots, leaves and capsules without ad- 
miration. Can that Being who planted, watered and brought 
to perfection, in this obscure part of the world, a thmg which 
appears of so small importance, look with unconcern upon the 
situation and suffermg of creatures formed after his own 
image ? Surely not. Reflections like these would not allow me to 
despair; I started up and, disregardmg both hunger and fa- 
tigue, travelled forward, assured that relief was at hand; and 
I was not disappointed.” 

With a disposition to wonder and adore m like manner, as 
Bishop Stanley says, can any branch of Natural History be stud- 
ied without increasing that faith, love and hope which we also, 
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every one of us, need in our journey through the wilderness 
of lifer Let us tlierefore see what inspiration we may derive 
from the dead. 

In war the dead are usually the male of the human species 
although this docs not hold true with animals, and I have fre- 
quently seen dead marcs among the horses. An interesting 
aspect of war, too, is that it is only there tliat tlie naturalist 
has an opportunity to observe the dead of mules. In twenty 
years of obscri'ation m civil life I had never seen a dead mule 
and had begun to entertam doubts as to whether these animals 
were really mortal. On rare occasions I had seen what I took to 
be dead mules, but on close approach these always proved to 
be living creatures who seemed to be dead through their qual- 
ity of complete repose. But m war these animals succumb in 
much the same manner as tiie more common and less hardy 
horse. 

Most of those mules that I saw dead were along mountain 
roads or Ijdng at the foot of steep declivities whence they had 
been pushed to rid the road of their encumbrance. They seemed 
a fitting enough sight m the mountains where one was accus- 
tomed to their presence and looked less mcongruous there than 
they did later, at Smyrna, where the Greeks broke the legs 
of all their baggage animals and pushed them off the quay into 
the shallow water to drown. The numbers of broken-legged 
mules and horses drowning in the shallow water called for a 
Goya to depict them. Although, speakmg literally, one can 
hardly say that they called for a Goya since there has only been 
one Goya, long dead, and it is extremely doubtful if these 
animals, \vere they able to call, would call for pictorial repre- 
sentation of their plight but, more lilcely, would, if they were 
articulate, call for some one to alleviate their condition. 

Regarding the sex of the dead it is a fact that one becomes so 
accustomed to the sight of all the dead bemg men that the sight 
of a dead woman is quite shocking. I first saw inversion of 
the usual sex of the dead after the explosion of a munition 
factory which had been situated in the countryside near Milan, 
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Italy. We drove to the scene of the disaster in trucks along 
poplar-shaded roads, bordered with ditches containing much 
minute animal life, which I could not clearly observe because 
of the great clouds of dust raised by the trucks. Arriving where 
the munition plant had been, some of us were put to patrolling 
about diose large stocks of munitions which for some reason 
had not exploded, while others were put at extinguishing a fire 
which had gotten mto the grass of an adjacent field; which 
task being concluded, we were ordered to search the immediate 
vicmity and surrounding fields for bodies. We found and car- 
ried to an improvised mortuary a good number of these and, 
I must admit, frankly, the shock it was to find that these dead 
were women rather than men. In those days women had not 
yet commenced to wear their hair cut short, as they did later 
for several years in Europe and America, and the most disturb- 
mg thing, perhaps because it was the most unaccustomed, was 
the presence and, even more disturbing, the occasional absence 
of this long hair. I remember that after we had searched quite 
thoroughly for the complete dead we collected fragments. Many 
of these were detached from a heavy, barbed-wire fence which 
had surrounded the position of the factory and from the still 
existent portions of which we picked many of these detached 
bits which illustrated only too well the tremendous energy of 
high explosive. Many fragments we found a considerable dis- 
tance away m the fields, they being carried farther by their own 
weight. 

On our return to Milan I recall one or two of us discussing 
the occurrence and agreemg that the quality of unreality and 
the fact that there were no wounded did much to rob the dis- 
aster of a horror which might have been much greater Also 
the fact that it had been so immediate and that the dead were 
m consequence still as little unpleasant as possible to carry and 
deal with made it quite removed from the usual battlefield 
experience. The pleasant, though dusty, ride through the beau- 
tiful Lombard countryside also was a compensation for the 
unpleasantness of the duty and on our return, while we ex- 
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changed iniprcssionsj we all agreed that it was indeed fortunate 
that the fire which broke out just before we arrived had been 
brought under control as rapidly as it had and before it had 
attained any of the seemingly huge stocks of unexploded muni- 
tions. We agreed too that the picking up of the fragments had 
been an extraordinary business; it being amazing that die hu- 
man body should be blown into pieces which exploded along 
no anatomical lines, but rather divided as capriciously as the 
fragmentation in the burst of a high explosive shell. 

A naturalist, to obtain accuracy of observation, may confine 
himself in his observations to one limited period and I will take 
first that following the Austrian offensive of June, 1918, in Italy 
as one m which the dead were present in their greatest num- 
bers, a withdrawal having been forced and an advance later 
made to recover the ground lost so that the positions after the 
battle were the same as before except for the presence of the 
dead. Until the dead are buried they change somewhat in ap- 
pearance each day. The color change in Caucasian races is from 
wJnte to yellow, to yellow-green, to black If left long enough 
in the heat the flesh comes to resemble coal-tar, especially where 
it has been broken or torn, and it has quite a visible tarlike 
iridescence. The dead grow larger each day until sometimes 
they become quite too big for their uniforms, filling these until 
they seem blown tight enough to burst. The individual mem- 
bers may mcrease in girth to an unbelievable extent and faces 
fill as taut and globular as balloons The surprising thing, next 
to their progressive corpulence, is the amount of paper that is 
scattered about the dead. Their ultimate position, before there 
is any question of burial, depends on the location of the pockets 
m the uniform. In the Austrian army these pockets were in the 
back of the breeches and the dead, after a short time, all conse- 
quently lay on their faces, the two hip pockets pulled out and, 
scattered around them m the grass, all those papers their pock- 
ets had contained The heat, the flies, the indicative positions 
of the bodies in the grass, and the amount of paper scattered 
are the impressions one retams The smell of a battlefield m 


hot weather one cannot recall. You can remember that there 
was such a smell, but notliing ever happens to you to bring 
it hack. It is unlike the smell of a regiment, which may come 
to you suddenly while riding in the street car and you will look 
across and see the man who has brought it to you. But tlic 
other thmg is gone as completely as when you have been m 
love; you remember things that happened, but the sensation 
cannot be recalled. 

One wonders what that persevering traveller, Mungo Park, 
would have seen on a battlefield in hot weather to restore his 
confidence. There were always poppies in the wheat in tire end 
of June and in July, and the mulberry trees were m full leaf 
and one could see the heat waves rise from the barrels of the 
guns where the sun struck them through the screens of leaves; 
the earth was turned a bright yellow at the edge of holes where 
mustard gas shells had been and die average broken house is 
finer to see dian one that has been shelled, but few travellers 
would take a good full breath of that early summer air and 
have any such thoughts as Mungo Park about those formed m 
His own image. 

The first thing that you found about the dead was diat, hit 
badly enough, they died like animals. Some quickly from a 
little wound you would not think would kill a rabbit. They 
died from litde wounds as rabbits die sometimes from three or 
four small grams of shot that hardly seem to break the skin. 
Others would die like cats; a skull broken m and iron in the 
brain, they he alive two days like cats that crawl mto the 
coal bin with a bullet in the brain and will not die until you cut 
their heads off. Maybe cats do not die tlien, they say they have 
nine lives, I do not know, but most men die like animals, not 
men. I’d never seen a natural death, so called, and so I blamed 
It on the war and like the persevermg traveller, Mungo Park, 
knew that there was somethmg else, that always absent some- 
thing else, and then I saw one. 

The only natural death I’ve ever seen, outside of loss of 
blood, which isn’t bad, was death from Spamsh influenza. In 
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this you drown m mucus, choking, and how you know the 
patients dead is: at the end he turns to be a httle child again 
diough ^vilh his manly force, and fills the sheets as full as any 
diaper with one vast, final, yellow cataract that flows and 
dribbles on after he’s gone. So now I want to see the death of 
any self-called Humanist^ because a persevering tiaveller like 
hlungo Park or me lives on and maybe yet will live to see the 
actual death of members of this literary sect and watch the 
noble exits that they make In my musings as a naturalist it 
has occurred to me that while decorum is an excellent thing 
some must be indecorous if the race is to be carried on since the 
position prescribed for procreation is indecorous, highly in- 
decorous, and It occurred to me that perhaps that is what 
these people arc, or were: the children of decorous cohabita- 
tion. But regardless of how they started I hope to see the finish 
of a few, and speculate how worms will try that long pre- 
served sterility; with their quamt pamphlets gone to bust and 
into foot-notes all their lust. 

While it is, perhaps, legitimate to deal with these self- 
designated citizens m a natural history of the dead, even 
though the designation may mean nothing by the time this 
work IS published, yet it is unfair to the other dead, who were 
not dead in their youth of choice, who owned no magazines, 
many of whom had doubtless never even read a review, that 
one has seen in the hot weather with a half-pint of maggots 
working where dieir mouths have been. It was not always hot 
weather for the dead, much of the time it was the ram that 
washed them clean when they lay in it and made the eaith 
soft when they were buried in it and sometimes then kept on 
until the eaith was mud and washed them out and you had to 
bury them again. Or in the winter in the mountains you had 
to put them in the snow and when the snow melted in me 
spring some one else had to bury them. They had eauti 
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burying grounds m the mountains, war in the mountams is the 
most beautiful of .all war, and in one of them, at a place called 
Pocol, they buried a general who was shot through the head 
by a sniper. This is where those writers are mistaken who write 
books called Generals Die in Bed, because this general died in 
a trench dug m snow, high in the mountains, wearmg an 
,Alpini hat with an eagle feather in it and a hole in fiont you 
couldn’t put your little finger in and a hole in back you could 
put your fist m, if it were a small fist and you wanted to 
put It there, and much blood m the snow. He was a damned 
fine general, and so was General von Behr who commanded 
the Bavarian Alpenkorps troops at the battle of Caporetto and 
was killed m his staff car by the Italian rearguard as he drove 
into Udine ahead of his troops, and the titles of all such books 
should be Generals Usually Die in Bed, if we are to have any 
sort of accuracy m such things. 

In the mountams too, sometimes, the snow fell on the dead 
outside the dressing station on the side that was protected by 
the mountain from any shelling. They carried diem mto a cave 
that had been dug mto the mountamside before the earth froze. 
It was m this cave that a man whose head was broken as a 
flower-pot may be broken, although it was all held together 
by membranes and a skillfully applied bandage now soaked 
and hardened, with the structure of his brain disturbed by a 
piece of broken steel m it, lay a day, a night, and a day. The 
stretcher-bearers asked the doctor to go m and have a look 
at him. They saw him each time they made a trip and even 
when they did not look at him they heard him breathing. The 
doctor’s eyes were red and the lids swollen, almost shut from 
tear gas. He looked at the man twice; once m daylight, once 
with a flashhght. That too would have made a good etching 
for Goya, the visit with the flashhght, I mean. After lookmg at 
him the second time the doctor believed the stretcher-bearers 
when they said the soldier was still alive. 

“What do you want me to do about it?” he asked. 
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There was nothing they wanted done. But after a while they ' 
asked permission to carry him out and lay him with the badly 
wounded. 

“No. No. No!” said the doctor, who was busy. “What’s the 
matter? Arc you afraid of him.?” 

“We don’t lilce to hear him in there with the dead.” 

“Don’t listen to him. If you take him out of there you will 
have to carry him right back m.” 

“We wouldn’t mind that, Captain Doctor.” 

“No,” said tlie doctor. “No. Didn’t you hear me say no?” 

“Why don’t you give him an overdose of morphine ?” asked 
an artillery officer who was waiting to have a wound in his arm 
dressed. 

“Do you think that is the only use I have for morphine? 
Would you like me to have to operate without morphine? 
You have a pistol, go out and shoot him yourself.” 

“He’s been shot already,” said the officer. “If some of you 
doctors were shot you’d be diffierent.” 

“Thank you very much,” said the doctor waving a forceps 
in the air. “Thank you a thousand times. What about these 
eyes?” He pomted the forceps at tliem. “How would you Idee 
these?” 

“Tear gas. We call it lucky if it’s tear gas ” 

“Because you leave the line,” said the doctor. Because you 
“ come running here with your tear gas to be evacuated. You ru 


onions in your eyes ’ . i v 

“You are beside yourself. I do not notice your insults. You 

are crazy.” 

The stretcher-bearers came in. 

“Captain Doctor,” one of them said. 

“Get out of here!” said the doctor. 


They went out. „ ^ -i «t 

“I W.11 shoot the poor fellow,” the artillery ofliecr said. I 

im a humane man I will not let him su cr. a,,,,™, i|,c 

“Shoot him then,” said the doctor. “Shoot him. Assume the 
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responsibility. I will make a report. Wounded shot by lieuten- 
ant of artillery in first curing post. Shoot him. Go ahead shoot 

him.” 

“You are not a human being.” 

“My business is to care for tlie wounded, not to kill them. 
That IS for gentlemen of the artillery.” 

“Why don’t you care for him then 

“I have done so. I have done all that can be^ done.” 

“Why don’t you send him down on the cable railway^” 
“Who are you to ask me questions^ Are you my superior 
officer? Are you m command of this dressmg post? Do me the 
courtesy to answer.” 

The lieutenant of artillery said nothmg. The others in the 
room were all soldiers and there were no other officers present. 

“Answer me,” said the doctor holdmg a needle up m his 
forceps. “Give me a response.” 

“F— yourself,” said the artillery officer. 

“So,” said the doctor, “So, you said that. All right. All right. 
We shall see.” 

The heutenant of artillery stood up and walked toward him. 
“F— yourself,” he said. “F— yourself. F— your mother. 
F— your sister. . . .” 

The doctor tossed the saucer full of iodine in his face. As he 
came toward him, blinded, the lieutenant fumbled for his pistol. 
The doctor skipped quickly behmd him, tripped him and, as 
he fell to the floor, kicked him several tunes and picked up the 
pistol in his rubber gloves. The heutenant sat on the floor hold- 
ing his good hand to his eyes 

“I’ll kfll you^” he said. “I’ll kill you as soon as I can see.” 

“I am the boss,” said the doctor. “All is forgiven smee you 
know I am the boss You cannot kill me because I have your 
pistol Sergeant ^ Adjutant! Adjutant!” 

“The adjutant is at the cable railway,” said the sergeant. 
“Wipe out this officer’s eyes with alcohol and water. He has 
got iodine in them Bring me the basin to wash my hands. 
I will take tKk officer next.” 
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“You won’t touch me.” 

“Hold him tight. He is a little delirious.” 

One of the stretcher-bearers came in. 

“Captain Doctor. ’ 

“What do you want.?^” 

“The man in the dead-house ” 

“Get out of here.” 

“Is dead, Captain Doctor. I thought you would be glad to 
know,” 

‘ See, my poor lieutenant ^ We dispute about nothing In time 

of war we dispute about nothing” 

“F— you,” said the lieutenant of artillery. He still could not 

see. “You’ve blinded me.” 

“It is nothing,” said tlic doctor. “Your eyes will be all 

right. It is nothhig. A dispute about nothing. 

“Ayce! Aycc! Aycc'” suddenly screamed the lieutenant. You 

have blinded me* You have blinded me I tt.ij 

“Hold him tight,” said the doctor. “He is m much pam. H 
him very tight.” 



% 
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It was a hot afternoon in Wyoming; the mountains were a 
long way away and you could see snow on their tops, but they 
made no shadow, and in the valley the gram-fields were yel- 
low, the road was dusty with cars passmg, and all tlie small 
wooden houses at the edge of town were baking in the sun. 
There was a tree made shade over Fontan’s back porch and I 
sat there at a table and Madame Fontan brought up cold beer 
from the cellar. A motor-car turned off the mam road and came 
up the side road, and stopped beside the house. Two men got 
out and came m tlirough the gate. I put the bottles under the 
table. Madame Fontan stood up. 

“Where’s Sam one of the men asked at die screen door. 
“He ain’t here. He’s at the mmes.” 

“You got some beer?” 

“No. Am’t got any beer. That’s a last botde. All gone.” 
“What’s he drmkmg?” 

“That’s a last bottle All gone.” 

“Go on, give us some beer. You know me.” 

“Am’t got any beer. That’s a last bottle. All gone.” 

“Come on, let’s go some place where we can get some real 
beer,” one of them said, and they went out to the car. One of 
them walked unsteadily. The motor-car jerked m startmg, 
whirled on the road, and went on and away. 

“Put the beer on the table,” Madame Fontan said. “What’s 
the matter, yes, aU right. What’s the matter.? Don’t drmk off 
the floor.” 

“I didn’t know who they were,” I said. 

They’re drunk,” she said, “lliat’s what makes the trouble. 
Then they go somewhere else and say they got it here. Maybe 
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they don’t even remember.” She spoke French, but it was only 
French occasional!)^, and there were many English words and 
some English constructions. 

“Where’s Fontan 

“II fait de la vendange. Oh, my God, il est crazy pour le vm.” 
“But you like the beer?” 

“Oui, j’aime la bicre, mais Fontan, il est crazy pour le vm ” 
She was a plump old woman with a lovely ruddy complexion 
and white hair. She was very clean and the house was very clean 
and neat. She came from Lens. 


“Where did you eat 
“At the hotel ” 

“hlangez ici. Il ne faut pas manger a 1 hotel ou au restaurant. 
Mangcz icd” 

“I don’t want to make you trouble. And besides they eat all 

right at the hotel.” „ i i ^ i 

“I never eat at the hotel. Mayhe they eat all right there. Only 

once in my life I ate at a restaurant in America. You know 
what they gave me? They gave me pork that was raw! 

“I donh lie to you It was pork that wasn t cooked * Et moii 

r-, , / nmprirame et tout le temps il a mange 

fils il est mane avec une amencame, et lu 

les beans en can!’ 

“How '‘’"S dln^tXoTHi! wife weighs two hondred 
piSe'do.'. woik. She d.i,-. tool,. She giws 

him beans en can. 

“What’s time. He’s a good boy. He works 

“She reads books now he works on a ranch. He 

hard He worked before, and tlie man that owns the 

never worked on a r never saw anybody work better 

ranch said to Fontan that be n 
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on that ranch than that boy. Then he comes home and she 

’feeds him nothmgl” 

“Why doesn’t he get a divorce 

“He ain’t got no money to get a divorce. Besides, il est crazy 
pour elle.” 

“Is she beautiful?” 

“He thinks so. When he brought her home I thought I 
would die. He’s such a good boy and works hard all the time 
and never run around or make any trouble. Then he goes away 
to work m the oihfields and brings home this Indienne that 
weighs right then one hundred eighty-five pounds.” 

“Elle est Indienne.?” 

“She’s Indian all right. My God, yes. All the time she says 
sonofabitsh goddam. She don’t work.” 

“Where is she now.?” 

“Au show.” 

“Where’s that?” 

‘^Au show. Moving pictures. AU she does is read and go to 
the show.” 

“Have you got any more beer ?” 

“My God, yes. Sure. You come and eat with us tonight.” 
“All right. What should I brmg?” 

“Don’t bring anything. Nothmg at all. Maybe Fontan will 
have some of the wme.” 

That night I had dinner at Fontan’s. We ate m the dining- 
room and there was a clean tablecloth. We tried the new wine 
It was very light and clear and good, and still tasted of the 
grapes At the table there were Fontan and Madame and the 
little boy, Andre. 

What did you do today?” Fontan asked. He was an old 
man with small mine-tired body, a drooping gray mustache, 
and bright eyes, and was from the Centre near Saint-Etienne. 

“I worked on my book.” 

“Were your books all right?” asked Madame. 
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'‘He means he writes a book like a writer. Un roman,” Fontan 
explained. 

“Pa, can I go to die show.f”’ Andre asked. 

“Sure,” said Fontan. Andre turned to me. 

“How old do you thmk I am^ Do you think I look four- 
teen years old He was a thin little boy, but his face looked 
sixteen. 

“Yes. You look fourteen.” 

“When I go to the show I crouch down like this and try to 
look small,” His voice was very high and breaking. If I give 
diem a quarter they keep it all but if I give them only fifteen 

cents they let me in all right.” 

“I only give you fifteen cents, then, said Fontan. 

“No. Give me die whole quarter. I’ll get it changed on the 

way.” , , „ 

"II faut revenir tout de suite apres le show, Madame Fontan 


“I come right back.” Andre went out the door. The night 
was coolmg outside. He left the door open and a cool breeze 

“gezi” said Madame Fontan "You ^ 

thing.” I had -n - 
potatoes, three ears or sweet con , 

"I should have f f “^^‘^.Vdu crimcheez. Vous n’avez 
:?n m^Fl 0"^^- gottfn kek. Americans always eat 

kek.” ' « 

^ "gS WaSe"ge. Eat it all We don’t save 

anythmg Eat it all up^ __ 

“Eat some mor ? Madame Fontan said. “If you work 
il^'rS-VWU get hungry” 



“Elle ne comprend pas que vous etes ccnvain,” Fontan said. 
He was a delicate old man who used the slang and knew the 
popular songs of his period of military service in the end of the 
1890’s. “He writes the books himseL/'':c explained to Madame. 
“You write the books yourself?” Madame asked. 
“Sometimes.” 

“Oh’” she said. “Oh’ You write them yourself. Oh’ Well, 
you get hungry if you do that too. Mangez’ fe vais chercher dc 
la biere.” 

We heard her walking on the stairs to the cellar. Fontan 
smiled at me. He was very tolerant of people who had not his 
experience and worldly knowledge. 

When Andre came home from the show we were still sit- 
ting m the kitchen and were talking about hunting. 

“Labor day we all went to Clear Creek,” Madame said. “Oh, 
my God, you ought to have been there all right. We all went 
m the truck. Tout le monde est alle dans le truck, Nous sommes 
partis le dimanche. C’est le truck de Charley.” 

“On a mange, on a bu du vm, de la biere, et il y avait aussi un 
fran^ais qui a apporte de I’absmthe,” Fontan said. “Un franfais 
de la Californie’” 

“My God, nous avons chante. There’s a farmer comes to see 
what’s the matter, and we give him something to drink, and 
he stayed with us awhile. There was some Italians come too, 
and they want to stay with us too. We sung a song about the 
Italians and they don’t understand it. They didn’t know we 
didn’t want them, but we didn’t have nothmg to do with them, 
and after a while they went away.” 

“How many fish id you catch?” 

“Tres peu. We went to fish a little while, but then we came 
back to smg again. Nous avons chante, vous savez.” 

“In the night,” said Madame, “toutes les femmes dort dans 
le truck Les hommes a cote du feu. In the mght I hear Fontan 
come to get some more wine, and I tell him, Fontan, my God, 
leave some for tomorrow. Tomorrow they won’ have any thin g 
to drmk, and then they’ll be sorry.” 



WINE OF WYOMING 553 

“Mais nous avons tout bu,” Fontan said. “Et le lendemain il 
ne reste rien.” 

“WJhat did you do.i^” 

“Nous avons pcche serieusement.” 

“Good trout, all right, too. My God, yes. All the same; halF 
pound one ounce.” 

“How big^” 

“Half-pound one ounce. Just right to eat. All the same size; 
half-pound one ounce.” 

“How do you like America?” Fontan asked me 
“It’s my country, you see. So I like it, because it s my country. 
Mais on ne mange pas tres bien. D’antan, oui Mais maintcnant, 


no. „ L 1 1 u 

“No,” said Madame. “On ne mange pas bien.” She shook her 

head. “Et aussi, il y a trop de Polack. Quand j’6tais petite ma 

mere m’a dit, ‘vous mangez comme Ics Polacks. Je n ai )amais 

compns ce que c’est qu’un Polack. Mais maintcn^t cn Arac- 

rique je comprends. Il y a trop de Polack. Et, my God, ils sont 


sales, les Polacks.” 

“It is fine for hunting and fishing,” I said. 

“Oui. ga, c’est le mcillcur. La chasse ct la pcchc, Fontan 

said. “Qu’est-ce que vous avcz commc fusil?” 

“A twelve-gauge pump.” i i . i 

“Il est bon, le pump,” Fontan nodded Ins litac . 

“Je yeux aller a la chassc mo.-mtoc,” And, d .said m Ins high, 

?vrx"alIc;L'ft i ’’ An<h 

les rats d’eau.” . . 

“What arc r.UsdVa,, ? n«W' ,1,^^ 

“You don f know iIkhk ouh y 
call the muski','i(fi.” 
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Andre had brought the iwcniy^wo-calibrc rifle out from 
the cupboard and was holding it in his hands under the light. 

“Ils sont des sauvages,” Fontan explained. ‘Ils veulcni shooter 
les uns les autres.” 

“}e veux aller tout seul/’ Andre shrilled. FIc looltcd dcs- 
peiately along the barrel of the gun. “Je veux shooter les rats 
d’eau Je connais beaucoup dc rats d'eau.” 

“Give me the gun/’ Fontan said. He explained again to me. 
“They’re savages. They would shoot one another. ’ 

Andre held tight on to the gun. 

“On pent looker. On ne fait pas de mal. On peut looker.” 

“II est crazy pour le shooting,” Madame Fontan said. “Mais 
il est tiop jeune.” 

Andre put the twenty-two-calibre rifle back in the cupboard. 
“When I’m bigger I’ll shoot the muskrats and the jack-rabbits 
too,” he said in English. “One time I went out with papa and 
he shot a jack-rabbit just a little bit and I shot it and hit it.” 
“C’est vrai,” Fontan nodded. “11 a tue un jack.” 

“But he hit It first,” Andre said. “I want to go all by myself 
and shoot all by myself. Next year I can do it.” He went over 
in a corner and sat down to read a book. I had picked it up 
when we came into the kitchen to sit after supper. It was a 
library book — on a Gunboat. 

“II aime les books,” Madame Fontan said. “But it’s better than 
to run around at night with the odier boys and steal things.” 

“Books are all right,” Fontan said. “Monsieur il fait les 
books ” 

“Yes, that’s so, all right. But too many books are bad,” 
Madame Fontan said. “Ici, c’est une maladie, les books. C’est 
comme les churches Ici il y a trop de churches En France il y a 
seulement les cathohques et les protestants— et tres peu de 
protestants. Mais ici rien que de churches Quand j’etais venu ici 
je disais, oh, my God, what are all the churches 
“C’est vrai,” Fontan said. “Il y a trop de churches ” 

'*The other day,” Madame Fontan said, “there was a little 
French girl here with her mother, the cousin of Fontan, and 
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she said to me, ‘En Amerique il ne faut pas etre catholique. 
It s not good to be catliolique. The Americans don’t like you 
to be catholique. It’s like the dry law.’ I said to her, ‘What you 
going to be.? Heh? It’s better to be catholique if you’re cltho- 
Hque.’ But she said, ‘No, it isn’t any good to be catholique in 
America. But I think it’s better to be catholique if you are. 
Ce n’est pas bon de changer sa religion. My God, no.” 

“You go to the mass here?*” 

“No. I don’t go in America, only sometimes in a long while. 
Mais je reste catholique. It’s no good to change the religion.” 
“On dit que Schmidt est catholique,” Fontan said. 

“On dit, mais on ne salt jamais,” Madame Fontan said. “I 
don’t thmk Schmidt is catholique. There’s not many catholique 
m America.” 

“We are catholique,” I said. 

“Sure, but you live in France,” Madame Fontan said. “Je ne 
crois pas que Schmidt est catholique. Did he ever live in 
France 

“Les Polacks sont catholiques,” Fontan said. 

“That’s true,” Madame Fontan said. “They go to church, 
then they fight with knives all the way home and kill each other 
all day Sunday. But they’re not real catholiques. They re Polack 
catholiques.” 

“All catholiques are the same,” Fontan said. “One catholique 
is like another.” 

“I don’t believe Schmidt is catholique,” Madame Fontan 
said. “That’s awful funny if he’s catholique. Moi, je ne crois 

pas. 

“II est catliolique,” I said. 

“Schmidt is catholique,” Madame Fontan mused. I wouldn t 
have believed it. My God, il est catholique 

“Mane va chercher de la biere, Fontan said Monsieur a 

soif— moi aussi.” ^ ^ i r t 

“Yes all right,” Madame Fontan said from tlie next room. 

She went downstairs and we heard the stairs crealang. Andre 

sat reading m the corner. Fontan and I sat at the table, and 



he poured the beer from the last bottle into our two glasses, 
leavmg a little in the bottom. 

“C’est un bon pays pour la chasse,” Fontan said. “J’^bne 
beaucbup shooter les canards.” 

“Mais il y a tres bonne chasse aussi en France,” I said. 

“Cest vrai,” Fontan said. “Nous avons beaucoup dc gibier 
la-bas.” 

Madame Fontan came up the stairs with the beer bottles in 
her hands. “11 est catholique,” she said. “My God, Schmidt est 
cathohque,” 

“You think he’ll be the President Fontan asked. 

“No ” I said. 

The next afternoon I drove out to Fontan’s, through the 
shade of the town, then along the dusty road, turning up the 
side road and leavmg the car beside the fence. It was another 
hot day. Madame Fontan came to the back door. She looked 
like Mrs Santa Claus, clean and rosy-faced and white-haired, 
and waddlmg when she walked. 

“My God, hello,” she said. “It’s hot, my God.” She went 
back into the house to get some beer. I sat on the back porch 
and looked through the screen and the leaves of the tree at the 
heat and, away off, the mountains. There were furrowed 
brown mountams, and above them three peaks and a glacier 
with snow that you could see through the trees. The snow 
looked very white and pure and unreal. Madame Fontan came 
out and put down the botdes on the table. 

“What you see out there 
“The snow.” 

“C’est joli, la neige.” 

“Have a glass, too.” 

“All right.” 

She sat down on a chair beside me. “Schmidt,” she said. “If 

hes the President, you think we get the wine and beer all 
right 

“Sure,” I said. “Trust Schmidt.” 
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“Already we paid seven hundred fifty-five dollars in fines 
when they arrested Fontan. Twice the police arrested us and 
once the governments All the money we made all the^ time, 
Fontan worked m the mines and I did washing We paid it 
all. They put Fontan m jail. II n’a jamais fait de mal a per- 
sonne.” 

“He’s a good man,” I said. “It’s a crime.” 

“We don’t charge too much money. The wine one dollar a 
litre. The beer ten cents a bottle. We never sell the beer before 


It’s good. Lots of places they sell the beer right away when they 
make it, and then it gives everybody a headache. What s the 
matter with that ^ They put Fontan in jail and they take seven 

hundred fifty-five dollars.” 

“It’s wicked,” I said. “Where is Fontan^ 

“He stays with the wine. He has to watch it now to catch 
it just right,” she smiled. She did not think about the 
any more. “Vous savez, il est crazy pour le vin. Last night he 
brought a little bit home with him, what you drank, and a 
little bit of the new. The last new. It ain’t ready yet, but he 
drank a little bit, and this morning he put a little bit m his 
coffee. Dans son cafd, vous savez' II ^azy pour e vin' II 

est comme ca Son pays est comme gs Where I live in Ae north 
est comme ga son p y g body drmks beer. By where 
they don t drink any wine. r.vciyuuu^ T was 

1* jt- /ICO flier breweiy right near us. When 1 was 
we lived ,^ell of die hops in the carts. Nor 

" ''f fu Te n’aSe pas ks houblons. No, my God, not a 
m the fields Je P , ^ j^e and my sister 

bit. The man jbe beer, and then we’d like the 

to go to the brew y He had them 

hops. That s bbed them all right then But Fontan, il 

give us the bee . ^ ,ack-rabbit and he 

est crazy pour ^ ^ 

wanted me to c and mushrooms and onion and 

sauce with j gj] 

everythir^^i^^^^^ meilleure que le 

right, and e comme 5a II y a beaucoup de gibier 

jack.’ ^ ^ 
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et de vin. Moi, j’aime Ics pommcs dc icrrc, Ic saiicjsson, cl la 
biere. C’est bon, la bicrc. C’cst trcs bon pour la santc’* 

“It’s good,” I said. “It and wine too.” 

“You’re like Fontan. But there was a thing hcic that I never 
saw. I don’t think you’ve ever seen it either. There were Amer- 
icans came here and they put whiskey in the beer.” 

“No ” I said. 

“Oui. My God, yes, that’s true. Et aussi unc femme qm a 
vomis sur la table 1” 

“Comment?” 

“C’est vrai Elle a vomis sur la table. Et apres cllc a vomis dans 
ses shoes. And afterward they come back and sa) they want to 
come agam and have another party the next Saturday, and I 
say no, my God, no! When they came I locked the door.” 
“They’re bad when they’re drunk.” 

“In the wmter-time when the boys go to the dance tlicy come 
in the cars and wait outside and say to Fontan, ‘Hey, Sam, sell 
us a bottle wme,’ or they buy the beer, and then they take the 
moonshme out of their pockets in a bottle and pour it in the 
beer and drink it. My God, that’s the first time 1 ever saw that 
in my life. They put whiskey in the beer. My God, I don’t 
understand thatr 

“They want to get sick, so they’ll know they’re drunk.” 
“One time a fellow comes here came to me and said he 
wanted me to cook them a big supper and they drinlc one two 
bottles of wme, and their girls come too, and then they go to 
the dance. All right, I said. So I made a big supper, and when 
they come already they drank a lot. Then tliey put whiskey in 
the wine. My God, yes. I said to Fontan, ‘On va etre malade 
Oui,’ il dit. Then these girls were sick, nice girls too, all-right 
girls. They were sick right at the table. Fontan tried to take 
them by the arm and show them where they could be sick all 
right in the cabmet, but the fellows said no, they were all right 
right there at the table.” 

Fontan had come in. “When they come agam I locked the 
door. No, I said. ‘Not for hundred fifty dollars ’ My God, no.” 
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“There is a word for such people when they do like that, 
m French,” Fontan said. He stood looking very old and tired 
from the heat. 

“What?” 

“Cochon,” he said delicately, hesitating to use such a strong 
word. “They were like the cochon C’est un mot tres fort, 
he apologized, “mais vomir sur la table he shook his head 

sadly. „ 

“Cochons,” I said. “That’s what they are-cochons. Salauds. 
The grossness of the words was distasteful to Fontan. He 

was glad to speak of somethmg else. ^ 

“II y a des gens tr^ gentils, tres sensibles, qui viennent aussi, 
he said. “There are officers from the fort. Very nice men. Good 
fellas. Everybody that was ever in France^ they want to come 

and drmk wme. They like wme all right. . , -r 

“There was one man,” Madame Fontan said, and his wife 

lever lets him get out. So he tells her he s tire , an 
oed, and when she goes to the show he comes straight down 
here, somtimes in his pyjamas just with a crat over 
‘Maria, some beer,’ he says, ‘for God s sake. He sits 
pyjamas and drinks the beer, and then he goes “P » ^e fo 
™d gets back m bed before his w&, comes home from the 

'‘'“Cest un origmal,” Fontan said, “mais vraiment gentil. He’s 

a nice fella.” _ naht ” Madame Fontan said. 

“My God, yes b,ck from the show.” 

“He’s always in bed w en & ^ Crow Reserva- 

“I have to go away tomorrow,^ season.” 

‘^“yr'Io^Sme back here before you go away. You come 

back here all right?” 

‘■S the wine will be done,” Fontan said. “We’ll drink a 

“fbotdes,” Madame Fontan said, 
be back,” I said. 
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“We count on you,” Fontan said. 

“Good night,” I said. 

We got in early in the afternoon from the shooting-trip. 
We had been up that morning since five o’clock. The day 
before we had had good shootmg, but that mornmg we had 
not seen a prauie-chicken. Ridmg m the open car, we were 
very hot and we stopped to eat our lunch out of the sun, under 
a tree beside the road. The sun was high and the patch of 
shade was very small. We ate sandwiches and crackers with 
sandwich filling on them, and were thirsty and tired, and glad 
when we finally were out and on the mam road back to town. 
We came up behind a prairie-dog town and stopped the car to 
shoot at the prairie-dogs with the pistol. We shot two, but then 
stopped, because the bullets that missed glanced off the rocks 
and the dirt, and sung off across the fields, and beyond the 
fields there were some trees along a watercourse, with a house, 
and we did not want to get m trouble from stray bullets going 
toward the house. So we drove on, and finally were on the road 
commg down-lull toward the outlymg houses of the town. 
Across the plain we could see the mountams. They were blue 
that day, and the snow on the high mountains shone like glass. 
The summer was ending, but the new snow had not yet come 
to stay on the high mountains; there was only the old sun-melted 
snow and the ice, and from a long way away it shone very 
brightly. 

We wanted something cool and some shade. We were sun- 
burned and our lips blistered from the sun and alkali dust. 
We turned up the side road to Fontan’s, stopped the car outside 
the house, and went in. It was cool inside the dmmg-room. 
Madame Fontan was alone. 

Only two bottles beer,” she said. “It’s all gone. The new 
IS no good yet.” 

I ga\c her some birds. “That’s good,” she said. “All right. 
Thanks. That s good. She went out to put the birds away 



where it was cooler. When we finished the beer I stood up. 
“We have to go,” I said. 

“You come back tonight all right? Fontan he's going to 
have the wine.” 

“We’ll come back before we go away.” 

“You go away?” 

“Yes. We have to leave in the morning.” 

“That’s too bad you go away. You come tonight. Fontan v/iU 
have the wme. We’ll make a fete before you go.” 

“We’ll come before we go.” 

But that afternoon there were telegrams to send, the car to 
be gone over — a tire had been cut by a stone and needed vulcan- 
izing — and, without the car, I walked into the town, doing 
things that had to be done before we could go. When it was 
supper-time I was too tired to go out. W e did not want a for- 
eign language. All we wanted was to go early to bed. 

As I lay m bed before I went to sleep, with all the things of 
the summer piled around ready to be packed, the windows open 
and the air commg in cool from the mountains, I thought it 
was a shame not to have gone to Fontan’s— but in a little 
while I was asleep. The next day we were busy all morning 
packing and ending the summer. We had lunch and were 

ready to start by two o’clock. ^ 

“We must go and say good-by to the Fontans, 1 said. 


“Yes, we must.” 

“I’m afraid they expected us last night. 

“I suppose we could have gone. 

“I wish we’d gone.” . 

We said good-by to the man at the desk at die hotel, and to 

Larry and our other friends in the town, and then drove out 

to Fontan’s. Both Monsieur and Madame vyeic thcic. T1 y 

were glad to sec us. Fontan looked old an ^^tircc . -p, 

“We thought you would come last nig It, ti am . 

said. “Fontan had three bottles of wine. When you did not 
come he diank it all up.” 
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“We can only '"stay a minute,” I said. “We just came to say 
good-by. We wanted to come last night. We intended to come^ 
but we were too tired after the trip.” 

“Go get some wine,” Fontan said. 

“There is no wme. You drank it all up.” 

Fontan looked very upset. 

“I’ll go get some,” he said. “I’ll just be gone a few minutes. 
I drank it up last night. We had it for you.” 

“I knew you were tired. ‘My God,’ I said, ‘they’re too tired 
all right to come,’ ” Madame Fontan said. “Go get some wine, 
Fontan.” 

“I’ll take you in the car,” I said. 

All right,” Fontan said. “That way we’ll go faster.” 

We drove down the road in the motor-car and turned up a 
side road about a mile away. 

You 11 like that wine,” Fontan said. “It’s come out well. 
You can drink it for supper tonight.” 

We stopped m front of a frame house. Fontan knocked on 
the door. There was no answer. We went around to the back. 
The back door was locked too. There were empty tin cans 
around the back door. We looked m the window. There was 
nobody inside. The kitchen was dirty and sloppy, but all the 
doors and windows were tight shut.” 

That son of a bitch. Where is she gone out?” Fontan said. 
He was desperate. 

“I know where I can get a key,” he said. “You stay here.” 

watched him go down to the next house down the road, 
mock on the door, talk to the woman who came out, and 

nally come back. He had a key. We tried it on the front door 
and the back, but it wouldn’t work. 

That son of a bitch, Fontan said. “She’s gone away some- 
where.” 

Lookmg through the window I could see where the wme was 
stored. Close to the wmdow you could smell the inside of the 
nousc. It smelled sweet and sickish like an Indian house. Sud- 
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dcnly Fontan look a loose board and commenced digging at 
the earth beside the back door. 

I can get in,” he said. “Son of a bitch, I can get in ” 

There was a man in the back yard of the next house doing 
something to one of the fiont wheels of an old Ford. 

“You belter not/’ I said. “That man will see you. He’s 
watching.” 

Fontan straightened up. “We’ll try the key once more/’ he 
said. We tried the key and it did not work. It turned half-way 
in Cl tiler direction. 

'Wc can’t get in,” I said. “We better go back.” 

“I’ll dig up the back,” Fontan offered. 

“No, I wouldn’t let you take the chance.” 

“I’ll do it.” 

“No,” I said. “That man would see. Then they would seize it.” 

We went out to the car and drove back to Fontan’s, stopping 
on the way to leave tlie key. Fontan did not say anything but 
swear in English. He was incoherent and crushed. We went 
in the house. 

“That son of a bitch he said. “We couldn’t get the wine. 
My own wine that I made.” 

All the happiness went from Madame Fontan’s face. Fontan 
sat down in a corner with his head in his hands. 

“We must go,” I said. “It doesn’t make any difference about 
the wine. You drink to us when we’re gone. 

“Where did that crazy go ?” Madame Fontan asked. 

“I don’t know,” Fontan said. “I don’t know where she go. 
Now you go away without any wine 

“That’s all right,” I said. 

“That’s no good,” Madame Fontan said She shook her 
head. 

“We have to go,” I said. “Good-by and good luck. Thank 
you for the fine times. 

Fontan shook his head He was disgraced. Madame Fontan 
looked sad. 
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“Don’t feel bad about the wine,” I said. 

“He wanted you to drink his wine,” Madame Fontan said, 
“You can come back next year?” 

“No. Maybe the year after.” 

“You see?” Fontan said to her. 

“Good-by,” I said. “Don’t think about the wine. Drink some 
for us when we’re gone.” Fontan shook his head. Fie did not 
smile. He knew when he was ruined. 

“That son of a bitch,” Fontan said to himself. 

“Last night he had three bottles,” Madame Fontan said to 
comfort him. He shook his head. 

“Good-by,” he said. 

Madame Fontan had tears in her eyes. 

“Good-by,” she said. She felt badly for Fontan. 

“Good-by,” we said. We all felt very badly. Tliey stood in 
the doorway and we got in, and I started the motor. We waved. 
They stood together sadly on the porch. Fontan looked very 
old, and Madame Fontan looked sad. She waved to us and 
Fontan went in the house. We turned up the road. 

“They felt so badly. Fontan felt terribly.” 

“We ought to have gone last night.” 

“Yes, we ought to have.” 

We were through the town and out on the smooth road be- 
yond, with the stubble of grain-fields on each side and the 
mountams ofi to the right. It looked like Spain, but it was 
Wyoming. 

“I hope they have a lot of good luck.” 

“They won’t,” I said, “and Schmidt won’t be President 
either.” 

The cement road stopped. The road was gravelled now and 
we left the plain and started up between two foot-hills; the 
road in a curve and commencing to climb. The soil of the 
hills was red, the sage grew in gray clumps, and as the road 
rose we could see across the hills and away across the plam 
of the valley to the mountains. They were farther away now 
and they looked more like Spain than ever. The road curved 
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and climbed again, and ahead there were some grouse dusting 
m the road. They flew as we came towaid them, their wings 
beating fast, tlien sailmg in long slants, and lit on the hill- 
side below. ' 

'‘They are so big and lovely. They’re bigger than European 
partridges.” 

“It's a fine country for la chasse, Fontan says.” 

“And when the chasse is gone?” 

“They’ll be dead then.” 

“The boy won’t.” 

“There's nothing to prove he won t be, I said. 

“Wc ought to have gone last night 
“Oh, yes,” I said, “We ought to have gone.” 
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THE GAMBLER, THE NUN, AND THE RADIO 


They brought them m around midnight and then, all night 
long, every one along the corridor heard the Russian 
'‘Where is he shot^^” Mr. Frazer asked the night nurse. 

“In the thigh, I think.” 

“What about the other one 
“Oh, he’s going to die. I’m afraid.” 

“Where is he shot?” 

“Twice in the abdomen. They only found one of the bullets.” 
They were both beet workers, a Mexican and a Russian, 
and they were sitting drinking coffee in an all-night restaurant 
when some one came in the door and started shooting at the 
Mexican. The Russian crawled under a table and was hit, 
finally, by a stray shot fired at the Mexican as he lay on the 
floor with two bullets m his abdomen. That was what the pa- 
per said. 

The Mexican told the police he had no idea who shot him. 
He believed it to be an accident. 

“An accident that he fired eight shots at you and hit you 
twice, there?” 

“Si, senor,” said the Mexican, who was named Cayetano 
Ruiz. 

“An accident that he hit me at all, the cabron,” he said to 
the interpreter. 

“What does he say?” asked the detective sergeant, looking 
across the bed at the interpreter. 

“He says it was an accident.” 

“Tell him to tell the truth, that he is going to die,” the de- 
tective said. 
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“Na,” said Cayetano. “But tell him that I feel very sick and 
would prefer not to talk so much.” 

“He says that he is tellmg the truth,” the interpreter said. 
Then, speakmg confidently, to the detective, “He don’t know 
who shot him. They shot him in the back.” 

“Yes,” said the detective. “I understand that, but why did 
the bullets all go in the front.?” 

“Maybe he is spinning around,” said the interpreter. 

“Listen,” said the detective, shakmg his finger almost at 
Cayetano’s nose, which projected, waxen yellow, frorn his 
dead-man’s face m which his eyes were alive as a hawks. I 
don’t give a damn who shot you, but I’ve got to clear this 
thing up. Don’t you want the man who shot you to be pun- 
ished ? Tell him that,” he said to the interpreter. 

“He says to tell who shot you.” 

“Mandarlo al carajo,” said Cayetano, who was very tired. 

“He says he never saw the fellow at all,” the^ mterpreter 
said. “I tell you straight they shot him m the back. 

“Ask him who shot the Russian. 

“Poor Russian,” said Cayetano. “He was on the floor with 
his head enveloped in his arms. He starte to give 
they shoot him and he is giving cries ever smce. Poor Rus- 


'“"He says some fellow that he doesn’t know. Maybe the 

““Lls^^"tfe tool “This isn’t Chicago. You’re not 

a nan^Sr You don’t have to act like a moving picture. It 
all ri Jit to tell who shot you. Anybody vvou d te l who shot 

... ™ 

.« S" fV”" 

Mm,” he said to Mr. Frazer. “I don’t trust that damn m- 
‘Tam 'very reliable,” the interpreter said. Cayetano looked 
*‘“^s'ten?aJigo,” said Mr. Frazer “The policeman says tliat 
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we are not m Chicago but in Hailey, Montana. You are not a 
bandit and this has nothing to do with the cinema.” 

“I believe him,” said Cayetano softly. “Ya lo creo.” 

“One can, with honor, denounce one’s assailant. Every one 
does it here, he says. He says what happens if after shooting 
you, this man shoots a woman or a child 
“I am not married,” Cayetano said. 

“He says any woman, any child.” 

“The man is not crazy,” Cayetano said. 

“He says you should denounce him,” Mr. Frazer finished. 
“Thank you,” Cayetano said. “You are of the great trans- 
lators. I speak English, but badly. I understand it all right. 
How did you break your leg?” 

“A fall off a horse.” 

“What bad luck. I am very sorry. Does it hurt much?” 

“Not now. At firs't, yes.” 

“Listen, amigo,” Cayetano began, “I am very weak. You 
will pardon me. Also I have much pain; enough pain. It is 
very possible that I die. Please get this policeman out of here 
because I am very tired.” He made as though to roll to one 
side; then held himself still. 

“I told him everything exactly as you said and he said to 
tell you, truly, that he doesn’t know who shot him and that 
he is very weak and wishes you would question him later on,” 
Mr. Frazer said. 

“He’ll probably be dead later on.” 

“That’s quite possible.” 

“That’s why I want to question him now.” 

“Somebody shot him in the back, I tell you,” the interpreter 
said. 

“Oh, for Chnsake,” the detective sergeant said, and put his 
notebook in his pocket. 

Outside in the corridor the detective sergeant stood with 
the interpreter beside Mr. Frazer’s wheeled chair. 

I suppose you think somebody shot him in the back too?” 
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“Yes,” Frazer said. “Somebody shot him m the back. What’s 
it to you ? ’ 

“Don’t get sore,” the sergeant said “I wish I could talk 
spick.” 

“Why don’t you learn 

“You don’t have to get sore. I don’t get any fun out of ask- 
ing that spick questions. If I could talk spick it would be dif- 
ferent.” 

“You don’t need to talk Spanish,” the mterpreter said. “I am 
a very reliable interpreter.” 

“Oh, for Chnsake,” the sergeant said. “Well, so long. I’ll 
come up and see you.” 

“Thanks. I’m always m.” 

*'I guess you are all right. That was bad luck all right. 
Plenty bad luck.” 

“It’s coming along good now since he spliced the bone. 
“Yes, but It’s a long time. A long, long time.” 

“Don’t let anybody shoot you in the back.” 

“That’s right,” he said. “That’s right. Well, I’m glad you re 

not sore.” 

“So long,” said Mr. Frazer. 


Mr. Frazer did not see Cayetano again fora long time, but 
each morning Sister Cecilia brought news of him He was so 

uncomplaining she said and he was very ^ 

peritonnis and they thought he could not hve Poor Cayetano 
she said. He had such beautiful hands and such a fine 
and he never complains. The odor, now, was really terrific. 
He wguld point toward his nose with one finger and smi^e 
and shake his head, she said. He felt b^dly about °d<)^ 

p^rsf a1“.rdeS: S r:onfe.io^Jo 

Father but he “^^had CrbroTghUn. The Rus- 

had been to ^ “ ^e "d of the week. I could never feel 
a;"thmgTbout die Russian, Sister Cecilia said Poor fellow. 
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he suffered too. It was a greased bullet and dirty and the 
wound infected, but he made so much noise and then I al- 
ways like the bad ones. That Cayetano, he’s a bad one. Oh, he 
must really be a bad one, a thoroughly bad one, he’s so fine 
and delicately made and he’s never done any work with his 
hands. He’s not a beet worker. I know he s not a beet worker. 
His hands are as smooth and not a callous on them. I know 
he’s a bad one of some sort. I’m gomg down and pray for 
him now. Poor Cayetano, he’s having a dreadful time and he 
doesn’t make a sound. What did they have to shoot him for.?^ 
Oh, that poor Cayetano! I’m gomg right down and pray for 
him. 

She went right down and prayed for him. 

In that hospital a radio did not work very well until it was 
dusk. They said it was because there was so much ore m the 
ground or something about the mountams, but anyway it did 
not work well at all until it began to get dark outside; but 
all mght it worked beautifully and when one station stopped 
you could go farther west and pick up another. The last one 
that you could get was Seattle, Washmgton, and due to the 
difference in time, when they signed off at four o’clock m the 
morning it was five o’clock m the mornmg m the hospital; 
and at six o’clock you could get the morning revellers in Mm- 
neapolis. That was on account of the difference in time, too, 
and Mr. Frazer used to like to think of the morning revellers 
arriving at the studio and picture how they would look get- 
tmg off a street car before daylight in the morning carrymg 
their instruments. Maybe that was wrong and they kept dieir 
instruments at the place they revelled, but he always pictured 
them with their instruments. He had never been in Mmne- 
apolis and believed he probably would never go there, but he 
knew what it looked like that early in the mornmg. 

Out of the window of the hospital you could see a field 
with tumbleweed coming out of the snow, and a bare clay 
butte. One mrning the doctor wanted to show Mr. Frazer two 
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pheasants that were out there in the snow, and pulling the bed 
toward the window, the reading light fell olf the iron bedstead 
and hit Mr. Frazer on the head. This does not sound so funny 
now but it was very funny dien. Every one was looking out 
tlie window, and the doctor, who was a most excellent doc- 
tor, was pomting at the pheasants and pulling the bed towar(^ 
the window, and then, just as in a comic section, Mr. Frazer 
was knocked out by the leaded base of the lamp hittmg the 
top of his head. It seemed the antithesis of healmg or what- 
ever people were in the hospital for, and every one thought it 
was very funny, as a joke on Mr. Frazer and on the doctor. 
Everything is much simpler in a hospital, includmg the jokes. 

From the other window, if the bed was turned, you could 
see die town, with a litde smoke above it, and the Dawson 
mountains lookmg like real mountains with the winter snow 
on them. Those were the two views since the wheeled chair 
had proved to be premature. It is really best to be in bed if you 
are in a hospital; since two views, with time to observe them, 
from a room the temperature of which you control, are much 
better than any number of views seen for a few minutes from 
hot, empty rooms that are waiting for some one else, or jus 
abandoned, which you are wheeled in and out of. ^ y 

long enough in a room the view, 3 ^ot 

great value and 

tTeTe^ertari ttt you becLe fond of, and you web 

come them and = Sunple,” “Smgsong Ctrl,” 

that wmter were Smg S satisfactory, 

and “Little White Lies. 

the song go morning they would st^t using 
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only getting Hailey, became useless. Many people in Hailey 
who owned radios protested about the hospital’s X-ray ma- 
chine which rumed their mornmg reception, but there was 
never any action taken, although many felt it was a shame the 
hospital could not use their machme at a time when people 
were not using their radios. 

About the time when it became necessary to turn off the 
radio Sister Cecilia came in. 

“How’s Cayetano, Sister Cecilia.?” Mr. Frazer asked. 

“Oh, he’s very bad.” 

“Is he out of his head?” 

“No, but I’m afraid he’s gomg to die.” 

“How are you.?” 

“I’m very worried about him, and do you know that abso- 
' lutely no one has come to see him? He could die just like a 
dog for all those Mexicans care. They’re really dreadful.” 

“Do you want to come up and hear the game this after- 
noon?” 

“Oh, no,” she said. “I’d be too excited. I’ll be in the chapel 
praying.” 

“We ought to be able to hear it pretty well,” Mr. Frazer said. 
“They’re playmg out on the coast and the difference m time 
will bring it late enough so we can get it all right.” 

“Oh, no. I couldn’t do it. The world series nearly finished 
me. When the Athletics were at bat I was praying right out 
loud: ‘Oh, Lord, direct their batting eyes! Oh, Lord, may he 
hit one! Oh, Lord, may he hit safely!’ Then when they filled 
the bases in the third game, you remember, it was too much 
for me. ‘Oh, Lord, may he liit it out of the lot' Oh, Lord, may 
he drive it clean over the fence!’ Then you know when the 
Cardmals would come to bat it was simply dreadful. ‘Oh, 
Lord, may they not see it! Oh, Lord, don’t let them even catch 
a glimpse of it! Oh, Lord, may they fan!’ And this game is 
even worse. It’s Notre Dame. Our Lady. No, I’ll be m the 
chapel For Our Lady They’re playmg for Our Lady. I wish 
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you’d write somcthkg sometime for Our Lady. You could do it. 

You know you could do It, Mr. Frazer.” 

mncrivT '' a«y*mg about her that I could write. It’s 

mostly been written already,” Mr. Frazer said. “You wouldn’t 

«V wouldn’t care for it either.” 

il write about her sometime,” Sister said. “I know you 

« V , Lady.” 

‘‘You’d better come up and hear the game.” 

^ ‘It would be too much for me. No, I’ll be in the chapel do* 
uig what I can.” 


That afternoon they had been playing about five minutes 
when a probationer came into the room and said, “Sister 
Cecilia wants to know how the game is gomg^” 

Tell her they have a touchdown already.” 

In a little while the probationer came into the room agam, 

^ Tell her they’re playing them off their feet,’' Mr. Frazer 
said. 


A little later he rang the bell for the nurse who was on fioor 
duty. “Would you mind gomg down to the chapel or sending 
word down to Sister Cecilia that Notre Dame has them four- 
teen to nothing at the end of the Erst quarter and that it's all 
right. She can stop praymg.” 

In a few minutes Sister Cecilia came into the room. She was 
very excited. “What does fourteen to nothing mean? I don’t 
know anything about this game. That’s a nice safe lead in 
baseball. But I don’t know anything about football. It may not 
mean a thing. I’m going right back down to the chapel and 
pray until it’s finished.” 

“They have them beaten,” Frazer said. “I promise you. Stay 
and listen with me.” 

“No. No. No. No. No. No. No,” she said. “I’m going right 
down to the chapel to pray.” 

Mr. Frazer sent down word whenever Notre Dame scored, 
and finally, when it had been dark a long time, the final result. 

“How’s Sister Cecilia?” 

“They’re all at chapel,” she said. 


M 
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The next morning Sister Cecilia came in. She was very 
pleased and confident. 

“I knew they couldn’t beat Our Lady,” she said. “They 
couldn’t. Cayetano’s better too. He’s much better. He’s going 
to have visitors. He can’t see them yet, but they are going to 
come and that will make him feel better and know he’s not 
forgotten by his own people. I went down and saw that 
O’Brien boy at Police Headquarters and told him that he’s got 
to send some Mexicans up to see poor Cayetano. He’s going to 
send some this afternoon. Then that poor man will feel bet- 
ter. It’s wicked the way no one has come to see him.” 

That afternoon about five o’clock three Mexicans came into 
the room. 

“Can one?” asked the biggest one, who had very thick lips 
and was quite fat. 

“Why not?” Mr, Frazer answered. “Sit down, gentlemen. 
Will you take something?” 

“Many thanks,” said the big one. 

“Thanks,” said the darkest and smallest one. 

“Thanks, no,” said the thin one. “It mounts to my head.” 
He tapped his head. 

The nurse brought some glasses. “Please give them the bot- 
tle,” Frazer said. “It is from Red Lodge,” he explamed. 

“That of Red Lodge is the best,” said the big one “Much 
better than that of Big Timber.” 

“Clearly,” said the smallest one, “and costs more too.” 

“In Red Lodge it is of all prices,” said the big one. 

“How many tubes has the radio?” asked the one who did 
not drink. 

“Seven.” 

“Very beautiful,” he said. “What does it cost?” 

“I don’t know,” Mr. Frazer said. “It is rented.” 

“You gentlemen are friends of Cayetano?” 

No,” said the big one. “We are friends of he who wounded 
him.” 

We were sent here by the police,” the smallest one said. 
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"Wc have a little place,” die big one said. “He and I,” indi- 
cting the one wlio did not drink. “He has a little place too,” 
in icadng the small, dark one. “The police tell us we have to 
come—so we come.” 

‘‘I am \^ery happy you have come.” 

“Equally,” said the big one. 

^‘Will you have another little cupf'” 

^ Why not^” said the big one. 

Widi your permission,” said the smallest one. 

Not me,” said the thin one.*“It mounts to my head.” 

It is very good,” said the smallest one. 

“Why not try some,” Mr. Frazer asked the thin one. “Let 
3 little mount to your head.” 

“Afterwards comes die headache,” said the dun one. 

“Could you not send friends of Cayetano to see him?” 
Frazer asked. 

“He has no friends.” 

“Every man has friends.” 

“Tliis one, no.” 

“What does he do?” 


“He is a card-player.” 

“Is he good ?” 

**I believe it.** 

“From me,” said the smallest one, “he won one hundred md 
eighty dollars. Now there is no longer one hundred and eighty 


dollars in the world.*’ i j j j 

“From me,” said the thin one, “he won two hundred and 

eleven dollars. Fix yourself on that figure. 

“I never played with him,” said the fat one. 

“He must be very rich,” Mr. Frazer suggested. 

“He is poorer than we,” said the little Mexican He has no 

more than the shirt on his back „ x? 

“And that shirt is of little value now, Mr. Frazer said. 


“Perforated as it is.” 


“Clearly.” 

“The one who wounded him was a 


card-player ?*’ 
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“No, a beet worker. He has had to leave town.” 

“Fix yourself on this,” said the smallest one. “He was the 
best guitar player ever in this town. The finest.” 

“What a shame ” 

“I believe it,” said the biggest one. “How he could touch the 
guitar.” 

“There are no good guitar players left?” 

“Not the shadow of a guitar player.” 

“There is an accordion player who is worth something,” 
the thm man said. 

“There are a few who touch various mstruments,” the big 
one said. “You like music?” 

“How would I not?” 

“We will come one night with music? You tliink the sister 
would allow it ? She seems very amiable.” 

“I am sure she would permit it when Cayetano is able to 
hear it.” 

“Is she a little crazy?” asked the thin one. 

“Who?” 

“That sister.” 

“No,” Mr. Frazer said. “She is a fine woman of great intel- 
ligence and sympathy.” 

“I distrust all priests, monks, and sisters,” said the thm one. 
“He had bad experiences when a boy,” the smallest one said. 
' “I was acolyte,” the thm one said proudly. “Now I believe 
in-nothing. Neither do I go to mass.” 

“Why? Does it mount to your head?” 

“No,” said the thm one. “It is alcohol that mounts to my 
head. Religion is the opium of die poor.” 

“I thought marijuana was the opium of the poor,” Frazer 
said. 

“Did you ever smoke opium.?” the big one asked. 

“No.” 

“Nor I,” he said. “It seems it is very bad. One commences 
and cannot stop. It is a vice.” 

“Like religion,” said the thm one. 
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This one, said the smallest Mexican, “is very strong agamst 
religion.” 

It is necessary to be very strong /against something,” Mr. 
Frazer said politely. 

I respect those who have faith even though they are igno- 
rant,” the thin one said. 

“Good,” said Mr. Frazer. 

What can we brmg you ?” asked the big Mexican. “Do you 
lack for anything?” 

T would be glad to buy some beer if there is good beer.” 

“We will bring beer.” 

“Another copita before you go .?” 

“It is very good.” 

“We are robbing you.” 

“I can’t take it. It goes to my head. Then I have a bad head- 
ache and sick at the stomach.” 


“Good-by, gentlemen.” 

“Good-by and thanks.” 

They went out and there was supper and then the radio, 
turned to be as quiet as possible and still be heard, and the sta- 
tions finally signing off in this order: Denver, Salt L^e 
Los Angeles, and Seattle. Mr. Frazer received no pictum o 
Denver from the radio. He could see Denver from the Den^ 
Post, and correct the picture from The Roc^ Momtam 
New} Nor did he ever have any feel of Salt Lake City or 
Los Angeles from what he heard from those places All he 
felt about Salt Lake City was that it was clean, but dull, and 
there were too many ballrooms mentioned “ “f 

hotels for Inm to see Los Angeles He could not feel it 
ballrooms. But Seattle he came to 

company with the big white cabs (each cab equipped 

3 Itself) he rode in every night out to the roadhou.se on 
radio itse ) followed the course of parties by 

t l«- H. '.vcJ « 

the diBerent people asked for, and it was as rc.nl as .\linnc 
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apolis, wheie the revellers left iheir beds each morning to 
make that liip down to the studio. Mr. Frazer grew very fond 
of Seattle, Washington. ^ 

r / 

The Mexicans came and brought beer but it was not good 
beer Mr. Frazer saw them but he did not feel like talking, 
and when they went he knew they would not come again. 
His nerves had become tricky and he disldced seeing people 
while he was in this condition. His nerves went bad at the end 
of five weeks, and while he was pleased tliey lasted that long 
yet he resented bemg forced to make the same experiment 
when he already knew the answer. Mr. Frazer had been 
throught this all before. The only tlimg which was new to 
him was the radio. He played it all night long, turned so low 
he could barely hear it, and he was learnmg to listen to it 
without thmkmg. 

Sister Cecilia came into the room about ten o’clock in the 
mornmg on that day and brought tlie mail. She was very 
handsome, and Mr. Frazer liked to see her and to hear her 
. talk, but the mail, supposedly commg from a different world, 
was more important. However, there was nothmg m the mail 
of any^ interest. 

^You look so much better,” she said. “You’ll be leaving us 
soon.” 

* t 

■''!Yes,” Mr. Frazer said. “You look very happy this mom- 
mg. 

“Oh, I am. This morning I feel as though I might be a 
saint.” 

Mr. Frazer was a little taken aback at this. 

“Yes,” Sister Cecilia went on. “That’s what I want to be. A 
samt. Ever smee I was a little girl I’ve wanted to be a samt. 
When I was a girl I thought if I renounced the world and 
went into the convent I would be a saint. That was what I 
wanted to be and that was what I thought I had to do to be 
one. I expected I would be a saint. I was absolutely sure I 
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would be one. For just a moment I thought I was one/ 1 was 
so happy and it seemed so simple and easy. When I awoke in 
the morning I expected I would be/a samt, but wasn’t. I’ve 
never become one. I want so to be one. All I want is to be a 
samt. That is all I’ve ever wanted. And this morning I feel as 
though I might be one. Oh, I hope I will get to be one.” 

“You’ll be one. Everybody gets what they want. That’s what 
they always tell me.” 

“I don’t know now. When I was a girl it seemed so simple. 
I knew I would be a samt. Only I believed it took time when 
I found it did not happen suddenly. Now it seems almost im- 


possible.” 

“I’d say you had a good chance.” 

“Do you really think so? No, I don’t want just to be en- 
couraged. Don’t just encourage me. I want to be a saint. I 
want so to be a saint.” 

“Of course you’ll be a saint,” Mr. Frazer said. 

. “No, probably I won’t be. But, oh, if I could only be a saint 

I’d be perfectly happy.” 

“You’re three to one to be a samt 

“No, don’t encourage me. But, oh, if I could on y e a sam 
If I could only be a samt*” 

“How’s your friend Cayetano.? j «<: thn hnl- 

“He’s going to get well but he’s paralyzed. One ' 

lets hit the big nerve that goes down tlirough "n 

that leg is paralyzed They only found it out when he got v ell 

enough so that he could move. 

“Maybe the nerve f^P“”7ccc.lia said. "You ought 
“I’m praying that it will? oister 

to see him.” u j »> 

“I don’t feel xhcy could wheel him 

“You know you d like to see him. > 


in heie.” 

“All right.” 


They wheeled him in, thin, h.s skin iransp-trcn.. Ins h.ur 
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black and needing Co be cut, his eyes very laughing, his teeth 
bad when he smiled. 

“Hola, amigo* Que taP” 

“As you see,” said Mr. Frazer. “And thou?” 

“Alive and with the leg paralyzed.” 

“Bad,” Mr. Frazer said. “But the nerve can regenerate and 
be as good as new.” 

“So they tell me.” 

“What about the pain^” 

“Not now. For a while I was crazy with it in the belly. I 
thought the pain alone would kill me.” 

Sister Cecilia was observing them happily. 

“She tells me you never made a sound,” Mr. Frazer said. 
“So many people in the ward,” the Mexican said deprccat- 
ingly. “What class of pam do you have 
“Big enough. Clearly not as bad as yours When the nurse 
goes out I cry an hour, two hours. It rests me. My nerves are 
bad now.” 

“You have the radio. If I had a private room and a radio I 
would be crying and yelling all night long. 

“I doubt It.” 

“Hombre, si. It’s very healthy. But you cannot do it with so 
many people.” 

“At least,” Mr. Frazer said, “the hands are still good. They 
,tell me you make your living with the hands ” 

“And the head,” he said, tappmg his forehead. “But the 
head isn’t worth as much.” 

“Three of your countrymen were here.” 

“Sent by the police to see me.” 

“They brought some beer.” 

“It probably was bad.” 

“It was bad.” 

“Tonight, sent by the police, they come to serenade me.” He 
laughed, then tapped his stomach. “I cannot laugh yet. As 
musicians they are fatal.” 

“And the one who shot you?” 
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“Another fool. I won thirty-eight dollars fiom him at -cards. 
That IS not to kill about.” 

“The three told me you win much money.”' 

“And am poorer tlian tlie birds.”- 

“How?” 

“I am a poor idealist. I am the victim of illusions.” He 
laughed, then grinned and tapped his stomach. “I am a pro- 
fessional gambler but I like to gamble. To really gamble. Little 
gambling is all crooked. For real gamblmg you need luck. I 
have no luck.” 

“Never?” 

*‘Never. I am completely without luck. Look, this cabron 
who shoots me just now. Can he shoot No. The hrst shot he 
fires into nothing. The second is intercepted by a poor Rus- 
sian. That would seem to be luck. What happens He shoots 
me twice in the belly. He is a lucky man. I have no luck He 
could not hit a horse if he were holding the stirrup. All luck 

“I thought he shot you first and the Russian after. 

“No, the Russian first, me after. The paper was mistaken. 

“Why didn’t you shoot him?” ^ 

“I never carry a gun. With my luck, if I carried a ^n 
would be hanged ten times a year. I am a cheap car p ayer, 
only that.” He stopped, then continued. “When I make a sum 
of money I gamble and when I gamble I lose. I lave ^ 
dice for three thousand dollars and crappe out or t e 


With good dice. More than once. 

“If I hve long enough the luck will 
now for fifteen years. If I ever get any good I wdl be 
rich.” He grinned. “I am a good gambler, really V 

being rich.” 

“Do you have bad luck with all garoesf- 

“With everything and with women. H g 

showing his bad teeth. 


“Truly?” 

“Truly.” 
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“And .what is there to do?” 

“Continue, slowly, and wait for luck to change.” 

“But with women?” \ 

“No‘ gambler has luck ^ith women. He is too concentrated. 
He works nights. When he should be with the woman. No 
man who works nights can hold a woman if the woman is 
worth anything,” 

“You are a philosopher.” 

“No, hombre. A gambler of the small towns. One small 
town, then another, anotlier, then a big town, then start over 
again.” 

“Then shot in the belly.” 

“The first time,” he said. “That has only happened once.” 
“I tire you talking l^tr. Frazer suggested. 

“No,” he said “I must tire you.” 

“And the leg?” 

“I have no great use for the leg I am all right with the leg 
or not, I will be able to circulate.” 

“I wish you luck, truly, and with all my heart,” Mr. Frazer 
said. 

, “Equally,” he said. “And that the pain stops.” 

“It will not last, certamly It is passmg. It is of no impor- 
tance.” 

' “That it passes quickly.” 

. ' -“Equally.” 

That night -the Mexicans played the accordion and other 
instruments in the ward and it was cheerful and the noise of 
the inhalations and exhalations of the accordion, and of the 
bells, tlie traps, and the drum came down the corridor. In that 
ward there was a rodeo rider who had come out of the chutes 
on Midnight on a hot dusty afternoon with the big crowd 
watching, and now, with a broken back, was going to learn to 
.work in leather and to cane chairs when he got well enough to 
leave the hospital There was a carpenter who had fallen with 
a scaffolding and broken both ankles and both wrists He had 
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lit kke a cat but without a cat’s resiliency. They coulc} fix him 
up so that he could work again but it would take a long tune. 
There was a boy from a farm, about sixte^. years old, with a 
broken leg that had been badly set and was to be rehroken. 
There was Cayetano Ruiz, a small-town gambler with* a para- 
^ lyzcd leg. Down the corridor Mri Frazer could hear them all 
laughmg and merry with the music made by the Mexicans who 
had been sent by the police. The Mexicans were having a good 
time. They came in, very excited, to see Mr. Frazer and wanted 
to know if there was anydimg he wanted them to play, and 
they came twice more to play at night of their own accord. 

The last time the^'^ played Mr. Frazer lay in his room with 
tlie door open and listened to the noisy, bad music and could 
not keep from thanking. When diey wanted to know what he 
Wished played, he asked for the Cucaracha, which has the sin- 
ister lightness and deftness of so many of the tunes men have 
gone to die to. They played noisily and with emotion. The tune 
was better dian most of such tunes, to Mr. Frazer’s mmd, but 


the effect was all the same. 

In spite of this mtroduction of emotion, Mr. Frazer went on 
thinking. Usually he avoided thinking all he cou , except 
when he was writing, but now he was thinkmg a out ose 
who were playing and what the little one ha sai * 

Religion IS the opium of the people. He believed that, .that 
dyspeptic little jomt-keeper. Yes, and music is 
the people. Old mount-to-the-head hadnt thought of'A . 
And now economics is the opium of the peop ^ - 

patriotism the opium of the people in Italy and Germa y. 

What about sexual intercourse; was at , , 

people? Of some of the people. Of some of he best of Ae 

people. But 'drink was a sovereign opium of ’ ’ 

an exceUent opium. Although some ^ f l.nv 

opium of the people, a cheap one he had ,ust been usi „ 

Along with these went “ °/Zuon t asCoLr, 

In opS'm ^Thlpeopkl along widi a belief m any new form 
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of governtnent. What you wauted was the minimum of gov- 
ernmeilt, always less government. Liberty, what we believed 
in, now the name. of _a MacFadden publication. We believed in 
that although they had not found a new name for it yet. But 
what was the real one ? What was tlie real, the actual, opium 
of the people? He knew it very well. It was gone just a little 
way around the corner in that well-lighted part of his mind 
that was there after two or more drinks in the evening; that 
he knew was there (it was not really there of course). What 
was it? He knew very well. What was it? Of course; bread 
was the opium of the people. Would he remember that and 
would It make sense in the daylight? Bread is the opium of 
the people. 

“Listen,” Mr. Frazer said to the nurse when she came. “Get 
that little thin Mexican in here, will you, please?” 

“How do you like it?” the Mexican said at the door. 
“Very much.” 

“It is a historic tune,” the Mexican said. “It is the tune of 
the real revolution.” 

“Listen,” said Mr. Frazer. “Why should the people be oper- 
ated on without an ansesthetic?” 

“I do not understand.” 

“Why are not all the opiums of the people good? What do 
you want to do with the people?” 

“They should be rescued from ignorance.” 

- “Don’t talk nonsense. Education is an opium of the people. 
You ought to know that. You’ve had a little.” 

“You do not believe in education?” 

“No,” said Mr. Frazer. “In knowledge, yes.” 

“I do not follow you.” 

Many times I do not follow myself with pleasure.” 

You want to hear the Cucaracha another time?” asked the 
Mexican worriedly. 

'Yes, said Mr. Frazer. “Play the Cucaracha another time. 
It’s better than the radio.” 

Revolution, Mr. Frazer thought, is no opium Revolution 
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is a catharsis; an ecstasy which can only be prolonged by tyr- 
anny. The opiums are for before and for after. He was think- 
ing well, a little too well. ' - * ^ 

They would go now in a little while, he thought, and ey 
would take tlie Cucaracha with them Then he would aye 
a httle spot of the giant killer and play the radio, you cou 
play die radio so that you could hardly hear it. 
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There had been a sign to detour in the center of the main 
street of this town, but cars had obviously gone through, so, 
behevmg it was some repair which had been completed, Nich- 
olas Adams drove on through the town along the empty, 
brick-paved street, stopped by trafBc lights that flashed on and 
off on this trafi&c-less Sunday, and would be gone next year 
when the payments on the system were not met; on under the 
heavy trees of the small town that are a part of your heart if it 
is your town and you have walked under them, but that are 
only too heavy, that shut out the sun and that dampen the 
houses for a stranger; out past the last house and onto the 
highway that rose and fell straight away ahead with banks of 
red dirt sliced cleanly away and the second-growth timber on 
both sides. It was not his country but it was the middle of fall 
and all of this country was good to drive through and to see. 
The. cotton was picked and in the clearmgs there were patches 
of corn, some cut with streaks of red sorghum, and, driving 
-.easily, his son asleep on the seat by his side, the day’s run 
made, knowmg the town he would reach for the night, Nick 
noticed which corn fields had soy beans or peas m them, how 
the thickets and the cut-over land lay, where the cabms and 
houses were m relation to the fields and the thickets; hunting 
the country m his mmd as he went by; sizmg up each clearmg 
as to feed and cover and figuring where you would find a 
covey and which way they would fly. 

, H shooting quail you must not get between them and 
their habitual cover, once^the dogs have found them, or when 
they flush they will come pouring at you, some rising steep, 

586 
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some skimming' by your ears, whirring into a size you have 
never seen them m the aii as they pass, the only way being to 
turn and take them over your shoulder as they~go, before they 
set their wings and angle down into the thicket. Huntmg this 
country for quail as his father had taught him, Nicholas Adams 
started thinking about his father. When he hist thought about 
im it was always the eyes. The big frame, the quick move- 
ments, the wide shoulders, the hooked, hawk nose, the beard 
that covered the weak chin, you never thought about— it was 
always the eyes. They were protected m his head by the for- 
naation of the brows; set deep as though a special protection 
had been devised for some very valuable instrument. They 
saw much farther and much quicker than the human eye 
sees and they were the great gift liis father had. His father 
saw as a big-horn ram or as an eagle sees, literally. 

He would be standmg with his father on one shore of the 
lake, his own eyes were very good then, and his father would 
say, “They’ve run up the flag.” Nick could not see the Bag or 
the Hag pole. “There,” his father would say, “it’s your sister 
Horothy. She’s got the flag up and she’s walking out onto die 
dock.” 

Nick would look across the lake and he could see the long 
Wooded shore-lme, the higher timber behind, the point that 
guarded the bay, the clear hills of the farm and the white of 
their cottage m the trees but he could not see any flag pole, or 
any dock, only the white of the beach and the curve of die 
shore. 

“Can you see the sheep on the hillside toward the point'' 
“Yes.” 

They were a whitish patch on the gray-green of the hill 
“I can count them,” his father said. 

Like all men widi a faculty that surpasses human require 
ments, his father was very nervous Then, too, he uas scnti 
mental, and, like most sentimental people, he was both cruel 
and abused. Also, he had much bad luck, and it was not ail ot 
it his own. He had died in a trap that he had helped onlj a 



little to set, and they had all betrayed him m their various ways 
before he died. All sentimental people are betrayed so many 
times. Nick could not write about him yet, although he would, 
later, but the quail country made him remember him as he 
was when Nick was a boy and he was very grateful to him 
for two things; fishing and shootmg. His father was as sound 
on those two things as he was unsound on sex, for instance, 
and Nick was glad that it had been that way; for some one 
has to give you your first gun or the opportunity to get it and 
use It, and you have to live where there is game or fish if you 
are to learn about them, and now, at thirty-eight, he loved to 
fish and to shoot exactly as much as when he first had gone 
with his fadier. It was a passion that had never slackened and 
he was very grateful to his fatlier for brmging him to know it. 

While for the other, diat his fadier was not sound about, 
all the equipment you will ever have is provided and each man 
learns all there is for him to know about it widiout advice; 
and It makes no difference where you live. He remembered 
very clearly the only two pieces of information his father had 
given him about that. Once when they were out shooting to- 
gether Nick shot a red squirrel out of a hemlock tree. The 
squirrel fell, wounded, and when Nick picked him up bit the 
boy clean through the ball of the thumb. 

“The dirty little bugger,” Nick said and smacked the squir- 
rel’s head against the tree. “Look how he bit me.” 

His father looked and said, “Suck it out clean and put some 
iodme on when you get home.” 

“The little bugger,” Nick said. 

“Do you know what a bugger is ?” his father asked him. 

“We call anything a bugger,” Nick said. 

“A bugger is a man who has intercourse with animals.” 

“Why?” Nick said. 

I dont know,” his father said. “But it is a heinous crime.” 

Nick s imagination was both stirred and horrified by this 
and he thought of various animals but none seemed attrac- 
tive or practical and that was the sum total of direct sexual 
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knowledge bequeathed him by his father except on one other 
subject. One morning he read in the paper that Enrico Caruso 
had been arrested for mashing. 

“What IS mashing^” 

“It is one of the most heinous of crimes, his fat er an- 
swered. Niclv’s imagination pictured the great tenor doing 
something strange, bizarre, and heinous with a 
to a beautiful lady who looked like the pictures 0 nna e 
on the inside of cigar boxes. He resolved, witi consi ^ 
horror, that when he was old enough he wou try mas 11 j, 

at least once. , ^ 

His father had summed up the whole matter by stati g 

masturbation produced blindness, insanity, an ea ’ 
a man who lent w.dr prostitutes would “Btract hideous 

venereal diseases and that the thing to ° , , £ 

h..* .3 p„pl;. Op .b. 

cst pair of eyes he had ever seen and „ 

much and for a long time. Now, knowmg h°w « had^all be^n, 

even remembering the earliest ti®“ ^ °rote it he could get 

badly was not good ” things by writing diem, 

rid of It. He had gotten rid ° ^ J .till too many 

But it was still too early for th . t pjge. There was 
people So he decided to “^^'The ha°d thought it all 

notWng to do about his fa , undertaker had 

through many times. The han j^is mind and all 

done on his father’s face ha responsibilities He 

the rest of it was quite clear, in undertaker had been 

had complimented the un ^ ^as not the under- 

both proud and smugly pleased undertaker had 

taker that had given him of doubtful ar- 

only made certain dashing y t ^ jtsdf and being made 
tistic merit The face ha , r j. m the last three years, 

for a long time. It had too many people alive ' 

It was a good story but tn 

for him to write it. , matters had been ac- 

Nick’s own education m those earn 




FAT'HERS AND SONS 


590 

qiiir^d in. the hemlock woods behind the Indian camp. This 
was reached by a trail which ran from the cottage through 
the woods to-,tlieiarm and then by a road which wound 
through the slashmgs to the camp. Now if he could still feel 
all of that trail with bare feet. First there was the pme-needle 
loam through the hemlock woods behind the cottage where 
the fallen logs crumbled into wood dust and long splintered 
pieces of wood hung like javelms m the tree that had been 
struck by hghtnmg. You crossed the creek on a log and if 
you stepped off there was the black muck of the swamp. You 
climbed a fence out of tlie woods and die trail was hard in the 
sun across the field with cropped grass and sheep sorrel and 
mullen growmg and to the left the quaky bog of the creek 
bottom where the killdeer plover fed. The sprmg house was 
in that creek. Below- die barn there was fresh warm manure 
and the other older manure that was caked dry on top. Then 
there was another fence and the hard, hot trail from the 
barn to the house and the hot sandy road that ran down to 
the' woods, crossing the creek, on a bridge this time, where the 
cat-tails grew that you soaked m kerosene to make jack-lights 
with for spearing fish at night. 

Then the main road went off to the left, skirtmg the woods 
and climbing the hill, while you went into the woods on the 
wide clay and shale road, cool under the trees, and broadened 
for ''them to skid out the hemlock bark the Indians cut. The 
hemlock bark was piled in long rows of stacks, roofed over 
with more bark, like houses, and the peeled logs lay huge and 
yellow where the trees had been felled. They deft the logs in 
the woods to rot, they did not even clear away or burn the 
tops. It was only the bark they wanted for the tannery at 
Boyne City; haulmg it across the lake on the ice in wmter, 
and each year there was less forest and more open, hot, shade- 
less, weed-grown- slashmg. 

But there was still much forest then, virgin forest where 
the trees grew high before there were any branches and you 
walked on the brown, clean, springy-needled ground with no 
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undergrowtli and it was cool on the hottest days aW they 
three lay against the trunk of a hemlock wider than^two beds 
are long, with the breeze high in the tops and^the cool light 
that came in patches, and Billy said: 

“You want Trudy agam?” 

“You want to?” 

“Un Huh ” 

“Come on.” 

“No, here.” 

“But Billy ” 

“I no mind Billy. He my brother.” 

Then afterwards they sat, the three of them, listening for a 
black squirrel that was in the top branches where they could 
not see him. They were waiting for him to bark agam because 
when he barked he would jerk his tail and Nick would shoot 
where he saw any movement. His father gave him only three 
cartridges a day to hunt with and he had a smgle-barre 
twenty-gauge shotgun with a very long barrel. 

“Son of a bitch never move,” Billy said. ck 

“You shoot, Nickie. Scare him We see him jump. 
him again,” Trudy said. It was a long speech for her, 

“I’ve only got two shells,” Nick said 

“Son of a bitch,” said Billy. Minp- 

They sat against the tree and were quiet. Nick was feelmg 

hollow and happy. , ^ with 

“Eddie says he going to come some night si p 

you sister Dorothy.” 

“What?” 

“He said.” 

Trudy nodded. older talf 

“That’s all he want do,” she said. Max w 

brother He night and' even speaks to 

“If Eddie Gilby ^ 7 . "7“ Ed kill him like this.” 

Dorothy you know what I yjg. 

Nick cocked the gun and hardly tajang 
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ger, bhWing a hole as big as your hand in the head or belly 
of that half-breed bastard Eddie Gilby. “Like that. Td kill him 
like that ” - 

“He better'^ hot "come then,” Trudy said. She put her hand 
m Nick’s pocket. ' 

“He better watch out plenty,” said Billy. 

“He’s big bluff,” Trudy was exploring with her hand in 
Nick’s pocket. “But don’t you kill him. You get plenty 
trouble.” 

“I’d kill him like that,” Nick said. Eddie Gilby lay on the 
ground with all his chest shot away. Nick put his foot on 
him proudly. 

“I’d scalp him,” he said happily. 

“No,” said Trudy. “That’s dirty.” 

“I’d scalp him and send it to his mother.” 

“His mother dead,” Trudy said. “Don’t you kill him, Nickie. 
Don’t you kill him for me.” 

“After I scalped him I’d throw him to the dogs.” 

Billy was very depressed. “He better watch out,” he said 
gloomily. 

“They’d tear him to pieces,” Nick said, pleased with the pic- 
ture. Then, havmg scalped that half-breed renegade and stand- 
ing, watching the dogs tear him, his face unchangmg, he fell 
backward against the tree, held tight around the neck, Trudy 
holding, choking him, and crying, “No kill him! No kill him! 
No kill him* No. No. No. Nickie. Nickie Nickie!” 

“What’s the matter with you?” 

“No kill him.” 

“I got to kill him ” 

“He )ust a big bluff.” 

All right,” Nickie said. “I won’t kill him unless he comes 
around the house. Let go of me.” 

That s good, ’ Trudy said. “You want to do anythmg now? 
I feel good now.” 

“If Billy goes away” Nick had killed Eddie Gilby, then 
pardoned him his life, and he was a man now. 
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“You go, Billy. You hang around all tlie time. Go,^n.” 
“Son a bitch,” Billy said. “I get tired this. What welcome? 
Hunt or what?” ’ 

“You can take the gun. There’s one shell.” 

“All right. I get a big black one all right. { 

“I’ll holler,” Nick said. 


Then, later, it was a long time after and Billy was still ayv^ay. 
“You think we make a baby?” Trudy folded her brown legs 
togetlier happily and rubbed against him. Somet g msi e 
Nick had gone a long way away. 

“I don’t think so,” he said. 

“Make plenty baby what the hell. 


They heard Billy shoot. 

“I wonder if he got one.” ' * ,, 

“Don’t care,” said Trudy. , . , « Ins 

Billy came tlirough the trees. He J ^ ^t^oaws 
shoulder and he held a black squirrel by t e J? , r p» 
“Look,” he sa.d. “Bigger than a cat. You all through. 

“Where’d you get him?” 

“Over there. Saw him jump first. 

“Got to go home,” Nick said. 

“No,” said Trudy. 

“I got to get there for supper. 

“All right ” 

*‘Want to hunt tomorrow? 


“All right.” 

“You can have the squirrel. 
“All right.” 

“Come out after supper?” 


“No.” 

“How you feel?” 

“Good.” 

“All right.” ' j 

“Give me kiss on the face, sai • ^ it was 

Now, as he rode along the highway m m 
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gettin|#ark, Nick was all throught thinking about his father. 
The end of the day never made him think of him. The end 
of the day had always belonged to Nick alone and he never 
felt right unless he was alone at it. His father came back to 
him in/the fall of the year, or in the early sprmg when there 
had been jacksnipe on the prairie, or when he saw shocks of 
corn, or when he saw a lake, or if he ever saw a horse and buggy, 
or when he saw, or heard, wild geese, or in a duck blmd; remem- 
bering the time an eagle dropped through the whirlmg snow to 
strike a canvas-covered decoy, rising, his wmgs beatmg, the 
talons caught in the canvas. His father was with him, suddenly, 
m deserted orchards and in new-plowed fields, in thickets, on 
small hills, or when going through dead grass, whenever spht- 
tmg wood or hauling wker, by grist mills, cider mills and dams 
and always with open fires. The towns he lived m were not 
towns his father knew. After he was fifteen he had shared noth- 
ing with him. 

His father had frost in his beard in cold weather and m hot 
weather he sweated very much. He liked to work in the sun 
on the farm because he did not have to and he loved manual 
work, which Nick did not. Nick loved his father but hated 
the smell of him and once when he had to wear a suit of his 
father’s .underwear that had gotten too small for his father it 
made him feel sick and he took it off and put it under two 
stones m the creek and said that he had lost it. He had told 
his father how it was when his father had made him put it on 
but his father had said it was freshly washed. It had been, too. 
When Nick had asked him to smell of it his father sniffed 
at It mdignantly and said that it was clean and fresh. When 
Nick came home from fishmg without it and said he lost it 
he was whipped for lying. 

Afterwards he had sat inside the woodshed with the door 
open, his shotgun loaded and cocked, looking across at his 
father sitting on the screen porch reading the paper, and 
thought, “I can blow him to hell. I can kill him.” Fmally he 
felt his anger go out of him and he felt a litde sick about n 
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being the gun that liis fatJier had given him. Thence had' 
gone to the Indian camp, walking there in the dark, to get rid 
of the smell. There was only one person in his -family that he 
liked the smell of; one sister. All the others he avoided all 
contact willi. That sense blunted when he started to ‘smoke. 
It was a good tlimg. It was good for a bird dog but it did 
not help a man. 

“What was it like, Papa, when you were a little boy and 
used to hunt with the Indians?” i 

“I don’t know,” Nick was startled. He had not even no- 
ticed the boy was awake. He looked at him sitting beside him 
on the scat. He had felt quite alone but this boy had been 
with him. He wondered for how long. ^We used to go all day 
to hunt black squirrels,” he said. “My father only gave me 
three shells a day because he said that would teach me to hunt 
and it wasn’t good for a boy to go banging around. I went 
with a boy named Billy Gilby and his sister Trudy. We used 
to go out nearly every day all one summer.” 

“Those are funny names for Indians.” 

“Yes, aren’t they,” Nick said. 

“But tell me what they were like.” 

“They were Ojibways,” Nick said. “And they were very 
nice ” 


“But what were they like to be with ?” u ^ 

“It’s hard to say,” Nick Adams said. Could you say s e i 
first what no one has ever done better and mention p ump 
3rown legs, flat belly, hard little breasts, well o mg ’ 
luick searching tongue, the flat eyes, the good taste o J 
hen uncomfortably, tightly, sweetly, moistly, love y, ’ 
ichingly, fully. Anally, unendingly, never-ending y, ne 

mdingly, suddenly ended, the great bird UpnJock nee- 

he twilight, only it daylight m the woods an 
lies stuck against your belly. So that when you go m 
vhere Indians have lived you smell them gone an 
•inpty pain killer bottles and the flies that uzz o 
weetgrass smell, the smoke smell and that o er 
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cas>. larten skin. Nor any jokes about them nor old squaws 
take tha away. Nor the sick sweet smell they get to have. Nor 
what they did -finally. It wasn’t how they ended. They all 
ended the same. Long time ago good. Now no good. 

And about the other. When you have shot one bird flying 
you have shot all birds flying. They are all diflerent and they 
fly m different ways but the sensation is the same and the 
last one is as good as the first. He. could thank his father for 
that. 

“You might not like them,” Nick said to the boy. “But I 
think you would.” 

“And my grandfather lived with them too when he was a 
boy, didn’t he ?” 

“Yes. When I asked him what they were like he said that 
he had many friends among them.” 

“Will I ever live with them 

“I don’t know,” Nick said. “That’s up to you.” 

“How old will I be when I get a shotgun and can hunt by 
myself 

“Twelve years old if I see you are careful.” 

“‘I wish I was twelve now.” 

“You will be, soon enough.” 

“What was my grandfather like ? I can’t remember him ex- 
cept' that he gave me an air rifle and an American flag when 
I came over from France that time What was he like^^” 
“He’s hard to describe. He was a great hunter and fisher- 
’man and he had wonderful eyes.” 

“Was he greater than youf^” 

He was a much better shot and his father was a great wing 
shot too” 

“I’ll bet he wasn’t better than you.” 

“Oh, yes he was. He shot very quickly and beautifully. I’d 
' rather see him shoot than any man I ever knew. He was al- 
ways very disappomted in the way I shot.” 

“Why do we never go to pray at the tomb of my grand- 
father?” 
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“Wc live in a difTcreni part of the country. It’s a loi yhy 
from here.” ‘ ^ / 

“In France that wouldn’t make any diifcrencei In France 
we’d go. I think I ought to go to pray at the tomb of my 
grandfatiicr.” 

“Sometime we’ll go.” 

“I hope we won’t live somwhere so that I can never go to pray 
at your tomb when you arc dead.” 

“We’ll have to arrange it.” 

“Don’t you tliink we might all be buried at a convenient 
place? We could all be buried in France. That would be fine 

“I don’t want to be buried m France/’ Nick said. 

“Well, tlien, we’ll have to get some convenient place in 
America. Couldn’t we all be buried out at the ranch?” 

“That’s an idea.” 

“Then I could stop and pray at the tomb of my grandfather 
on the way to the ranch.” 

“You’re awfully practical.” 

“Well, I don’t feel good never to have even visited the tomb 
of my grandfather.” 

“We’ll have to go,” Nick said. “I can see we II have to go. 

^ 1 ^ 
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He stepped into the stream. It was a shock. His trousers 
clung tight to his legs. His shoes felt the gravel. The water 
was a rising cold shock. 

Rushing, the current sucked against his legs. Where he 
stepped in, the watci was over his knees. He waded with the 
current. The gravel slid under his shoes. He looked down at 
the swirl of water below each leg and tipped up the bottle to 
get a grasshopper. 

The first grasshopper gave a jump in the neck of the bottle 
and went out into the water. He was sucked under m the 
whirl by Nick’s right leg and came to the surface a little way 
down stream. He floated rapidly, kicking. In a quick circle, 
breaking the smooth surface of the water, he disappeared. A 
trout had taken him. 

Another hopper poked his face out of the bottle. His an- 
tennse wavered. He was getting his fiont legs out of the bottle 
to jump. Nick took him by the head and held him while he 
thieaded the slim hook under his chin, down through his 
thorax and into the last segments of his abdomen. The grass- 
hopper took hold of the hook with his front feet, spitting to- 
bacco juice on It. Nick dropped him into the water. 

Holding the rod in his right hand he let out line against 
the pull of the grasshopper in the current. He stripped oil Ime 
from the reel widi his left hand and let it run free. He could 
see the hopper m the little waves of the current. It went out of 
sight. 

There was a tug on the line. Nick pulled against the taut 
line. It was his first strike. Holding the now living rod across 
the current, he brought in the line with his left hand. The rod 
bent m 301 ks, the tiout pumping against the current. Nick 
knew it was a small one. He lifted the lod straight up in the 
air. It bowed with the pull. 

He saw the trout in the water jerking with his head and 
body against the shifting tangent of the line in the stream. 

Nick took the line in his left hand and pulled the trout, 
thumping tircdly against the current, to the surface. His back 
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was mottled tlie clear, water-over-gravel color, his side flashing 
in the sun. Tlie rod under his right arm, Nick stooped, dip- 
ping his right hand into tlie current. He held the trout, never 
still, with his moist right hand, while he unhooked the barb 
from his moutli, then dropped him back mto the stream. 

He hung unsteadily in the current, then settled to the bot- 
tom beside a stone. Nick reached down his hand to touch him, 
his arm to the elbow under water. The trout was steady in the 
moving stream, resting on the gravel, beside a stone. As Nick’s 
fingers touched him, touched his smooth, cool, underwater 
feeling he was gone, gone in a shadow across the bottom of 
the stream. 

He’s all right, Nick thought. He was only tired. 

He had wet his hand before he touched the trout, so he 
would not disturb the delicate mucus that covered him. If a 
trout was touched with a dry hand, a white fungus attacked 
the unprotected spot. Years before when he had fished crowded 
streams, with fly fishermen ahead of him and behmd him, 
Nick had again and again come on dead trout, furry with white 
fungus, drifted against a rock, or floatmg belly up in some 
pool. Nick did not like to fish with other men on the river. 
Unless they were of your party, they spoiled it. 

He wallowed down tlie stream, above his knees m the cur- 
rent, through the fifty yards of shallow water above the pile 
of logs that crossed the stream. He did not rebait his hook and 
held It in his hand as he waded. He was certam he could catch 
small trout in the shallows, but he did not want them. There 
Would be no big trout m the shallows this time of day. 

Now the water deepened up his thighs sharply and coldly. 
Ahead was the smooth dammed-back flood of water above the 
logs. The water was smooth and dark; on the left, the lower 
^dge of the meadow; on the right the swamp. 

Nick leaned back against the current and took a hopper 
from the bottle. He threaded the hopper on the hook and spat 
uu him for good luck. Then he pulled several yards of dme 
from the reel and tossed the hopper out ahead onto the fast. 
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He stepped into the stream. It was a shock. His trousers 
clung tight to his legs. His shoes felt the gravel. The water 
was a rising cold shock. 

Rushing, the current sucked against his legs. Where he 
stepped in, the watei was over his knees. He waded with the 
current The gravel slid under his shoes. He looked down at 
the swirl of water below each leg and tipped up the bottle to 
get a grasshopper. 

The first grasshopper gave a jump in the neck of the bottle 
and went out into the water. He was sucked under in the 
whirl by Nick’s right leg and came to the surface a little way 
down stream. He floated rapidly, kicking In a quick circle, 
breakmg the smooth surface of the water, he disappeared. A 
trout had taken him. 

Another hopper poked his face out of the bottle. His an- 
tennae wavered. He was gettmg his fiont legs out of the bottle 
to jump. Nick took him by the head and held him while he 
threaded the shm hook under his chm, down through his 
thorax and into the last segments of his abdomen. The grass- 
hopper took hold of tlie hook with his front feet, spitting to- 
bacco juice on It Nick dropped him into the water. 

Holding the rod in his right hand he let out Ime against 
the pull of the grasshopper in the current. He stripped off line 
from the reel with his left hand and let it run free. He could 
see the hopper m the little waves of the currejit. It went out of 
sight. 

There was a tug on the Ime. Nick pulled against the taut 
Ime. It was his first strike. Holdmg the now living rod across 
the current, he brought m the Ime with' his left hand. The rod 
bent m jerks, the trout pumping against the current. Nick 
knew It was a small one. He lifted the rod straight up m the 
air. It bowed with tlie pull. 

He saw the trout m the water jerkmg with his head and 
body agamst the shifting tangent of the Ime m the stream 

Nick took the line m his left hand and pulled the trout, 
thumping tiredly agamst the current, to the surface. His back 
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was mottled tlie clear, water-over-gravel color, his side flashino- 
in the sun. The rod under his right arm, Nick stooped, dip- 
ping Ins right hand into tlie current. He held the trout, never 
still, with his moist right hand, while he unhooked tlie barb 
rrom his mouth, then dropped him back mto the stream. 

He hung unsteadily in the current, then settled to the bot- 
tom beside a stone. Nick reached down his hand to touch him, 
his arm to the elbow under water. The trout was steady in the 
moving stream, restmg on the gravel, beside a stone. As Nick’s 
ngers touched him, touched his smooth, cool, underwater 

eeling he was gone, gone in a shadow across the bottom of 
the stream. 


He s all right, Nick thought. He was only tired. 

He had wet his hand before he touched the trout, so he 
would not disturb the delicate mucus that covered him. If a 
ttout was touched with a dry hand, a white fungus attacked 
t e unprotected spot. Years before when he had fished crowded 
yearns, with ily fishermen ahead of him and behmd him, 
1C c had again and again come on dead trout, furry with white 
ngus, drifted agamst a rock, or floating belly up m some 
pool. Nick did not like to fish with other men on the river, 
mess they were of your party, they spoiled it. 

He wallowed down tlie stream, above his knees in the cur- 
the fifty yards of shallow water above the pile 
® logs that crossed the stream. He did not rebait his hook and 
cld It in his hand as he waded. He was certam he could catch 


small trout in the shallows, but he did not want them. There 
w^ld be no big trout in the shallows this time of day. 

Now the water deepened up his thighs sharply and coldly, 
ead was the smooth dammed-back flood of water above the 
®gs. The water was smooth and dark; on the left, the lower 
meadow; on the right the swamp. 

Hick leaned back against the current and took a hopper 
mm the bottle. He threaded the hopper on the hook and spat 
ou him for good luck. Then he pulled several yards of dme 
om the reel and tossed the hopper out ahead onto the fast. 



